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lamented  their  country's  subjectioD,  and  the 
wrongs  inflicted  upon  them  by  the  victors. 
Their  princes,  their  bards,  and  warrior  fore- 
lathers,  all  had  perished.  The  country  groaned 
uoder  the  oppres^re  exactions  of  the  stranger ; 
and  its  inhabitants  beheld  with  the  most  pain- 
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THE    SACRIFICE. 


TO  THE  READER. 

Tiwo  centuries  had  elapsed  ajft^  Wales  had 
bent  under  the  Saxon  yoke.  The  people  still 
lamented  their  country's  subjection^  and  the 
wrongs  inflicted  upon  them  by  the  victors. 
Their  princes,  their  bards,  and  warrior  fore- 
fathers, all  had  perished.  The  country  groaned 
under  the  oppressive  exactions  of  the  stranger ; 
and  its  inhabitants  beheld  with  the  most  pain- 
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ful  anxiety  continual  encroachments  upon  their 
rights  and  liberties.  Broken-hearted,  despau-- 
ing,  the  natives  of  the  soil  had  ceased  to  struggle 
for  their  emancipation.  Their  wonted  energy 
was  extinguished;  their  former  resolution  had 
disappeared;  and,  sunk  in  despondency,  they 
dragged  out  an  existence  at  variance  altogether 
with  their  former  brave  and  patriotic  character. 

At  such  a  disastrous  period  the  present  narra- 
tive commences,  originating  in  a  strong  love  of 
country  on  the  author's  part,  and  a  wish  to 
extend  a  knowledge  of  its  mountain  lands, 
characteristics,  traditions,  prejudices,  and  super- 
stitions, at  a  remarkable  period  of  our  bland 
history. 

The  Cambro-Britons,  in  those  disturbed  times, 
were  not  wanting  in  high-minded  heroic  men. 
The  names  of  many  such  have  been  banded 
down  in  history,  bright  examples  of  admira- 
tion for  their  bravery  and  love  of  country.  The 
subject  is  somewhat  new.  The  difference  noted 
in  language,  manners,  and  modes  of  thinking  in 
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the  two  countries,  under  an  adherence  to  sim- 
plicity of  style,  in  unison  with  the  rude  period 
to  which  the  narrative  relates,  is  essentially  ne- 
cessary. 

There  is  no  necessity  for  farther  remark,  or 
for  any  trespass  upon  the  reader's  historical  recol- 
lections, from  the  very  general  character  of  the 
incidents  related. 
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CHAPTER  I. 
A  Retrospect — The  Sons  of  Harlech. 

Passing  over  the  period  when  Henry  VI.,  while 
yet  in  his  cradle^  was  proclaimed  King  of  Eng- 
land, and  proceeding  to  the  year  1431,  ren- 
dered memorable  by  the  heroism  of  the  renowned 
Joan  of  Arc,  and  the  maledictions  against  the 
Duke  of  Bedford  on  account  of  her  cruel  fate, 
he  being  then  regent  in  France,  while  Humphrey, 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  managed  the  public  affairs 
at  home — passing  over  that  period  which  simply 
indicates  the  date  of  the  commencement  of  the 
present  narrative,  we  travel  at  once  to  North 
"Wales. 


GLADYS   OF  HARLECH.  5 

The  massy  walls  of  proud  Harlech,  that  im« 
pregnable  fortress,   had  long  been  a  name  fa- 
miliar  to   the   English  soldiery.     During  the 
succeeding  wars  of  the  rival  roses,  it  bravely 
resisted  the  repeated  attacks  of  the  Yorkists, 
while  kept  by  that  valiant  Cambrian  chief  Dafydd 
ap  Jevan  ap  Einion.    At  the  present  period  the 
brow  of  that  chieftain  had  scarcely  been  shaded 
with  the  sober  hue  of  manhood.     His  father 
was  the  warden,  a  grey-headed  old  man,  sitting 
in  the  spacious  hall  of  the  castle,  in  conversa- 
tion with  Grono  ap  Meredyth,  who  had  arrived 
but  a  few  hours  before  with  a  small,  but  chosen 
body  of  soldiers,  upon  their  march  into  South 
Wales.   They  were  warmly  discussing  the  preva- 
lent topic  of  the  day,  which  was  the  war  then 
carrying  on  in  France.     Dafydd,  the  young  son 
of  Harlech,  who  had  already  manifested  a  strong 
predilection  for  warlike  affairs,  was  standing  at 
the  further  end  of  the  hall,  feathering  some 
arrows.     Attracted  by  the  subject  on  which  his 
father  and  unde  were  conversing,  he  desisted 
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from  faifl  occupation,  approached  his  relatives, 
and  stood  listening  attentively  to  the  topic  on 
which  they  were  engaged. 

"  You  are  on  a  recruiting  expedition  then  ?*' 
said  Dafydd,  during  a  pause  in  Grono's  conver- 
sation. He  had  been  expatiating  upon  the 
campaign  in  France,  and  remarking  upon  the 
impossibility  of  our  generals  effecting  any  im- 
portant operations  with  the  slender  amount  of 
military  strength  of  which  they  could,  by  every 
exertion,  avail  themselves. 

*'  Yes,  my  good  kinsman,"  replied  Grono, 
removing  the  tape  which  bound  up  a  packet  of 
papers  which  he  held  in  his  hand,  '^  I  trow,  you 
will  perceive  the  urgency  of  my  present  mission, 
when  you  know  the  contents  of  these  letters 
from  Lord  Talbot  and  John  Fitzalan.  They 
contain  the  strictest  orders  from  the  Duke  of 
Bedford  to  lose  not  a  moment  in  embarking 
troops  from  Wales." 

"  What  you,  my  unde !  are  you  going  to 
obey  this  Saxon  mandate  f"  interrupted  Dafydd, 


OIADTS   OF  HARLECH.  7 

with  an  expression  of  countenance  between  in« 
credulity  and  anger — **  Can  you,  my  unde,  be  a 
voluntary  ally  to  these  English,  the  oppressors 
of  our  country  f  We  should  rather,  this  mo- 
ment, be  in  arms  against  them,  demanding 
justice  for  our  country's  wrongs — demanding, 
did  I  say  ? — conquering  it !  Have  we  not  the 
heroic  Joan  of  Arc  for  an  example?  Shall 
a  woman  shame  us  ?  When  I  reflect  on  her 
deeds,  I  feel  my  heart  on  fire.  Emulation  kindles 
in  my  breast  to  strike  a  blow  in  like  manner 
against  the  common  enemy.  Would  to  heaven 
I  had  the  same  power  to  lead  armies  to  victory 
— to  strike  mortal  terror  into  the  common  foe ; 
then  never,  never  would  I  rest  contented  until 
we  were  firee  from  the  shackles  which  enslave  us, 
until  we  were  once  more  the  firee  children  of  a 
firee  soiL  You,  my  unde,  have  a  spirit  not  dead 
to  the  lamentations  of  our  country.  Remain 
at  home,  I  entreat ;  combat  here  for  our  coun- 
try's emancipation.  Let  us  dare  for  fiieedom 
as  our  patriot  fathers  dared;  and  if  we  pour 
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out  our  blood,  let  it  be  shed  in  a  good  and 
soble  cause." 

The  father  startled  at  the  bold  language  of 
his  son,  watched  with  a  melancholy,  yet  ad- 
miring smile,  his  glowing  cheek  and  ardent 
eyes,  and  thus  addressed  him  in  reply : — 

'*  Ochan,  Ochan,  (alas  !  alas  I)  my  brave  boy  ! 
you  have  forgotten  that  our  day  of  glory  has 
passed  away.  Our  warriors,  where  are  they  ? 
Sealed  in  the  sleep  of  death.  Their  swords  rust 
in  their  scabbards,  and  with  their  unstrung  bows 
bang  idly  in  our  halls.  We  cannot  muster 
armies  to  enter  the  list  with  the  countless 
legions  of  the  Saxon.  England  is  now  a  mighty 
nation,  against  which,  to  raise  an  insurrection 
would  be  madness.  Listen  to  the  counsel  of 
age,  my  brave  and  patriotic  boy.  I  have  trod 
the  weary  pilgrimage  of  life,  for  long,  long 
years,  and  experience  tells  me, — bitter  ex- 
perience too, —  that  we  have  no  resource  but  to 
sustain  our  misfortunes  with  manly  fortitude." 

"  Must  I  then  infer  from  the  meaning  of  your 
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words,  my  father,  that  we  are  to  live  and  die 
serfs  in  our  own  land  ?"  said  Dafydd  emphatically ; 
''are  we  reduced  to  this  at  last?  must  our 
country  expend  its  best  blood  in  the  cause  of 
our  oppressors  ?" 

**  It  were  more  politic,  nay,  in  some  respects 
more  just,  to  consider  the  cause  our  own," 
interrupted  Grono.  "  Be  not  surprised,  Dafydd, 
my  lad,  but  it  is  necessary  you  should  be  un- 
deceived upon  this  point.  Our  blood  flows  in 
the  veins  of  the  proudest  aristocracy  of  England. 
The  offspring  of  our  noble  kinsman,  Owen 
Tudor,  is  closely  allied  to  our  young  monarch, 
and  the  royal  femily.  Two  of  the  principal 
commanders  now  employed  against  the  French, 
Talbot,  and  Fitzalan,  Earl  of  Arundel,  are  both 
direct  descendants  firom  our  countrymen,  and 
the  latter,  we  are  all  well  aware,  is  a  near  con* 
nection  of  our  own.  I  am  ready  to  admit,  in- 
dependently of  all  this,  and  of  my  admiration 
of  your  patriotic  spirit,  that  you  are  in  error  in 

supposing  the  position  of  the  Welsh  is  such  as 
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it  was  formerly.  England  and  Wales  now 
constitute  a  single  kingdom,  united  where  they 
were  once  separate." 

''Not  in  heart — ^not  in  heart/*  murmured 
Dafydd;  ''where  characters  are  so  opposite, 
there  can  be  no  unison/' 

"  No  unison  in  sentiment  or  feeling,"  ob- 
served Grono, "  for  we  are  forced  to  acknowledge 
that  a  yoke  binds  us  to  a  foreign  power.  We 
are  a  conquered  people.  We  must,  as  good 
Christians,  patiently  submit  to  circumstances 
over  which  we  have  not  the  smallest  control. 
It  was  (H-dained  above,  that  this  powerful  nation 
should  rule  over  us,  and  therefore  our  duty  is 
obedience.  Were  I  now  to  refuse  sending 
auxiUaries  to  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  I  should 
cast  a  stigma  equaDy  upon  my  countrymen  and 
myself.  No,  my  noble- spirited  lad,  this  cannot 
be.  Calm  your  impetuosity,  and  reflect  upon 
my  words.  You  will  thai,  I  trow,  be  ready  to 
agree  with  me  that  it  is  better  to  embrace  with 
eagerness  so  fair  an  opportunity  for  our  own  dis- 
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tinctioii  on  the  battle-fidd,  than  to  rise  in  arms 
i^ainst  England.  Let  ns  show  the  world  that 
Cambria,  though  conquered,  still  preserves  its 
warrior  heart/' 

As  Grono  delivered  with  simplicity  and 
earnestness  the  latter  part  of  this  address,  young 
Dafydd*8  intelligent  countenance  changed  its 
expression.  Fixing  his  inquiring  gaze  upon  his 
uncle,  he  stood  silent  for  some  moments,  and 
then  addressed  him : — 

*'  I  have  to  thank  you  my  good  uncle,  for 
having  instilled  new  thoughts  into  my  mind. 
I  had  flattered  myself  that  I  was  becoming  a 
n^Mi — ^I  now  see  I  am  still  but  a  child.'' 

Here  he  started  up,  and  covering  his  eyes 
with  his  hand,  quitted  the  presence  of  his 
fiither  and  unde  with  a  hurried  step.  Some 
boors  elapsed  before  he  sought  again  the  com- 
pany of  his  kinsman,  and  then  he  addressed 

him:— 

**  My  brave  and  good^  uncle,  I  honour  the 
sentiments  which  you  recently  expressed  to  me 
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80  dearly.     I  regret  that,  in  ignorance  of  their 
justice,  I  was  led  astray  in  my  views.      Do  not 
censure  mutable  opinions,  when   I   make   the 
acknowledgment  to  you  that  new  feelings  and 
fresh  hopes  of  a  different  nature  pervade  my 
mind.     I  would   fain  have  the  benefit  of  your 
example  in  my  inexperience,  and  entreat  that 
you  will  permit  me  to  accompany  you  to  the 
field  of  arms  in  France.     I  condemned,  it  is 
true,  the   step  you  were  taking ;  I  saw  not  its 
good  policy  until  you  enlightened  me.      Fate 
has  decided  that  I  cannot  take  up  arms  for  the 
benefit  of  our  native  land,  and  the  restoration 
of  its  freedom — be  it   so.      Only  allow  me  to 
serve  her  in  another  way.       Let  me  wield  the 
sword  or  battle*axe,  to  redeem  her  renown  in 
the  ranks  of  war — that  renown  overshadowed  by 
the  power  of  the  oppressor,  but  never  stained 
with  dishonour.      I  will  stimulate  our  country- 
men to  gather  glorious  laurels  in  the  battle-field, 
and  win  from  the  young  sovereign  who  com- 
mands us,  the   reward    every    patriotic   spirit 
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desires  ;  the  revocation  of  the  cruel  and  op- 
pressive charter,  which  King  Edward,  with 
heartless  vengeance,  directed  against  our  own 
Cambria  and  her  rights.  Would  not  such  an 
act  be  a  worthy  offering  to  our  country,  the 
weal  of  which  is  the  sovereign  wish  of  my 
heart  r 

'^  Noble  -  spirited  boy  !''  exclaimed  Grono, 
"right  proud  shall  I  be  to  present  to  Lord 
Talbot  a  young  warrior  so  promising ; — but  hold, 
what  are  the  opinions  of  your  venerable  father 
upon  the  subject  ?  We  must  previously  obtain 
his  consent  to  your  design." 

"  My  father,"  said  the  youthful  Dafydd,  at  the 
same  moment  turning  his  expressive  countenance 
upon  his  father,  and  fixing  his  eyes  anxiously 
upon  him — "  My  father,  I  know,  will  not 
thwart  my  wishes,  for  he  too  has  his  country's 
good  uppermost  in  his  heart  He  will  be  the 
first  to  rejoice,  if  I  can  in  any  manner  promote 
its  welfare/' 

"  Right,  my  brave  boy,"  replied  the  old  man ; 
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as  he  spoke  a  nervous  twitehing  shaking  every 
line  of  his  thin,  furrowed  fiioe ;  **  Heaven  only 
knows  how  much  it  will  cost  me  to  part  with 
the  stay  of  my  declining  years— my  son,  my  only 
son ;  but  it  is  the  call  of  duty ;  thou  shalt  go." 

Again  and  again  young  Dafydd  repeated  his 
grateful  acknowledgments;  then  pressing  his 
father's  hand  in  silence,  quitted  the  hall.  It  was 
not  long  afterwards,  that  with  Grono,  he  made 
preparations  for  his  departure;  the  object  of 
his  uncle's  march  into  South  Wales  had  been 
accomplished.  That  chief  with  his  youthful 
companion  then  set  out  to  join  the  English  army 
in  France. 

Dafydd  soon  became  a  favourite  with  his  com- 
rades in  arms,  and  that  not  only  with  those  of 
his  own  subordinate  military  rank,  but  with 
officers  fiGu*  superior  in  rank  and  age.  It  was 
impossible  for  aoy  to  be  insensible  to  the  gene- 
rous and  fearless  character  of  one  who,  so  young 
in  years,  promised  to  become  a  distinguished 
character  in  his  future  career. 
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Fitzalan  of  Arundel  had  ever  cherished   a 
latent  partiality  for  the  iohabitaDts  of  the  princi- 
pality of  Wales;   and  regarding  Dafydd  as  a 
kinsman,  showed  a  peculiar  attention  to  him, 
until  death  deprived  the  youth  of  his  friendship 
and  patronage.     Not  that  had  Dafydd  been  less 
fortunate  in  his  outset  in  life,  his  own  merits 
and  conduct  upon  all  occasions  would  not  have 
obtained  success,  but  that  it  had  hastened  the  ac- 
knowledgment of  his  merits  to  start  under  such 
auspices.      Indeed,  soon  after  his  joining  the 
army,  his  feats  of  arms  were  the  subject  of  con- 
versation, passing  from  camp  to  camp.     Many 
a  brave  foeman  sunk  under  his  powerful  arm ; 
and  as  he  thus  distmguished  himself,  all  the 
world  became  eager  to  ascertain  who  the  young 
sddier  was,  and  from  whence  he  came. 

Lord  Talbot,  at  first  a  silent  observer  of  the 
carriage  of  the  young  Welshman,  pronounced 
him  to  be  possessed  of  great  military  talent.  He 
assigned  to  him  repeatedly  the  post  of  honour  as 
well  as  of  danger,  considering  him  equal  to  the 
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most  difficult  duties,  and  reposing  in  him  great 
confidence.  At  Montargis,  the  Earl  of  Arundel 
defivered  to  him  the  command  of  that  fortress, 
during  his  own  absence  upon  other  duties ;  and 
through  the  wise  and  courageous  conduct  of 
Dafydd,  "  the  French  troops,"  as  is  observed  by 
an  historian  of  the  events  of  that  time,  '^  discover- 
ing that  they  were  neither  able  to  force  the  castle 
nor  retain  the  town,  retired,  amidst  the  triumphant 
shouts  of  their  opponents/' 

But  the  success  of  the  young  hero  did  not  ter- 
minate here.  New  laurels  were  gathered  upon 
each  revolving  day,  and  he  became  unconsciously 
the  object  of  general  admiration.  In  Normandy, 
above  all,  he  greatly  distinguished  himself  during 
the  insurrection  in  that  province ;  on  his  conduct 
upon  this  occasion  high  encomiums  were  lavished. 
In  a  secret  conference  with  the  Earl  of  Arundel 
and  Lord  Willoughby,  he  prepared  to  attack  the 
French  during  the  night.  His  proposition,  after 
some  consideration,  was  accepted,  and  he  was 
permitted  to  carry  it  into  effect     The  English 
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in  consequence  gained  a  complete  victory,  and 
reoov^ied  the  Yexin,  Caen,  and  Lillebonne.  In 
a  conversation  with  Lord  Talbot,  the  Earl  of 
Arundel  said : 

"  We  have  to  thank  the  doughty  young  Cam- 
brian and  his  men  for  this  glorious  advantage. 
Their  courage  and  bravery  in  overcoming  all 
obstacles  were  never  surpassed." 

Time  lapsed  and  bore  away  the  events  of  that 
contest.  The  death  of  the  Earl  of  Arundel  and 
the  Duke  of  Bedford  took  place.  Dafydd  re- 
turned to  England.  He  was  received  at  Court 
with  the  highest  honours ;  and  the  British  mon- 
arch expressed  his  desire  to  show  some  signal 
mark  of  his  fevour  to  one  who  had  so  nobly 
merited  the  distinction.  This  was  speedily  com- 
municated to  the  object  of  the  royal  regard, 
when,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  gay  and  ambi- 
tious courtiers,  the  young  hero  with  the  warmest 
expressions  of  gratitude,  requested  to  be  per- 
mitted to  dedine  any  advancement  or  personal 
advantage. 
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"As  to  mysdf,  most  Gracious  Sovereign,*' 
observed  Dafydd,  "I  prefer  being  allowed  to 
remain  as  I  am ;  but  not  that  I  undervalue  the 
goodness  of  which  your  Majesty  has  so  kindly 
indicated  to  me  the  distinguished  proof,  in  the 
acknowledgment  of  my  humble  services.  If 
your  Highness  will  permit  me,  I  would  venture 
to  ask  the  favour  of  the  transfer  of  your  royal 
generosity  to  my  unfortunate  country,  sorely  op- 
pressed by  laws  which  are  foreign  to  her  people, 
their  manners  and  customs.  Gross  injustice, 
too,  is  perpetrated  on  our  borders,  which  it  weQ 
nigh  demands  more  than  human  fortitude  to  en- 
dure. Be  not,  my  Royal  Master,  displeased  with 
the  boldness  of  my  petition.  Sympathy  for  my 
suffering  country  has  extorted  the  utterance  of 
this  my  request.  May  it  please  Heaven  to 
direct  the  kindness  of  your  royal  heart  to  the 
sufferings  of  my  countrymen,  your  loyal  sub- 
jects, that  yoiu-  Highness  may  order  impartial 
justice  in  our  behalf ;  and  that  the  ignominious 
laws  with  which  King  Edward  ruled  us  may  be 
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mitigated.  This  boon  is  all  that  either  my 
^ow-countrymen  or  myself  would  solicit  of  your 
Highness  in  return  for  our  senrices  in  the  French 
war.  The  favour-  would  be  one  of  charity  as 
wdl  as  justice^  did  your  Highness  but  know 
the  extent  of  our  sufferings.  Charity  secures 
Heaven's  blessing  for  crowns  as  well  as  sub- 
jects/' 

**  Your  entreaty  is  noble/'  replied  the  mon- 
arch ;  *'  the  worthiest  subjects  are  those  who 
disregard  their  own  interests  to  serve  their 
CQfuntry.  I  accord  you  the  consideration  of  your 
request.  Our  council  shall  be  immediately 
summooed ;  and  justice  shall  be  done  to  my 
Wdsh  subjects  without  loss  of  time/' 

With  this  promise,  Dafydd  withdrew  from  the 
royal  presence;  and  almost  immediately  after- 
wards left  the  gay  and  brilUant  court,  impatient 
to  readi  his  quiet  home  and  festnesses  among 
Ae  mountains  of  his  own  romantic  land.  Some 
years  had  elapsed  from  the  time  he  quitted  Wales 
until  his  return ;  and  the  meeting  between  the 
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old  Warden  of  Harlech  and  his  son  was  pro- 
portionally touching.  The  hoary  sire  had  almost 
persuaded  himself  he  should  see  his  son  no  more; 
to  find  him  return,  and  under  circumstances  so 
auspicious,  was  almost  too  much  for  his  time- 
worn  frame  to  sustain.  His  ideas  were  con- 
fused when  he  heard  the  shouts  and  acdamations 
which,  rending  the  air  on  all  sides,  echoed  again 
from  cliff  and  hoUow,  as  Dafydd  drew  near  the 
ancient  walls  of  the  castle,  causing  unwonted 
tumult.  Tears  started  into  the  eyes  of  the 
venerable  man,  and  rolled  down  his  cheeks, 
deeply  engraved  by  the  hand  of  time,  as  he  was 
told  that  the  confusion  around  arose  from  the 
welcome  the  inhabitants  of  Harlech  were  giving 
to  his  beloved  son  upon  returning  to  his  native 
soil. 

The  set  form  and  now  manly  figure  of  the 
young  hero  strikingly  contrasted  with  the 
figure  of  the  stripling,  who  had  quitted  home 
so  suddenly  to  enter  upon  the  arduous  duties 
of  a  foreign  campaign.   Friends  of  his  early  youth 
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crowded  around  him.  They  gazed  upon  his 
altoed  and  noble  bearing,  they  admired  his 
handsome  countenance  now  in  pride  of  man- 
hood's expression ;  they  exhibited  fedings  of  the 
most  enthusiastic  admiration,  and  then  blended 
their  voices  in  one  simultaneous  shout  of  praise, 
and  imploration  of  blessings  upon  the  son  of 
their  chief. 

Happy  were  those  times  for  Harlech.     That 
grey  massy  fortress  once  more  resounded,  as 
it  had  done  in  years  long  past,  with  cheerfulness 
and  revdry.     Every  countenance  beamed  with 
joy,  every  heart  was  happy,  as  it  soon  after- 
wards gathered  to  the  castle  to  participate  in 
the  nuptiak  of  the  young  returned  chieftain. 
It  was  but  a  few  months  previous  to  the  war 
that  Dafydd  had  been  betrothed  to  Maret,  the 
£iir  heiress  of  the  elder  branch  of  the  house  of 
Tudor.     He  had  not  long  been  welcomed  to  his 

paternal  home,  before  his  thoughts  turned  towards 
her  to  whom  his  heart  was  given,  and  he  had 
repaired  to  her  father's  home  to  demand  her  for 
his  bride. 
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Other  incidents  of  less  domestic  importance 
succeeded  these  memorable  events.     The  aged 
warden  of  the  castle,  the  hoary-headed  Jevan, 
had  become  day  by  day  more  feeblci  and  then 
slept  with  his  fathers.  Dafydd  was  now  the  fitther 
of  a  young  family,  which  introduced  him  to  the 
cares  and  interests  it  involves.     He  took  an 
undisguised  pride  in  his  offspring,  and  as  they 
advanced  in  years,  instilled  into  their  minds  the 
soundest  principles  of  the  faith  he  professed, 
of  which  both  himself  and  their  mother  were  pre- 
eminent  examples.     Thus  there  was  every  pros- 
pect of  their  becoming  in  Aiture  years  worthy 
scions  of  a  ticfie-honoured  race.     Within  the 
massive  walls  of  Harlech  castle  all  was  peace 
and  unity  of  feeling,  so  that  the  home  of  Dafydd 
might  have  been  not  only  an  object  of  envy 
in  feudal  times,  but  that  of  the  indulgence  and 
luxury  of  a  later  age.     The  hearty  welcome 
which  met  him  upon  his  return  from  the  wild 
sports  of  the  woods  and  mountains,  or  from 
any  act  of  public  service  or  local  duty,  was  of 
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the  fiveliest  and  heartiest  character.  A  bright 
hearth,  htazing  logs,  and  sweet  smiles  ever  met 
him  in  the  hall,  when  the  season  was  the  most 
austere.  The  winning  manners  of  his  children 
deqily  impressed  his  heart  with  paternal  aflPectiony 
and  spread  over  it  as  well  as  on  those  around 
that  indescribable  charm  which  is  perhaps  the 
nearest  to  happiness  on  earth  that  mortal  men 
are  permitted  to  experience. 

It  is  not  to  be  credited  that  Dafydd  was 
insensiUe  to  the  blessings  so  copiously  showered 
down  upon  him.  On  the  contrary  his  high 
principles,  yet  humble  spirit,  continually  ov^- 
flowed  with  fi^h  feelmgs  of  gratitude  to  the 
Giver  of  all  good. 

It  is  painful  to  turn  from  similar  scenes  of 
domestic  love  and  tranquillity  to  those  of  an 
opposite  character — to  disoootent,  jealousy  and 
bloodshed  in  all  their  baleful  aspects. 

After  Dafydd  quitted  the  English  court  to 
return  home,  great  changes  took  place,  where 
pomp  and  brilliancy  had  been  so   conspicious 
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before.  The  deaths  of  Glouoester,  and  of  the 
great  Cardinal  Beaufort,  with  the  hemous  murder 
of  the  unfortunate  Duke  of  Suflfolki  were  events 
of  the  most  startling  importance  to  the  people 
of  England,  and  indeed  to  the  world  at  large. 
The  first  doud  which  gathered  on  the  horizon, 
and  portended  an  approaching  storm,  was  the 
rebellion  in  Kent,  where  the  insurgents  were 
led  by  an  Irishman  of  disreputable  character, 
the  notorious  Jack  Cade,  who  boldly  declared 
himself  to  be  of  the  house  of  Marche.  He 
was  suspected  to  have  received  secret  encourage- 
ment from  the  Duke  of  York,  in  Ireland.  By 
this  outbreak,  dangerous  and  unforseen,  great 
consternation  overspread  England.  Notwith- 
standing the  final  overthrow  of  Cade,  and  the 
death  of  that  insurgent  himself,  there  was  much 
danger  to  be  apprehended  from  the  influence  and 
discontented  spirit,  which  had  prompted  such  an 
insurrection. 
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CHAPTER    IL 

J%e  Invasion — The  Beleagured  Castle. 

When  the  Duke  of  York  received  intelligence 
of  Cade's  ill  success,  then  unknown  to  the  King, 
he  made  preparations  for  leaving  Ireland,  the 
term  of  his  governorship  having  just  expired. 

'*  The  field  now  lies  open  before  me,"  thought 
the  ambitious  Duke,  *'  my  powerful  enemy  Suffolk 
is  dead  ;  Cade's  enterprize,  as  my  fondest  hopes 
prognosticated,  has  paved  the  way  for  the  house 
of  Marche.  If  so  feeble  a  branch  of  our  august 
&mily  could  raise  such  a  rebellion,  what  may 
not  be  expected  from  the  prince  royal  and  sole 
heir?" 

VOL.   I.  O 
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Animated  with  feverish  dreams  of  r^al 
pomp  and  military  glory,  the  Duke  shortly  af- 
terwards sailed  from  Dublin,  with  the  intention 
of  landing  upon  the  Welsh  coast.  There,  to  his 
dismay  and  disappointment,  instead  of  meeting 
with  zealous  partisans,  as  he  expected,  a  hostile 
force  stood  in  array  against  him. 

Through  some  private  source  the  chieftain  of 
Harlech  had  gained  information  of  the  intended 
landing  of  the  Duke  of  York,  and  of  the  cautious 
measures  he  was  taking  to  prevent  the  King 
from  hearing  of  his  proceedings.  Dafydd,  with 
his  usual  forethought  and  discretion,  seeing  how 
detrimental  such  a  step  would  prove  to  the 
nation,  sent  off  with  all  speed  to  acquaint  his 
royal  master  with  the  important  fact. 

Henry  and  his  ministers,  truly  indebted  to 
Ap  Jevan  for  the  timely  intelligence,  dispatched 
Jasper,  the  son  of  Owen  Tudor,  with  commands 
to  their  tnisty  friend,  once  the  young  hero  of  the 
French  war,  to   raise  all  the   forces  he   could 
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muster,  and  to  go  io  person  and  secure  the  coast 
from  invasion. 

Ap  Jevan  thus  appeared  in  the  character  of  a 
military  commander  for  the  first  time  in  his  own 
coantry.  Many  years  had  past  since  he  first 
bore  armSy  and  under  what  different  circum- 
stances !  True,  the  freshness  of  youth  was 
gone,  but  it  was  exchanged  for  the  glow  of  a 
father's  pride,  as  he  marched  at  the  head  of  his 
strong  and  fearless  band,  supported  by  his  twin 
SODS,  Tudor  and  Kynfin,  one  on  each  side, 
high-spirited  youths,  who  had  entered  upon  their 
sixteenth  year. 

As  they  pressed  on  with  eagerness  to  gain  the 
Mooa  coast,  Dafydd  had  the  gratification  of  seeing 
his  little  army  increase  in  number  at  every  step- 
When  they  rci^ched  the  Menai  Straits  he  thought 
it  advisable  to  form  his  men  into  battalions  ;  ap- 
pointing his  uncle  Meredyth  and  Jasper  Tudor  to 
take  the  command  of  the  troops  selected  for  the 
protection  of  the  coast  further  to  the  north,  Da- 
fydd himself  and  his  sons  guarding  the  Mona  Isle. 

c  2 
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Thesearrangements  were  made  with  surprising 
rapidity,  for  time  and  circumstance  alike  pressed. 
The  Duke's  fleet  was  soon  afterwards  seen  within 
the  horizon.  Dafydd,  encouraging  his  men,  with 
the  spirit  of  a  brave  soldier,  succeeded  in  bringing 
them  up  just  in  time  to  present  a  very  formid* 
able  front  to  the  Duke,  who,  observing  them  from 
seaward,  appeared  embarrassed  and  disconcerted 
becoming  at  a  loss  what  measure  to  adopt.  The 
moments  which  followed  his  observation  of  the 
Welsh  troops  were  intensely  interesting.  The 
little  fleet  came  hovering  near  the  coast,  and 
drew  off  again  in  another  direction.  Then, 
quick  as  thought,  it  tacked  and  wore  again,  till 
Night  spread  her  sable  mantle  over  sea  and  land, 
hiding  from  the  belligerents  the  manoeuvres  of 
each  other. 

It  was  a  dark  calm  night,  and  Dafydd  having 
given  orders  that  his  men  should  repose,  with  an 
anxious  mind  and  in  deep  thought  turned  to 
the  sohtary  beach,  pacing  it  undisturbed  and 
alone.     Often  were  his   eyes  riveted  upon  the 
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sails,  just  discernible  in  the  dim  expanse  before 
him,  ever  and  anon  varying  in  their  shape  like 
wandering  apparitions  of  the  night.  Not  a  sound 
was  heard  save  the  ripple  of  the  waves,  their 
monotonous  murmuring  accompanying  the  fast 
rpceding  tide  upon  the  sandy  beach. 

When  the  morning  dawned  a  stiff  breeze 
blew  off  the  shore,  and  long  lines  of  red 
streaks  in  the  heavens  portended  stormy 
weather. 

The  Duke  of  York,  like  Dafydd,  was  a  silent 
observer  of  the  same  scene  from  seaward,  and  it 
was  with  undisguised  apprehension  that  he 
watched  the  changing  sky.  Scarcely  had  the 
early  mom  ripened  into  day,  when  a  boat  w*as 
lowered  from  his  vessel,  bearing  a  flag  of  truce, 
followed  by  a  messenger  sent  to  demand  an 
interview  with  the  Welsh  chief.  Dafydd,  with 
his  accustomed  courtesy,  received  the  mes- 
senger in  his  tent,  and  a  prolonged  interview 
took  place. 

The   stipulations  which  were  thus  conveyed 
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from  the  Duke  were  decidedly  disapproved  by  the 
Welsh  commander.  He  grew  impatient  at  last, 
and  unceremoniously  broke  up  the  discussion, 
dismissing  the  envoy  with  this  simple  but  noble 
reply : — 

"  Go,  tell  his  Grace  that  the  Welsh  chief 
scorns  a  bribe  ;  tell  him  that  he  wears  but  one 
sword,  which  shall  hew  down  every  man  who 
attempts  a  landing  upon  these  shores  without 
the  King's  permission." 

The  Duke,  exasperated  at  the  bold  reply,  and 
vowing  vengeance  against  the  audacious  Welsh- 
man, promptly  ordered  his  pilot  to  steer  for  the 
land.  In  vain  he  tried  to  disembark  his  troops, 
they  were  repelled  with  redoubled  slaughter  at 
every  fresh  attempt.  The  numerous  dead  and 
dying  around  him  showed  the  necessity  of  aban- 
doning his  purpose.  He  gave  up  the  contest 
in  despair,  and  quitting  the  Mona  island,  sought 
a  haven  further  to  the  north.  Here  again 
his  endeavours  were  frustrated  by  the  gallant 
veteran,  Ap  Meredyth,  and  by  Jasper  ap  Owen. 
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At  these  repeated  discomfitures,  the  Duke  of 
York,  mortified  and  overwhelmed  with  the 
anxiety  arising  fit>m  his  hazardous  position, 
sailed  from  the  coast;  his  little  fleet,  as  it 
disappeared  from  the  horizon,  leaving  its  op- 
ponents highly  gratified  with  the  thoughts 
that  they  had  succeeded  in  driving  it  back  to 
its  old  quarters.  But  too  soon  they  were  un- 
deceived. Scarcely  had  the  following  day's  sun 
reached  its  meridian,  when  the  unexpected 
news  arrived  that  the  Duke  of  York  on  the 
previous  night  had  landed  at  a  fishing  village 
adjacent  to  the  English  coast,  and  was  then  on 
bis  march  to  the  Metropolis ;  and  further,  that 
he  was  surrounded  by  zealous  partizans,  many 
of  whom  were  Welsh,  who  had  assisted  him  in 
landing. 

This  was  a  severe  blow  to  Dafydd's  loyal 
heart.  Ap  Meredyth  and  Jasper  ap  Owen 
joined  him  shortly  afterwards,  and  all  condemned 
their  countrymen  for  having  aided  the  rebel 
Duke.     With  disappointment  on   every  coun- 
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tenance,  the  troops  were  disbanded,  returning 
to  their  homes  to  watch  with  increasing  anxiety 
the  dangers  which  overshadowed  the  country. 

The  sudden  arrival  of  the  Duke  of  York  in 
London,  with  four  thousand  men,  occasioned 
great  consternation.  The  quarrel  between  the 
Duke  of  Somerset  and  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  the 
first  battle  of  the  Roses,  the  political  interference 
of  Queen  Margaret,  the  melancholy  indisposition 
of  the  King,  the  birth  of  Prince  Edward,  and 
finally  the  instalment  of  the  Duke  of  York  as 
protector  of  the  realm  during  the  King's  malady, 
were  events  of  vital  importance  to  the  entire 
kingdom.  One  and  all  felt  that  there  was  a 
terrific  storm  approaching,  while  none  knew 
how  to  avert  its  effects.  It  was  not  till  Henry's 
restoration  to  health  that  civil  war  let  loose  its 
tigers  throughout  England's  fertile  land.  Nor 
until  that  period  did  the  pent-up  feelings  of  the 
populace  burst  forth  like  an  angry  torrent,  scat- 
tering before  it  desolation  and  death. 

The  Duke  of  York  no  sooner  found  himself 
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deprived  of  his  high  office,  and  outwitted  by  the 
Qoeen,  than  his  dormant  ambition  was  re- 
awakened.  He  once  more  became  possessed 
with  the  idea  that  he  was  the  rightful  heir  to 
the  English  throne,  and  made  a  vow  he  would 
never  rest  till  England  had  acknowledged  him 
her  sovereign,  let  what  might  be  the  conse- 
quences ;  nor  would  he  delay  to  contend  openly 
for  his  ric^hts.  With  these  excited  views,  he 
retired  to  Wigmore  Castle,  and  there  by  bribes, 
and  other  illicit  means,  he  soon  succeeded  in 
gathering  around  him  an  augmentation  of  force 
which  amounted  to  a  potent  army. 

The  brilliant  promises  which  the  Duke  held 
out  to  the  wronged  and  oppressed  Welsh  were 
so  tempting,  that  many  were  led  away  to  support 
his  cause,  unfortunately  for  themselves  and  their 

connections. 

Throughout  the  Principality  there  was  only 
one  family  of  Which  the  Duke  was  deeply 
apprehensive,  and  that  was  the  house  of  Tudor. 
That  house  included  Dafydd,  whom  he  had 

c3 
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just  cause  to  Tear.    His  personal  hatred  towards 
him  was  hy  no  means  diminished  because  he 
])ore   in    recollection    the    recent    mortification 
he  experienced  at  the  reception  Ap  Jevan  had 
given  him  upon  the  Mona  coast.     Owen  Tudor, 
too,   was   at  Harlech ;   now  therefore  was  the 
time    to  show   his    animosity,  and  wreak   his 
vengeance   upon    the   race    he    detested.      To 
imprison  Dafydd  in  his  own  castle  had  been 
long  the  secret  wish  of  his  heart,  and  he  ex- 
ulted in  the  probable  attainment  of  his  darling 
object.    He  determined  that  his  campaign  should 
commence  with  the  siege  of  Harlech  ;  the  obdu- 
rate men  of  Merioneth,  once  deprived  of  their 
daring  leader,  would  soon  be  brought  to  acknow^ 
ledge  allegiance  to  the  house  of  York. 

Dafydd  was  not  ignorant  of  the  Duke's  in- 
tentions, for  he  had  friends  in  a  quarter  little 
suspected,  who  gave  him  timely  warning  of  the 
approaching  danger.  Not  a  moment  was  wasted 
in  vain  regrets,  no  idle  lamentations  were  heard, 
not  an  expression  of  either  hope  or  fear  escaped 
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their  lips ;  all  felt  the  urgency  of  the  case, 
and  commenced  at  once  the  preparations  for 
defence.  Dafydd  and  his  sons  were  present 
everywhere,  indefatigable  in  their  efforts,  working 
night  and  day  until  their  preparations  were 
completed.  The  castle  was  filled  with  as  many 
stout  hearts  as  were  requisite  for  its  defence,  and 
that  its  circuit  could  accommodate.  Private  in* 
junctions  were  issued  for  the  men  in  Merioneth  to 
hold  themselves  in  readiness  to  take  up  arms  at  a 
moment's  warning ;  while  every  suggestion  of 
importance  was  carried  out  calculated  to  secure 
the  fortress  during  a  long  siege. 

The  bustle  and  confusion  of  the  preparations 
over,  Ap  '  Jevan  could  not  divest  himself  of 
anxiety ;  not  so  much  on  his  own  account,  as  on 
liiat  of  his  noble  kinsman  Owen  Tudor,  who 
from  the  time  of  his  dismissal  from  court  had 
been  a  sojourner  at  Harlech.  He  recalled  the 
many  unfortunate  circumstances  which  had  be- 
fallen him.  The  Duke  of  York  had  never 
ceased  to  persecute  him.     He  had  been  the  sole 
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instigator  of  his  dischaige  from  the  royal  house* 
hold,  as  well  as  of  all  the  less  importaDt  disasters 
which  had  befallen  him  since  the  death  of  his 
consort,  the  dowager  Queen  Catherine. 

"  I  have  been  thinking  that  our  arch  enemy 
the  Duke  has  got  wind  of  your  present  position/' 
observed  Daf}*dd,  on  joining  Owen  Tudor  in  the 
long  gallery  of  the  castle.  "  It  is  as  much  on  your 
account  as  mine  that  we  are  indebted  to  him  for 
the  honour  of  this  visitation." 

"  Och  !  Dafydd,  I  should  be  sorry  if  I 
thought  that  was  true/'  said  Owen,  with 
much  seriousness.  **  May  the  foul  winds  take 
him  !  He  is  never  happy  but  when  he  is  hunt- 
ing after  the  blood  of  a  Tudor.  This  is  not  the 
first  time  by  many  that  he  has  driven  me  to 
cover.  Och  !  Dafydd,  if  this  is  the  case,  we 
must  brace  ourselves  to  the  uttermost,  and  let 
courage  and  self-devotion  be  our  watchword.  Let 
us  keep  this  savage  fiend  at  bay  till  he  has  had 
enough  of  us/' 

"  We   have  many  to  contend  with,   and  too 
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many  are  our  own  countrymen,"  observed  Da- 
fydd,  lowering  his  voice. 

"  I  know  it/'  was  the  laconic  reply. 

After  a  short  pause,  Owen  continued : — 

"  For  my  own  part,  Dafydd,  I  have  no  fear.  I 
would  back  you  and  your  handfiil  of  men  against 
York  and  his  legions.  You  are  no  child  at  arms. 
I  am  surprised  at  the  Duke's  audacity  in  attempt- 
ing to  storm  a  castle,  when  Dafydd  ap  Jevan, 
the  Hero  of  Montargis,  is  the  commander." 

They  were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  a 
youth  from  one  of  the  watch  towers  of  the  castle, 
who  communicated  intelligence  that  the  army  of 
the  Yorkists  was  in  sight. 

The  confidence  of  Owen  Tudor  in  the  courage 
and  experience  of  Ap  Jevan  was  fully  justifiable. 
This  confidence  was  seconded  by  the  well-known 
strength  of  the  castle.  No  place  of  defence 
could  be  better  adapted  for  observation  as  well  as 
resistance.  No  enemy  could  approach  the  walls 
unobserved — this  magnificent  stronghold  of  Ap 
Jevan  was  as  remarkable  for  its  commanding 
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position  as  for  its  beauty  and  grandeur.     It  was 
a    noted    site  from   the    earliest    ages.      The 
conquerors  of  the  world  had   a  fortress  here, 
upon  the  wreck  of  which  another  was  built  by 
the  Briton  Madgwyn  Gwynedd.     Upon  this, 
the  present  building  was  founded  by  Edward  L 
The  sea  face  arose  from  the  brink  of  a  rock,  as- 
cending  perpendicularly  from  the   shore,    that 
opened  far  and    wide  under  the  haughty  towers 
which  darkened  over  it.     The  face  of  the  rock, 
steep  as  the  walls  which  crowned  it,  and  almost 
indistinguishable   from  the  dark  grey  masonry, 
united  with  them,  presenting  an  aspect  of  one 
uniform  gigantic  front,  defying  hostile  approach. 
The  fortress  was  square.     The  angles  were  de- 
fended by  circular  towers,  and  these  had  on  their 
summits  small  watcb- towers  like  the  eagle  tower 
at  Caernarvon.    The  walls  of  immense  thickness, 
on  the  side  accessible  from  the  land,  were  pro- 
tected by  a  broad  ditch  of  considerable  depth, 
excavated  in  the  solid  rock.    The  entrance,  with 
its   guard   room,  was  admirably  flanked,   and 
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defended  first  by  a  barbican,  next  by  the  moveable 
bridge  across  the  ditch,  and  then  by  a  second 
portcullis  in  the  inner  work,  besides  that  in  the 
barbican.  The  principal  and  state  apartments 
were  on  the  inner  side  of  that  court,  which  was 
pierced  for  the  portal  or  entrance.  These  apart- 
ments rose  to  the  height  of  three  stories. 
The   grand     banqueting   hall   was    situated 

on  the  opposite  side  of  the  court,  looking 
outwards  upon  a  wide  extent  of  sea,  from  a 
height  which  made  the  boldest  head  dizzy  to 
look  down  upon  the  vast  level  before  it.  On 
the  right  of  the  entrance  was  the  chapel,  in  which 
half  a  century  before,  Owen  Glyndwr  had  wor- 
shipped, when  in  arms  against  Henry  IV.,  and 
now  the  family  of  Einion  paid  their  daily  devo- 
tions there.  From  the  summit  of  the  watch- 
towers,  in  the  direction  of  the  land,  rock 
and  mountain,  cliff  and  wood,  vale  and 
stream,  varied  the  prospect ;  crags  aod  hills 
rose  one  beyond  another  in  noble  perspective. 
Nor    was    the     castle    itself    destitute    of  ro- 
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mantic    history.      On    the    contrary    it    bore 
charmed  traditions  like-^ 

The  story  of  Cambuscan  bold. 

Of  Camball  and  of  Algarcife, 

And  who  had  Canac^  to  wife 

That  own'd  the  virtuous  ring  and  glass. 

Traditions,  not-well  vouched  history,  told  that 
Bronwen,  the  fair  necked  sister  of  Bran  ap  Lyr, 

Duke  of  Cornwall,  inhabited  a  castle  where  the 

present  stood,  and  yet  stands,  called  "  Twr-y- 

Bronwen."     She  married   one    of  the  fabulous 

kings  with  which  Irish   history  delights  to  swell 

its  barbarous  annals.    Under  the  government  of 

ap  Jevan  at  this  time,  the  loftiest  tower   of   his 

proud  abode  bore  the  name  of  this  feir  Bronwen, 

who  once  kept  her  court  at  Harlech,  ages  before 

Edward  I.  erected  his  strong  castle  there.     In 

proof  of  the  fact,  what  means  Harlech  but  **  the 

fair  rock  ?" 

To  return ; — standing  upon  such  a  lofty  site  as 
the  Bronwen  tower,  no  enemy  could  approach 
unobserved.  It  was  a  brilliant  day,  just  such  a 
day  as  often  follows  a  tempestuous  night ;  when 


GLADYS  OF  HARLECH.  41 

eveiythiog  in  nature  looks  fresh  and  cheerful 
again.  The  tide  was  fast  receding  upon  the  sea- 
shore. Thousands  of  sea-gulls  had  collected, 
arranging  themselves  in  companies  along  the 
sandy  beach,  where  they  appeared  to  be  enjoy- 
ing the  mid-day  sun,  and  glutting  themselves 
with  a  banquet,  which  on  the  previous  night  had 
been  thrown  on  shore  by  the  angry  elements. 

Dafydd  and  his  companion,  with  all  the 
weight  of  care  upon  their  minds  at  that  moment, 
were  struck  with  the  loveliness  of  the  scene.  A 
beam  of  pleasure  flashed  across  their  features,  so 
pensive    just  before.     But  they  soon  returned 

to  their  former  more  thoughtiul  expression,  as 
they   watched   the   progress   of    the  advancing 

enemy. 

"  Our  foes  are  pouring  down  upon  the  sands," 
said  Kynfin,  who  had  joined  them,  '^  and  soft 
enough,  methinks,  they  will  find  them,  after  the 
storm  last  night." 

^  It  win  serve  them  for  a  plaister  for  their 
feet,**  replied  his  brother,  laughing.     "  You  may 
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rest  assured  that  after  their  rough  march,  every 
man  is  more  or  less  foot-sore/' 

"  Any  how,  I  should  not  like  to  stand  in  their 
boots/'  observed  another  of  the  party. 

"  O'r  anwyl !  nor  I  neither,  you  may  be  certain 
they  will  have  the  worst  of  it,"  repeated  several 
voices. 

Many  similar  remarks  helped  to  beguile  the 
hours,  till  night  once  more  dropped  her  curtain, 
and  Dafydd  and  his  companions  became  aware 
that  their  inexorable  foe  had  encamped  with 
his  troops  below  the  proud  fortress.  Within  a 
few  weeks,  it  was  even  possible  within  a  few 
days,  their  towers  would  be  mutOated,  their 
property  destroyed,  and  death  and  desolation 
spread  around  their  hearths.  Dafydd  did  not 
allow  himself  to  dwell  upon  this  melancholy 
prospect.  On  the  contrary,  he  was  in  excellent 
spirits.  He  felt  confidence  in  his  men ;  in 
Owen  Tudor  as  an  able  adviser,  and  in  the 
walls  of  his  castle.  The  rest  he  left  to  Provi- 
dence. 
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The  whole  of  the  following  day  nothiog  of 
importanoe  occurred,  save  that  some  slight 
disturbance  was  observed  amongst  the  soldiers 
in  the  enemy's  camp.  The  Duke  was  frequently 
seen  mounted  on  a  white  charger,  addressing 
his  men.  Towards  dusk  several  individuals 
were  bold  enough  to  reconnoitre  quite  dose  to 
the  defences  of  the  castle,  which  it  was  the  object 
of  their  ambition  to  subdue.  It  was  now  raising 
its  grey  turrets  to  the  sky,  amid  awful  stillness, 
10  haughty  defiance  of  its  foes.  No  signal  of 
animosity — no  sounds  of  preparation  for  the 
coming  fight  were  seen  or  heard.  All  was  so  calm 
and  placid  tiiat  the  taD  towers  looked  like  funeral 
monuments  over  the  dead  of  departed  years, 
rather  than  a  part  of  a  fortress  on  the  eve  of 
being  besieged. 

As  hours   passed,  Dafydd  became  more  im- 
patient.   He  scarcely  ever  quitted  the  battlements, 
where  be  could  mark  unobserved  every  move- 
ment of  the  enemy.     The  moon  had  risen  and 
gone   down.      Again  the  greater  luminary  ap. 
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peared  from  behind  the  distant  hills^  tinging 
with  roseate  hue  the  mountain,  the  sea,  and  the 
plain,  wl^en  long  columns  of  smoke  arose  from 
the  camp  below,  and  Dafydd  thought  he  could 
perceive  a  movement  among  the  enemy's  troops* 

"  The  sun  sets  not  before  those  caitiffs  have 
felt  the  force  of  our  arrows  and  missiles  to  their 
cost,"  said  Dafydd,  soliloquizing,  with  throbbing 
pulse  and  flashing  eye,  as  the  vivid  picture  of  the 
scene  about  to  ensue  crossed  his  imagination. 

He  was  right  in  his  conjecture ;  for  scarcely 
had  an  hour  elapsed,  when  the  Duke  of  York,  at 
the  head  of  two  hundred  chosen  men,  was 
scaling  the  precipitous  crag  on  which  the  castle 
stood. 

With  what  eagerness  of  feeling  did  Ap  Jevan 
and  his  trusty  adherents  watch  the  movements 
and  await  the  time  for  action  in  death-like  stilU 
ness  !  Nearer  and  nearer  the  enemy  approached 
to  the  walls ;  but  not  an  arrow,  not  a  missile, 
impeded  his  advance. 

"  Do  the  men  of  Merioneth  intend  to  make 
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no  r^istance  ?"  said  the  Duke  of  York,  casting 
hurried  glances  at  the  high  towers  above  him, 
as  with  his  followers  he  stood  for  an  instant 
to  recover  breath  after  their  rapid  ascent  of  the 
steep. 

It  was  at  that  moment  the  Warden,  whose 
eye  had  followed  the  Duke's  movements,  gave 
the  word.  In  an  instant  a  deadly  flight  of 
arrows  poured  from  the  towers  and  loop-holes 
of  the  castle,  spreading  consternation  amongst 
the  besiegers,  many  of  them  struck,  fell  headlong 
over  the  cliffs.  The  Duke,  a  little  in  advance, 
seeing  the  imminent  danger  of  his  position, 
rushed  forward,  shouting  to  his  men  to  follow 
him  like  brave  Englishmen.  They  obeyed,  and 
rushing  precipitately  onward,  gained  the  precincts 
of  the  moat,  when  the  Yorkists'  trumpets,  and 
the  stentorian  war  cry,  vibrated  along  the  walls 
of  old  Harlech,  proclaiming  a  temporary  triumph, 
soon  to  be  followed  by  an  unexpected  reverse. 

Dafydd,  with  his  usual  prudent  ingenuity,  had 
contrived  several  pit-traps,  the  use  of  which  he 
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had  learned  in  France,  where  they  were  caDed 
trou  de  loups.  It  was  these  yawning  graves 
which  checked  the  zeal  of  the  besi^ers,  who  at 
the  sight  of  so  many  of  their  comrades  disap- 
pearing into  them  before  their  eyes,  became 
panic-stricken.  At  this  critical  moment  the 
Duke  was  pierced  by  an  arrow  in  the  breast, 
and  staggering  forward  fell  to  the  groimd.  Im- 
mediately afterwards  his  body-guard,  alarmed 
for  his  safety,  bore  him  away  insensible  from  the 
scene  of  action. 

The  siege  continued,  but  the  Duke  was  con- 
fined to  his  tent,  and  could  take  no  active  part 
in  the  operations.  The  chagrin  and  mortification 
which  he  hourly  experienced  at  his  ill  success 
retarded  his  recovery.  He  felt  the  error  he 
had  committed  in  thus  early  besieging  so  strong 
a  fortress.  He  weakened  his  forces,  losing 
instead  of  gaining  ground  in  the  great  work  he 
had  undertaken,  "should  he  resign  the  hope 
of  overcoming  the  brave  men  of  Merioneth, 
and  making  them  serve   under  his   banner?" 
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It  was  a  mortifying  reflection  for  an  ambitious 
spirit.  Yet  deprived  of  his  presence  before  the 
castle  walls,  success  was  uncertain.  Nevil  next  in 
command,  had  done  all  in  his  power  to  achieve 
success,  but  he  himself,  he  imagined,  would 
have  done  better.  One  trusty  officer  named 
Brook  was  taken  prisoner,  with  several  other  able 
soldiers.  "Could  he  afford  to  lose  them — to 
lose  others  equally  of  importance  to  his  future 
campaign?*'  With  these  reflections  the  Duke 
called  a  council  of  war. 

'*  To  continue  the  siege  will  be  no  easy  task/' 
observed  the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  one  of  the 
council  present,  as  the  Duke  repeated  the  fore- 
going query.  **  You  are  not  aware  of  the  difficul- 
ties with  which  we  have  to  cope.  The  Cam- 
brian chief  is  a  warlike  leader  of  great  experience. 
Even  if  we  could  bring  him  to  open  combat,  we 
should  not  be  sure  of  success,  much  less  behind 
defences  so  strong  as  those  of  Harlech." 

"  Not   so,    by   St.    George  !*'  answered    the 
Duke,  passionately.     **  Were  it  not  that  time  is 


48  GLADYS   OF   HAELECH. 

precious,  I  would  never  abandon  the  siege  until 
I  had  placed  his  bleeding  head  on  the  battlements 
of  his  impregnable  fortress.  There  was  a  time 
when  a  dungeon  for  his  home  would  have 
contented  me ;  now  blood,  blood  alone  will  ap- 
pease my  anger  with  this  contumacious  rebel." 

'^  Your  highness  must  wait  an  indefinite  period, 
I  fear,  for  that  gratification/'  replied  Nevil ;  "  you 

observe  truly  that  time  is  precious  ;  letters  have 

just  arrived  from  the  Duke  of  Devonshire ;  your 

highness  will  see  that  affairs  of  greater  importance 

are  demanding  your  presence  elsewhere.    Queen 

Margaret's  influence  is  hourly  increasing,  and 

her  partizans  are  mustering  from  all  quarters. 

Can  it   be  well  to  protract  the  siege  of  this 

remote  fortress,  while  our  enemies  all  over  the 

realm  ripen  their  designs  unmolested  ?" 
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CHAPTER    III. 

The  Siege — Margaret  of  Anjou — Bloreheath. 

Leaving  the  Duke  occupied  with  his  council 
and  serious  reflections  on  his  position  in  the 
caiBp  before  Harlech,  balancing  the  probability  of 
final  success  with  the  dangers  which  might 
occur  to  his  cause  in  other  parts  of  the  kingdom^ 
the  more  attractive  scenes  within  the  castle 
became  possessed  of  redoubled  interest.  Still 
arose  unscathed  those  proud  towers,  like  giants 
keeping  watch  ^  at  night  over  the  beleaguered 
country  beneath. 

Dafydd  had  no  sooner  assured  himself  that  the 

enemy  had  retired  to  their  quarters  for  the  night, 

and  that  each   fresh  sentinel  was  placed  at  his 

post,  than  he  hastened  to  communicate  in  person 

VOL.  I.  D 
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to  the  ladies  of  his  household  the  joyful  intel- 
ligence of  that  day's  success,  and  of  their  own 
safety.  The  attack  had  been  unusually  fierce. 
Twice  had  the  enemy  approached  so  near  as  to 
endeavour,  but  unsuccessfully,  to  fire  the  castle. 
They  had  been  repulsed  with  great  loss  in  both 
attempts.  Mistress  Tudor  had  passed  the  hours 
of  combat  in  the  deepest  anxiety  for  the  welfare 
of  her  lord  and  sons.  It  was  now  amidst  con- 
vulsive sobs  that  she  embraced  her  lord,  offering 
a  prayer  of  thanks  to  heaven  for  his  preservation, 
and  that  of  his  offspring,  who  were  also  spared 
to  her. 

The  garrison  of  the  keep  had  gathered  around 
their  chief  lord  in  their  congratulations.  Every 
eye  watched  him  with  a  respectful  and  grateful 
glance  as  he  moved  from  one  |dace  to  another. 
Now  he  spoke  cheering  words  to  the  wounded, 
giving  prompt  orders  that  every  attention  should 
be  paid  to  them.  Few  lives  had  been  sacri- 
ficed. The  only  member  of  the  family  dn 
whom  injury  had   been  inflicted  was  Kyiifm. 
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He  came  into  the  presence  of  his  mother,  whom 

he  alarmed,  with  a  cut  across  his  forehead,  which 

he  assured  her  was  merely  a  scratch,  adding  with 

a  hearty  laugh,  his  fears  that  there  would  be  no 

scar  left  to  become  a  memorial  of  that  day's 

achievement. 

"  Let  me  tell  you,  my  dear  mother,"  said  Kyn- 

fin  with  his  wonted  merriment,  ''  the  scoundrel 

who  gave  me  this  memorandum  in  my  forehead 
— mind  it  is  no  Cain  brand — that  scoundrel  ib  one 

of  the  Duke's  favourites;  be  is  now  my  prisoner." 
The  moment  mutual  congratulations  had  been 
exchanged,  and  the  wounded  had  received  pro- 
fessional aid,  the  warden  assembled  his  family 
in  the  chapel  to  offer  up  a  prayer  of  thankfulness 
and  gratitude  to  Him  who  had  so  signally 
favoured  them  during  that  eventful  day.  This 
duty  completed,  they  repaired  to  the  hall,  where  a 
sobstantial  supper  smoked  upon  the  lung  massy 
tables ;  and,  according  to  the  custom  of  the  olden 
time,  the  members  of  the  family  and  officers 
took  their  respective  places  at  the  tables  on  the 
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dais,  the  space  below  being  crowded  with  the 
extra  numerous  garrison  and  the  domestics  of 
the  establishment. 

At  the  head  of  the  hall  sat  Ap  Jevan ;   sur- 
rounded by  his  affectionate  family  and  friends. 
The  warlike  and  determined  expression  which  had 
marked  the  countenance  of  this  brave   soldier 
in  the  morning  in  action,  had  entirely  vanished, 
and  cheered  by  his  success,  was  beaming  with 
kindness  and  dignity.     It  was  a  scene  not  easily 
effaced  from  the  memory  of  those,  who,  sharing 
in  the  hospitality  of  that  day,  proclaimed  him 
their  chief,  their  deliverer,  and  their  friend.     He 
himself  addressed  all  present  in  the  most  spirited 
manner,  but  more  particularly  his  noble  kinsman 
Owen  Tudor.  At  times  he  made  racy  and  piquant 
remarks  upon  the  Duke  of  York's  discipline,  and 
military  character.     Then  he  spoke   kind  words 
of  approbation  to  bis  sons    in  relation  to   the 
gallant  conduct  of  some  of  the  garrison  during 
the  contest,  which  had  come  under  his  own  ob- 
servation.    To   his  amiable  consort  who  sat  at 
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his  right  hand,  he  spoke  in  soothing  accents,  and 
with  great  tenderness,  words  calculated  to  allay 
any  fiears  she  might  entertain  of  the  termination 
of  the  siege  to  their  disadvantage. 

During  the  evening  Dafydd  questioned  his 
sons  respecting  the  number  and  rank  of  the 
prisoners  taken  during  the  different  sallies  th6y 
had  made  in  the  morning.  It  appeared  that 
there  were  ten  knights  and  esquires,  and  more 
than  triple  that  number  of  the  common  soldiers. 
The  wolf  traps  had  proved  of  greater  importance 
than  they  had  imagined. 

Midnight  appeared,  and  most  of  the  family 
retired  to  rest.  Dafydd  and  Owen  remained 
discussing  the  affairs  of  the  day,  and  forming 
^ans  for  the  future,  should  the  siege  continue. 

*'  Another  such  a  day  will  damp  the  zeal  of 
our  opponents,"  said  Owen,  rising  to  place 
another  faggot  upon  the  hearth.  *'  I  should  not 
marvel  if  the  Duke  embrace  some  opportunity 
of  seeking  a  reconciliation." 

**  Time  only  will  reveal  that,"  said  Dafydd  $ 
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**  meanwhile  I  shall  keep  ony  forb'ess  in  readi*- 
069$  jto  resist  any  sudden  attack.  OuriiDtit* 
gonist  shaQ  see  that  it  is  no  fchild's  work  to  oap- 
ture  the  key  of  the  north." 

"  Are  you  aware/'  observed  Owen  turning  the 
XK>nvfii:sation,  ^  that  among  the  prisoners  of  wiH>n» 
we  were  speakiiig  a  short  time  since,  there  is  one 
with  whoQQ  you  are  not  altogether  ^nacquainftedj 
jDUfi  too  whoi9  I  have  some  reason  to  i^ 
member  ?" 

"  Indeed  T'  iM^swered  Dttfydd  ]  "  to  whom  ace 
you  alluding  ?" 

''  To  (^at  jbr^gart  the  Snglisb  baron  Brook, 
^pr  y-^ars  (1^  m^^  has  been  my  secret  foe.'' 

**  Have  ypu  seen  him  ?"  inquired  Ap  Jevan. 

'*  I  have  not  :  he  is  in  the  dungeon  prison. 
What  s^y  you  to  paying  tbe  caitiff  a  viisit  ?  I 
would  fain  meet  hios  face  to  i»ice.  He  shall 
then  know  my  opinion  of  him,  base-borp  upstart 
as  be  is." 

"  He  is  but  a  tool  in  the  hands  of  York/' 
rwiarked  Oafydd,  "  unworthy  of  our  notioe ;  we 
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ransi  recollect  too  that  lie  is  our  prisoner.    To 
uphnid  a   poor  deril  in  irons,  would  be  un* 


^  Periiaps  you  are  rigbt,^  replied  Owen  witii 

m 

i  tfaoagfatfui  eqiression;  ''  still,  Daiydd,  I  feel  I 
should  be  happier  if  I  knew  I  had  planted  a 
thorn  in  that  man's  heart.  He  and  York  are 
the  enly  two  on  earth  whom  I  regard  with  mortal 

hatred ;  revenge  on  them    would  be  sweet  to 

»» 

**Odi  anwyl!  Owen«  you  are  mistaken, 
gratified  revenge  imparto  no  real  comfort  to  the 
breast.  The  evfl  on  both  sides  falls  back  upon 
us.  It  is  best  we  leave  the  repayment  of  injuries 
to  a  higher  power.'' 

**  I  would  I  possessed  a  disposition  half  as 
raagnanimofus  as  thine,"  replied  Owen,  with 
unusual  earnestness.  Shortly  afterwards  the 
friends  separated  for  the  night. 

Dafydd  8  excitement  would  not  allow  him  to 
take  repose.  The  night  was  passed  upon  the 
bsttlements.     His  watchfulness  was  fortunate. 
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Scarcely  had  the  day-break  faintly  appeared 
when  the  well-known  cry  arose  of  *'  The  Saxons 
under  the  walls/'  Unexpected  as  those  sounds 
arose  the  warden  was  ready  from  without. 
Shout  answered  shout,  both  on  the  part  oi  the 
assailants  and  the  garrison,  and  blow  answered 
to  blow,  too,  as  the  Duke's  men,  with  great 
daring,  attempted  to  force  the  gate,  and  scale 
the  outer  works.  Again  they  were  repelled. 
The  dim  morning  preventing  the  pit-falls  from 
being  perceived,  many  more  of  the  Yorkists 
were  precipitated  into  them.  Richard  Nevil, 
the  Earl  of  Salisbury,  was  slighdy  wounded,  and 
again  the  enemy  withdrew  from  before  the  castle, 
under  the  exulting  shouts  of  its  gallant  defenders 
from  the  batdements. 

The  Duke  of  York,  still  unable  to  lead  his 
troops  in  person,  waxed  angry  at  being  a 
second  time  baffled;  and  in  the  heat  of  the 
moment  reproached  his  officers  with  want  of 
perseverance,  and  even  of  courage. 

The  Earl  of  Salisbury  and  others  were  dis* 
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pleased  at  such  laDguage  from  their  prince.  Had 
the  ktter  not  made  an  apology  to  them  for  bis 
beat,  the  difference  might  have  ended  disastrously 
for  the  Yorkist's  cause.  Tranquillity  was  at 
length  restored.  Shortly  after  this  incident 
the  Duke,  in  dose  conference  with  a  council  of 
war,  came  to  the  determination  to  reUnquish 
the  siege,  provided  Dafydd  would  restore  his 
prisoners. 

**  We  must  relinquish  the  siege  in  any  case," 
Nevfl  insisted.  *' Remember  Queen  Margaret 
is  rainng  England.  As  to  this  Welsh  chieftain, 
we  may  try  a  treaty  with  him,  although  I  have 
doubts  of  our  success." 

'* Confound  him;  confound  all  the  Welsh 
race,"  exclaimed  the  Duke  of  York,  giving  vent 
to  half-suppressed  anger.  '^He  must  be  in- 
duced to  consent  to  my  stipulations,  whatever 
it  cost  us.  1  have  said  it,  Richard  Nevil; 
you  have  now  only  to  see  that  my  will  is 
fulfilled." 

Salisbury  quitted  the  Duke's  presence  without 
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lotting  t  moment,  and  lost  no  time  in  making 
known  to  Dafydd  the  Duke's  indinadons. 

After  much  controversy,  Dafydd  oonsented  to 
deliver  up  the  prisoners,  with  the  ezoeption  of 
four  of  the  knights,  whom  he  pmpcsed  to  keep 
as  hostages.     The  treaty  was  thus  ratified. 

Ofk  the  following  day,  to  the  delight  of  the 
iohabitaots  of  Harlech,  they  beheld  the  army  of 
the  white  rose  break  up  camp,  ard  saw  its  de* 
ptMTture  from  their  vicinity.  Then  there  arose  in 
all  bosoms  a  feeling  of  pride;  every  heart 
experienoc'd  a  joy  for  a  long  time  before  un&lt. 
The  Saxons  had  quailed  b^ore  their  arrows 
and  missiles.  The  rebel  York  had  beep  baffli^d 
in  his  attempts,  while  the  banner  of  the  red  rose 
floated  still  over  Harlech's  proud  battlements, 
and  their  chief  was  safe. 

In  less  than  a  month  after  this  event,  worthy 
of  the  exultation  evinced  on  the  occasion,  the 
departure  of  Owen  Tudor,  and  the  two  sons  of 
their  much*  loved  chief,  caused  a  fresh  sensation 
in  Harlech.     Owen  Tudor  had  been  summoned 
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by  Margaret  of  Anjou,  through  his  son,  Jasper 
Tador.  Jasper  was  a  great  favourite  wkh  the 
king;  so  much  so  that  he  always  kept  him 
Dear  his  person.  Owen  was  to  raise  what 
troops  he  was  able,  and  to  join  the  Qaeen  at 
Coventry. 

Tudor  and  Kynfin,  hearing  of  the  Queen's 
commands,  entreated  their  father  to  allow  them 
to  accompany  their  noble  relation.  Dafydd, 
after  some  con^deration,  ultimatdy  consented  to 
their  wishes.  He  himself  felt  some  desire  t« 
join  in  the  cause,  but  he  had  important  duties 
to  perform  nearer  home.  There  was  no  fore- 
seeing when  the  Yorkists  might  pay  them 
another  visit.  Thdr  party  was  daily  becoming 
more  powerful,  and  the  struggle  for  Lancaster 
promised  to  be  fiercer  than  ever. 

On  the  arrival  of  Owen  Tudor  at  court,  the 
Queen  received  him  most  graciously,  expressing 
at  the  same  time  her  regrets  at  the  misunder- 
standing which  had  subsisted  between  them. 
The  sole  author  of  that  misunderstanding  was 
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the  selfish  and  ambitious  Duke  of  York.  She 
now  declared  she  would  make  atonement 
for  the  pasty  and,  if  successful,  the  house 
of  Tudor  should  be  crowned  with  such 
honours  as  its  services  and  noble  lineage 
deserved. 

The  condescending  and  pleasing  manners  of 

Margaret  had  rendered  her  an  object  of  the 
greatest  interest  in  the  midland  counties,  more 
particularly  at  Coventry.  But,  notwithstanding 
all  this  loyalty  of  feeling,  she  was  painfully 
aware  of  the  terrible  contest  in  which  she  was 
about  to  be  engaged.  With  warm  solicitude 
for  her  consort,  whose  health  would  neither  ad* 
mit  of  bodily  nor  mental  exertion,  Margaret 
took  the  whole  of  the  state  affairs  upon  herself, 
acting  as  the  king's  delegate.  Thus  ha\ing 
duly  considered  the  best  policy  to  be  adopted, 
the  council  decided  upon  trifling  no  longer  with 
the  Duke  of  York's  presumptuous  claims. 
They  determined  to  meet  the  rebel,  and  by  a 
decisive  blow,  crush  those  fearful  disturbances, 
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whidi   were  preying   upon   the  vitak  of  the 
ooantry. 

PreTious  to  this  bold  step,  Margaret  com- 
manded the  young  Prince  Edward  to  present 
the  leaders  in  her  army  with  a  silver  swan. 
This  was  a  representation  of  bis  own  badge  and 
that  of  his  great  ancestor,  Edward  the  Third. 
While  the  hope  of  Lancaster  distributed  these 
insignia  with  his  infant  hand,  he  expressed  a 
^ish,  with  aU  a  child's  eagerness,  '*  that  they 
would  wear  them  for  his  sake,  and  fight  bravely 
for  the  good  cause  of  Lancaster." 

The  engaging  innocence  of  the  young  Prince 
gained  their  hearts;  while  the  cries  of  ''God 
bless  his  soul!"  "God  bless  the  noble  boy!" 
''Long  live  our  Prince  Edward!"  "Long  live 
the  house  of  Lancaster !"  rung  on  all  sides. 

Tudor  and  Kynfin  were  not  forgotten  upon 
this  occasion.  The  heir  of  Lancaster  exhibited 
a  great  partiality  towards  them  both,  after  their 
instalment  in  the  Queen's  household.  The 
diild's  first  impulse,  upon  the  silver  swans  being 
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given  into  his  possession,  was  to  ntn  and  present 
one  to  each  of  his  Welsh  friends ;  and  fuither, 
to  the  no  small  surprise  of  those  present,  he 
laid  another  upon  his  little  palm,  and  holding 
it  out,  said— 

^*  Here^  Tudor  ap  Dafydd,  you  must  send  this 
to  your  brave  father,  who  kept  the  Yorkists 
from  his  castle.  Tell  him  Prince  Edward  asks 
in  exchange  tlie  bow  which  sent  the  arrow  into 
the  rebel  York." 

The  Queen  now  learned  for  the  first  time 
that  Salisbury,  at  the  head  of  a  potent  army, 
was  approaching.  Her  anxiety  for  the  King's 
security  increased,  as  he  was  too  ill  to  leave  his 
chamber.  No  alternative  remained  but  to  urge 
Audley  to  lose  no  time  in  meeting  the  white^rose 
party,  lest  her  liege  lord  should  be  in  danger. 
With  these  feelings  she  lefk  the  King,  accom- 
panied by  the  Prince,  and  hastened  in  person 
to  communicate  her  wishes  to  her  general,  al- 
ready strengthened  by  a  reinforcement  of  ten 
thousand  men.     A  long  conference  took  place. 
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The    fiiUowing  wen    tlie  Queea's  valedictoiy 

w«rd»:— ^ 

**  Good  speed  l*-i^e  Virgm  help  diee,  Audley  { 
•-"^fomember   Salisbury !    Salisbury !    dead    or 

ilive !" 

Margarel  had  ne?er  been  present  at  a  battle. 
She  detomiiied  upon  witnessing  that  whieh  was 
about  to  take  {daoe  on  Bloreheath.  Did  (he 
repent  her  intention  t — Who  can  t^  ?  It  was 
a  tearful  sight  for  her,  yet  she  looked  on  a  long 
time,  until,  eageriy  clasping  her  child  in  her 
arms,  she  shrieked  with  a  bursting  heart — 

**  They  fly  1  they  fly !  our  valiant  army  flies 
befere  the  banner  of  the  white  rose !  Audley  ! 
Somerset!  this  is  a  reverse  I  did  not  indeed 
count  upon  !** 

^  Your  Highness  is  in  danger  !'*  said  a  kind 
and  sympathizing  voice,  close  at  hand ;  and 
Tudor  ap  Dafydd,  with  his  two  companions, 
stood  before  her,  ready  to  assist  her  flight. 
Every  moment  was  of  importance.  Her  con* 
ductors  hurried  forward  with  breathless  anxiety. 
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The  little  Prince  clung  to  his  Welsh  friend.  In 
a  half  whisper  the  child  inquired  if  Kynfin  was 
safe,  and  why  he  was  not  with  him  ?  The  ques- 
tions were  answered  in  a  few  monosyllables,  and 
clasping  the  child  closer  to  his  breast,  Tudor 
strode  on  rapidly.  At  a  turn  in  the  road  Kynfin, 
with  horses  and  a  small  escort,  suddenly  ap- 
peared ;  and  before  the  curfew  had  toDed  that 
evening,  the  fugitives  were  beyond  the  reach  of 
their  pursuers. 

Notwithstanding  Margaret's  poignant  grief  at 
the  sight  of  the  slaughter  and  defeat  of  her 
trusty  adherents,  the  bright  sun  of  the  morning 
iniused  fresh  energy  into  her  soul.  All  the 
warlike  spirit  of  her  noble  race  kindled  in  her 
veins.  She  resolved  in  future  to  take  the  field 
herself,  and  by  her  personal  encouragement  lead 
on  an  army  to  contend  for  the  right  of  her  bus* 
band  and  child,  determined  not  to  rest  till  every 
possible  struggle  had  been  made  to  crown  her 
endeavours  with  success. 

"The    battle  of   Bloreheath   can    never    be 
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effaced  from  my  memory/'  said  the  Queen  some 
time  after  that  unfortanate  defeat.   **  Our  hearts 
are  touched  at  the  melancholy  sacrifice  of  our 
subjects ;  but  neyer  will  we  be  discouraged  at 
York's  temporary  triumph.     Rather  shall  it  be 
an  mcentive  to  spur  us  on  to  conquer  the  rebel- 
lion or  perish  at  the  sword's  point    The  scourge 
of  our  knd  must  be  overcome  before  tranquillity 
can  be  restored — he  must  die.     In  this  emer- 
gem^y  my  faithful  and  zealous  adherents,  I  look 
still  to  you  for  support.     Let  us  continue  to 
fight  manfully  for  our  anointed  sovereign  and 
hwful  prince." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  Muid  €f  HoMur — the  Ri^yal  Flight. 

Soon  after  the  battle  of  Bloreheath  the  Queen, 
with  her  royal  Consort,  repaired  to  Ludlow,  to 
meet  the  insurgents  upon  the  borders  of  Wales. 
The  King  was  in  better  health  than  he  had  been 
for  some  time  before.  Margaret  persuaded  him 
to  issue  a  proclamation  to  the  purport  that  all 
nobles,  esquires,  and  subordinates,  who  would 
return  to  their  lawful  sovereign  should  receive  a 
free  pardon.  This  proved  a  fortunate  measure. 
No  sooner  had  the  proclamation  been  published 
than  hundreds  deserted  from  the  rebel  party. 
Seemingly  too  glad  of  an  opportunity  of  quitting 
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their  unpriiicipled  leader,  they  exchanged  the 
pde  for  the  dark  rose. 

At  Mb  unforeseen  change  of  ^Sms  4ie 
Duke  i^  York  beeame  alargoed,  apd  Jeaviqg 
the  Duchess  and  his  family  at  the  castle  of 
Lodlow,  fled  with  a  few  fiiithfol  foUo^Kiers  to 
Ireland.  His  bold  alUes,  ^kJi^bury  and  War- 
wick, sou^t  reliige  in  France.  Under  these 
auspicious  events  England  for  a  short  tine  ^- 
joyed  tranquillity. 

Notwithatanding  the  escitemant  throughoiit 
the  late  campaign,  the  sons  ^f  the  Welsh  chief- 
tun,  who  had  been  introduced  at  Court  under 
(be  4i8ting]aisbed  patronage  of  their  noble  kinft- 
iron,  Owen  Tudor,  had  f^ot  been  unrewarded 
by  the  royvl  p^ir.  After  their  courageous  and 
beraip  behavipur  at  the  batdf  of  Blarf*beatb,  and 
whaaqu^dy,  in  lidiog  the  Queen's  d^ht  from 
that  terrible  iscen?,  the  lm)thers  had  been  pra- 
iQQ^  to  distinguished  offices  in  the  royal  house- 
hold. 

The  Court  at  this  time  was  held  at  Windsor. 
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It  was  during,  the  wint^  festivities  there  that 
Aliano,  one  of  the    maids   of  honour  to  the 
Queen,  became  an  object  of  deep  interest  to 
Tudor,  who  found,  during  his  sojourn  there, 
frequent  opportunities  of  enjoying  her  society. 
The  time  passed  in  uninterrupted  happiness. 
At  length  vows  were  proffered  and  the  troth 
given.     Tudor  felt,  what  he  had  never  before 
experienced,  that  he  had  reached  the  height  of 
happiness.     Aliano  was  all  the  world  to  him. 
Her  presence  dispersed  every  shadow  that  dark- 
ened across  his  path.     He  imagined  that  he  had 
become  another  being.     Too  soon  the  spell  was 
broken,  for  Aliano  became  suddenly  changed :  her 
cheeks  grew  pale,  her  steps  slow  and  sad.     She 
was  missing;  and  where  she  had  disappeared 
was  unknown  to  the  Queen  and  her  compa^ 
nions.     It  was  said  she  had  fled  the  Court  to 
incarcerate  her  fair  form  within  the  walls  of  a 
distant  convent.     She  left  behind  no  trace  ot 
her  road — no  due  by  which   to  discover  her 
retreat. 
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The  sudden  and  mysterious  disappearance  of 
the  **  Lily,"  as  she  was  frequendy  called,  occa- 
sioned excitement  amongst  the  gay  assemblages 
at  Court.  She  was  much  regretted,  and  her 
graDd£sither,  her  only  surviving  relative,  was  in* 
ooDsolable. 

It  was  whispered  that  the  handsome  Cam- 
brian  youth  Tudor  ap  Dafydd  had  trifled  with 
her  affections,  and  that  in  a  state  of  despair  she 
had  taken  some  precipitous  step.  Tudor,  who 
was  not  less  changed  in  his  appearance  than 
Aliano,  shortly  after  requested  leave  of  absence, 
aod  it  was  granted. 

He  immediately  started  for  his  native  hills. 
With  a  light  step  he  bounded  over  crag  and 
morass,  through  wood  and  glen,  and  thought 
that  the  land  of  his  forefathers  never  ap» 
peared  so  lovely.  Nature,  in  her  wild,  uncul- 
tivated state,  seemed  to  be  dressed  in  smiles 
to  welcome  the  wanderer,  cheering  him  at 
every  step,  till  he  reached  his  unde  Grono's 
hospitable  dwellbg.     He  there  felt  once  more 
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happy,  compared  to  the  later  period  of  his  mU 
deuce  at  Windsor. 

During  these  mysterioos  incidents  which  had 
caused  so  mach  gossiping  at  court,  Kynfin  was 
in  France,  having  been  sent  thither  by  the 
Queen  with  a  special  message  to  the  Duke  of 
Somerset,  who  was  then  absent  from  the  reahn. 
Thus  it  happened  that  the  brothers  had  been 
separated. 

Queen  Margaret,  with  her  natural  discern- 
ment, had  discriminated  the  characters  of  the 
youthful  Tudors.  Independently  of  being  con- 
nected by  a  collateral  branch  with  tbe  house 
of  Tudor  herself,  she  felt  from  their  personal 
merits,  a  real  interest  in  their  welfare.  At  tbe 
same  time  she  considered  herself  fortunate  in 
having  two  individuals  so  useful  among  her 
retinue.  Tudor,  with  his  strikingly  handsome 
lineaments,  noble  bearing,  and  generous  disposi- 
tion, was  an  ornament  to  her  court.  He  had 
proved  himself  a  good  soldier  and  a  faithful 
subject.     Kynfin,  less  favoured  in  personal  ap- 
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pearanoe,  ^e  found  an  apt  and  stiiteble  en\*oy, 
erer  ready  to  fly  upon  her  missions  abroad  or" 
it  borne,  and  executing  them  with  a  promptitude 
and  judgment  which  would  have  done  honour 
to  the  most  accompli^ed  diplomatist.  Mai^aret^ 
remarked  that  for  a  long  time  she  had  not  met 
with  one  so  attentive,  so  energetic,  and  yet  so 
steady  in  prindple  as  the  beardless  boy,  the  son 
of  the  valorous  Welsh  chieftain. 

A  few  months  after  these  incidents  Tudor  and 
KyDfin  once  more  met  together  in*  the  rojal 
household.  Much  had  occurred,  to  interrupt 
traoquSlity  at  court.  A  fatality  appeared  to 
darken  over  England.  It  was  once  more 
threatened  with  civil  war.  The  Duke  of  York 
was  in  arms  agaiui  and  on  his  march  to  the 
capital. 

This  startling  intelKgence  raised  fearful  fore- 
bodings. Margaret  with  surprising  readiness 
convoked  her  adherents,  and  set  out  at  the  bead 
of  a  powerful  army  to  give  battle  td  her  im- 
placable foe.      They  met   near  Northampton. 
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There  the  dauntless  Queen  drew  up  her  forces 
in  battle  array.  A  terrible  encounter  took  place. 
During  the  greater  part  of  the  action,  the 
red- rose  party  had  a  decided  advantage;  and 
would  have  gained  the  victory,  had  not  that 
contemptible  traitor  to  his  friends  Grey  de 
Ruthyn  gone  over  to  the  white  roses  and 
betrayed  the  cause  of  Lancaster,  by  introducing 
the  enemy  into  the  very  tent  of  his  royal  master, 
when  the  King  was  immediately  taken  prisoner. 

By  this  ignoble  and  base  act,  a  panic  spread 
through  the  Queen's  army.  Margaret  with  all 
her  endeavours  to  rally  her  men  had  no  control 
in  the  confusion.  The  red  roses  were  again 
obliged  to  fly  before  the  banners  of  the  white. 

The  first  thought  of  the  Queen  was  to  gain 
possession  of  her  offspring:  and  so  agonized 
were  her  feelings  that  she  would  have  plunged 
into  the  enemy's  camp,  sooner  than  have  fled 
without  her  child.  The  sons  of  the  Welsh 
chieftain  were  with  the  royal  mistress  in  the 
trying    hour.      Kynfin    participating    in,    and 
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sympathizing  with  her  distress,  knowing  the 
locality  of  the  young  Prince,  hurriedly  disap- 
peared, and  quickly  returned,  rejoining  the 
illustrious  lady  with  the  infant  Prince  Edward 
in  his  arms. 

As  they  fled  before  the  exulting  enemy,  the 
shouts  of  victory,  still  sounding  in  their  ears, 
made  the  unhappy  Queen  too  painfully  aware 
of  the  danger  of  her  position.  She  hastened 
her  flight  with  redoubled  energy  till  the  Bishopric 
of  Durham  was  gained,  where  she  remained 
but  a  few  days.  At  the  expiration  of  that  time, 
through  the  entreaty  of  the  Tudors,  seconded 
by  the  Duke  of  Somerset,  Margaret  consented 
to  seek  a  safe  retreat  within  the  mountain  bar- 
riers of  North  Wales. 

The  Yorkists  were  hourly  gaining  ground. 
Too  well  the  Queen  knew  that  it  was  unsafe 
to  tarry  longer  in  the  North,  even  for  an  hour. 

Under  these  distressing  circumstances,  the 
hapless  fugitive  set  out  on  her  weary  route. 
She  was  previously  assurei  by  her  kind  and 
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faithful  followers  that  they  would  adopt  every 
expedient  in  their  power  to  ameliorate  the  fatigue 
of  the  journey,  and  secure  her  safety  on  the  way. 

Her  escort  was  so  limited  that  Margaret 
dreaded  an  encounter  with  any  of  the  detached 
parties  of  the  Yorkists.  At  every  step  her 
anxiety  increased,  from  the  perils  by  which  it 
was  too  evident  she  was  surrounded. 

''If  we  could  once  rci^ch  our  mountains/' 
said  Kynfin,  addressing  the  Duke  of  Somerset, 
who  had  just  been  communicating  the  Queen's 
fears,  "  I  have  no  hesitation  in  answering  for 
our  safety.  Among  our  wilds  there  beats  mapy 
a  stout  heart  for  Lancaster,  within  whose 
dwellings  we  can  not  only  obtain  shelter  during 
the  night,  but  ensure  protection  and  hospitality 
to  cheer  us  on  our  way." 

On  the  following  day  the  marshes  were 
reached.  At  the  sight  of  the  blue  mountains 
every  heart  rejoiced.  Margaret  stood  and  gazed 
intently,  upon  the  lovely  prospect  which  thus 
suddenly  appeared  before  her. 
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*'  Oh,  land  of  oature's  beauty ! "  exdaimed 
the  de%hted  Margaret,  placbg  her  hand  to 
her  brow  as  if  to  compass  the  whole  of  the 
bvdy  laadscape;  ''an  unhappy  fugitive  is 
oome  to  seek  shelter  under  the  shadow  of  those 
towering  heights.  But,  woe  is  me !  there 
remains  still  too  many  a  weary  mile  to  tra- 
verse before  that  comforting  period  will  have 
arriTed." 

Towards  the  dose  of  evening,  as  the  little 
band  slowly  proceeded,  their  horses  jaded,  and 
themselves  overcome  by  fatigue,  they  were 
afaumed  by  the  tramp  of  horses ;  and  the  next 
moment  surrounded  by  a  band  of  ruffians,  who, 
regardless  of  the  Queen's  presence,  and  her 
melancholy  situation,  rushed  forward,  rapier  in 
hand,  declaring  they  would  spare  no  one,  not 
even  the  child,  if  resistance  were  made.  One 
<tf  them  approached  the  Queen,  seized  upon  the 
bridle  of  her  palfrey,  and  demanded  her 
jewels. 

^  Audacious  wretches !"  cried  Tudor,  who  was 
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near  the  Queea^s  person,  indignant  at  the  insult 
offered  to  his  royal  mistress,  as  he  fell  upon  the 
robber  with  great  precipitation.  A  furious  struggle 
ensued,  when  Kynfin,  seeing  the  danger  of  the 
royal  lady,  caught  the  reins  of  her  horse,  and 
dashed  off  into  the  thickest  part  of  an  adjoining 
wood. 

''  We  are  safe  here,  I  think,"  said  Margaret, 
with  a  look  of  bewilderment.  *'  Kynfin  ap 
Dafydd,  lose  no  time  for  the  Virgin's  sake  !  Go 
back  to  the  assistance  of  your  brother  and  the 
rest  of  my  faithful  attendants.  My  anxiety 
on  their  account  is  great.  Heaven  protect 
them !" 

It  was  well  Kynfin  returned  to  his  friends, 
since  the  contest  had  become  desperate.  The 
boldness  and  self-possession  of  the  twin  brothers 
proved  the  safety  of  the  fugitive  party.  Their 
encouraging  voices,  their  active  and  dauntless 
conduct,  were  an  incitement  as  well  as  an 
example  to  their  companions,  who  fought  gal- 
lantly by  their  side,  till  at  length  the  marauders 
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retreated.  A  party  of  them,  however,  seizing 
some  of  the  Queen's  luggage,  bad  fled,  followed 
by  the  rest  of  the  band,  leavhig  their  wounded 
coimades  to  the  mercy  of  their  opponents. 

By  this  catastrophe  two  or  three  were  killed 
and  several  wounded.  Delay  was  dangerous — 
the  wounded  were  left  behind  with  some  of  the 
party  to  administer  to  their  wants. 

The  hour  grew  late.  They  pursued  their 
way  over  many  a  weary  mile  before  they  halted. 
This  took  place  only  to  relieve  the  animals  of 
the  escort  that  could  proceed  no  further  from  &-> 
tigue.  It  was  a  warm  moonlight  night  in  July, 
and  the  Queen  was  herself  thankful  to  rest  imtil 
the  morning.  A  shelter  of  rock,  and  beds  of 
heath,  rich  in  beauty  and  perfume,  offered  on 
their  purple  blossoms  the  only  rest  for  the 
exhausted  travellers. 

The  little  Prince  was  already  asleep.  Kynfin, 
who  had  the  special  charge  of  the  royal  child, 
laid  him  down  with  all  the  gentleness  of  a  practised 
nurse,  on  mantles  spread  for  the  accommodation 
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of  both  Margaret  and  the  precious  infant.  He 
then  retired  to  a  respectfiil  distance  from  the 
royal  sleepers,  and  kept  guard  with  several  of 
the  party,  who  alternately  watched  and  slept. 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  before  Mar- 
garet awoke  from  her  slumber ;  the  first  she  had 
enjoyed  since  they  commenced  their  journey. 
The  morning  was  beautiful,  a  gentle  wind  Mow- 
ing from  the  tops  of  the  mountains — the  earth 
teeming  with  freshness,  and  wild  flowers 
exhaling  their  delicious  sweetness  ;  the  bleating 
of  the  sheep  was  heard  afar,  and  the  gurgling  of 
the  numerous  mountain-streamlets  fell  in  gentle 
cadence  upon  the  ear.  There  was  a  tranquil 
charm  around,  to  which  even  Margaret  was  not 
insensible  in  her  painful  situation  ;  for,  as  she 
advanced  towards  her  attendants,  there  was  a 
mingled  expression  of  pleasure  and  sadness 
visible  in  ^er  countenance. 

After  a  hasty  repast  from  their  vagrant  pro- 
visions, they  set  out  again  upon  their  pilgrimage. 
As  at  each  step  they  drew  nearer  to  scenery  more 
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irM,  and  beautiful,  expressions  of  admiration 
escaped  even  Margaret's  lips ;  and,  for  a  time, 
she  seemed  to  foiget  her  perilous  situation  in 
admiring  the  impressive  scenery  around.  It 
was  but  transitory.  As  the  beauty  of  the  morn- 
ing changed,  so  the  illustrious  lady  relapsed 
into  her  former  depression.  This  increased  as 
gaping  chasms,  barren  moors,  and  turbid  tor- 
rents, ever  and  anon  impeded  their  progress. 

Contemplating  the  deplorable  state  to  which 
Margaret  was  reduced,  it  is  marvellous  her 
depressicm  was  not  greater.  Her  escort,  since 
the  brutal  attack  of  the  marauders,  was  reduced 
to  eight  Her  wardrobe  had  been  wholly  carried 
off,  and  still  there  were  many  miles  between  the 
party  and  their  place  of  destination. 

In  the  midst  of  her  troubles,  Margaret  felt 
thankful  that  she  had  the  protection  of  the 
Tudors.  Her  whole  trust  was  centred  in  them. 
They  alone  of  the  party  knew  the  country,  and 
und^^tood  the  language.  She  was  contented 
in  continuing  to  Kynfin  the  entire  charge  of  the 
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hope  of  Lancaster,  and  he  was  unremitting  in 
his  attentions.  Tudor  quitted  not  the  side  of 
his  royal  mistress,  but  walked  the  greater  part 
of  the  way  to  lead  her  palfrey  over  the  rough 
and  UDcertain  ground,  which  marked  the  charac- 
ter of  the  wild  and  unbeaten  track  they  had 
entered  upon. 

Travelling  on  in  this  manner  for  some  time, 
the  party  suddenly  came  upon  table-land  over- 
looking a  picturesque  valley  beneath.  Night 
was  rapidly  approachiog.  A  thick  mist  was 
hovering  over  the  tops  of  the  mountains,  await- 
ing the  sun-set  to  drop  down  with  its  usual 
impetuosity  upon  the  lower  difFs.  Tudor  at 
this  moment  turned  to  address  the  royal  lady, 
with  a  look  of  care  and  sadness,  and  in  a 
few  sentences  nade  known  their  definite  po- 
sition,— 

"  Please,  your  highness,  my  uncle's  house  lies 
in  that  direction,"  said  he,  "  drawing  the  Queen's 
attention  to  a  certain  part  of  the  valley  ;  ''just  a 
mile  and  a  half  distant  in  a  straight  line.     This 
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path,  down  the  crags,  would  lead  us  directly 
thither.  Supposing  we  take  the  bridle  road,  it 
will  be  several  miles  round,  independent  of  our 
braig  obliged  to  pass  through  a  nest  of  Yorkists. 
If  we  would  gain  my  uncle's  before  midnight, 
and  avoid  this  dangerous  and  weary  march, 
there  remains  the  alternative ;  and  that,  please 
your  highness^  is  to  descend  these  crags  on 
foot/' 

It  was  now  that  Margaret,  with  a  look  of 
drapair,  exclaimed  in  touching  accents — 

"  The  Virgin  help  me  I  will  danger  never 
cease  ?  Shall  we  never  reach  the  strong  towers 
of  Harlech?" 

Tudor  assured  her  in  cheering  and  respectful 
tones,  that  there  was  no  real  cause  for  alarm,  if 
she  would  place  herself  under  his  protection. 
He  would  pledge  himself  to  conduct  her  in 
safety  to  the  vale  below. 

Margaret  uttered  a  few  words  of  thanks,  and 
dismounted  without  raising  another  objection. 
Immediately  after,  placing  her  hand  upon  the 
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arm  of  her  fearless  guide,  she  commenced  de- 
scending the  dangerous  path,  while  many  of  her 
party  stood  hesitating  upon  the  brink. 

Kynfm  took  the  lead,  and  with  the  hope  of 
Lancaster  upon  his  shoulders,  bounded  frona 
crag  to  crag  with  the  agility  of  a  chamois 
hunter,  to  the  alarm  and  astonishment  of  his 
Saxon  companions,  who  were  treading  the  ground 
with  so  much  circumspection.  Margaret,  too^ 
at  first  was  alarmed  for  the  safety  of  her  child, 
but  her  confidence  in  the  chieftain's  son  over- 
came her  fears,  and  she  stood  for  a  few  moments 
an  admiring  spectator. 

"  I  envy  you  mountaioeers,"  said  the  Queen, 
turning  to  address  her  companion;  ''your 
courage  and  activity  are  marvellous.  I  would  I 
were  as  fleet  of  foot.  In  such  adversity  as  mine, 
methinks,  Tudor,  I  need  it." 

She  sighed,  and  a  melancholy  smile  for  an 
instant  lit  up  her  countenance. 

After   some   sliglit   delay,  the   whole   party 
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reached  the  foot  of  the  precipitous  crags  in 
nfetjr. 

m 

The  horses  and  ponies  were  taking  a  more 
circuitous  path,  further  down,  followed  by  shep- 
herd boys ;  who  shortly  afterwards  drove  them 
up  to  the  spot  where  the  anxious  travellers 
awaited  them. 

Once  more  the  noble  lady  vaulted  into  her 
saddle,  and  ap  Dafydd,  grasping  the  reins  of  her 
horse,  began  urging  it  on  by  various  coaxing  tones 
in  the  vernacular  tongue. 

A  drizzling  rain  had  already  set  in,  and  night 
was  overtaking  them.  £ach  drew  his  cloak 
deter  around  him,  proceeding  silently,  as  the 
rsin  beat  in  his  face. 

There  was  something  dreary  to  all  in  that 
prospect,  conjoined  with  the  silence  of  human 
voices  coming  on  so  suddenly.  The  clattering  of 
the  horses'  hoofs  echoing  and  re«echoing  among 
the  rocks  and  eminences,  which  skirted  the  road 
on  either  side,  the  roaring  of  the  distant  tor- 
rents, the  far-off  cry  of  the  solitary  otter,  the 
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barking  of  the  sheep  dogs,  the  notes  of  the  wild 
birds  disturbed  from  their  nests,  to  which  must 
be  added  the  gloom  of  the  approaching  night, — 
all  combined  to  render  the  scene  sombre  as  well 
as  wild. 

"There,  there  it  is,  at  length,"  cried  ap 
Dafydd,  suddenly  breaking  the  silence,  as  the 
weary  party  rounded  a  large  mass  of  rock  ; 
"  there  is  a  roof  which  shelters  as  stout  a  heart 
for  Lancaster  as  any  in  the  British  dominion, 
and  let  me  assure  your  highness  that  he,  veteran 
as  he  is,  would  serve  your  Majesty's  house  to  the 
last  drop  of  his  heart's  blood." 

Having  said  this,  he  placed  a  bugle  horn  to 
his  lips,  and  gave  one  long  thrilling  bbst.  It 
was  returned  by  many  a  wild  echo  among  the 
hills.  Another  blast  was  given,  and  another, 
wlien  immediately  afterwards  figures  were  seen 
standing  on  an  overhanging  terrace,  bearing 
blazing  torches. 

At  this  cheering  sight,  the  exhausted  trave- 
lers hurried  forward,  and  with  rejoicing  hearts 
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prepared  to  ascend  the  winding  stone  steps  which 
led  directly  to  the  entrance  of  the  curiously  con- 
structed abode  of  Grono  ap  Meredyth  ap  Tudor, 
who  advanced  in  haste  to  welcome  the  royal 
Aigitiyes. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

Welcome  to  Harlech — The  Spy. 

If  the  light  torches  gleaming  in  the  distance  had 
proved  so  cheering  to  the  benighted  travellers, 
how  great  must  have  been  their  joy,  when  the 
venerable  Grono  conducted  them  into  the  spa- 
cious hall  of  his  renowned  forefathers  !  There, 
the  blazing  hearth,  the  well  supplied  board,  the 
smiling  faces  of  the  attendants,  proclaimed  a 
welcome  that  might  well  gladden  the  souls  of 
fugitives  so  elevated  yet  unfortunate. 

Exhausted  and  dispirited  after  her  fatigues, 
Margaret  was  overcome  with  thankfulness  at 
finding  herself  suddenly  transported  to  a  scene 
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SO  chemag.  She  found  it  some  consolation  to 
reflect  that  she  was  no  more  exposed  to  the 
vmgeanoe  of  her  implacable  foe,  no  more  un- 
sheltered from  the  elements. 

The  ev^iing's  festivities,  for  there  was  joy  in 
the  household  of  ap  Grono  to  be  so  honoured, 
were  checked  early  on  account  of  the  Queen's 
frtigue.  Tudor  had  disappeared  upon  the  first 
arrival  of  the  party  at  the  haD  ;  the  Queen  re- 
marked the  circumstance^  but  none  volunteered 
to  explanation.  He  reappeared  as  usual  on  the 
morning  of  the  next  day.  In  this  hospitable 
asylum  Margaret  consented  to  remain  a  short 
time ;  Grono  rejoicing  that  he  was  thus  able  to 
contribute  to  the  comfort  and  safety  of  his  royal 
mistress.  When  the  time  arrived  for  her  depar- 
ture, he  endeavoured  to  prevail  upon  his  royal 
mistress  to  prolong  her  visit,  assuring  her  that 
it  would  re-establish  her  health,  and  she  would 
then  be  better  able  to  encounter  the  remainder 
of  her  perilous  journey. 

"  Detain  me  not,  my  venerable  friend,"  replied 
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the  Queen ;  **  in  these  critical  times  it  does  not 
become  us  either  to  consult  our  inclinations  or 
comforts.  You  are  already  aware  that  the  York* 
ists  infest  the  adjoining  district ;  they  wiQ  hear 
of  my  presence  with  you.  The  more  haste  I 
make  in  quitting  the  8pot>  the  better  for  us  both. 
Let  me  assure  you,  my  faithful  subject,  I  feel 
deeply  grateful  for  the  protection  you  have 
afforded  me.  In  remembrance  of  your  hospitality 
you  will  accept  this  token — would  it  were  wor- 
thier." The  Queen  then  unclasped  a  golden 
cross,  richly  inlaid  with  jewels,  and  placed  it  in 
Grono's  hand.  Immediately  after  which  she 
descended  the  winding  steps  from  the  terrace, 
and  joined  her  escort,  that  was  already  in  waiting. 

The  sun  at  that  moment  had  risen  over  the 
grey  hills,  tinging  with  rosy  hue  the  clouds 
which  rolled  in  strange  forms  above  their 
summits,  and  then  disappeared  among  the 
numerous  fissures  and  chasms  of  that  rough 
and  rocky  district. 

At  the  Queen's  desire,  Tudor  took  his  accus- 
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tomed  place  by  the  side  of  her  palfrey,  and 
Kvnfin  once  more  received  the  royal  child  under 
hb  especial  charge.  Id  this  manner  the  tra- 
velers continued  on  thdr  way,  sometimes  fording 
rifers,  scaling  heights,  and  eluding  straggling 
ptrties  of  Yorkists,  that  caused  the  fugitives 
mommts  of  intense  alarm  for  the  safety  of  the 
Queen  and  Prince. 

The  chieftain  of  Harlech  awaited  their  arrival 
at  the  castle  with  great  anxiety.  Preparations 
had  been  made  for  the  reception  of  the  fugitives 
some  time  before ;  but  the  strictest  precautions 
had  been  taken  to  prevent  the  country  from 
bearing  of  the  royal  lady's  expected  arrival. 
When  a  messenger  brought  word  that  the  illus- 
trious party  was  within  a  few  miles  of  Harlech, 
I>d!ydd  neither  sent  an  escort,  nor  went  himself 
to  meet  the  Queen,  lest  it  might  excite  suspicion. 
But  with  what  unfeigned  pleasure,  with  what 
genuine  sympathy,  did  the  noble  and  kind-hearted 
chiefiain  welcome  his  liege  lady,  the  moment  she 
set  foot  upon  the  threshold  of  the  castle  ! 
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Margaret  of  Anjou  had  never  before  seen  the 
brave  defender  of  her  house.  She  had  been 
fianiiliarised  with  his  name  in  connection  with 
manv  anecdotes  of  the  French  war.  This  had 
created  a  desire  on  the  part  of  the  Queen  to 
become  personally  acquainted  with  him.  With 
what  pleasure,  then,  did  she  behold  his  open 
countenance  and  unsophisticated  mannerSi  his 
well-proportioned,  yet  almost  gigantic  figure,  as 
he  hastened  forward  to  throw  himself  at  her  feet 
and  swear  to  her  fealty  ! 

The  hour  was  late  when  the  fugitives  reached 
Harlech,  where  the  minister  of  the  crown,  the 
Duke  ofSomerset,  had  already  arrived.  Margaret, 
completely  exhausted  by  mental  as  well  as  bodily 
exertions,  retired  immediately  to  the  apartments 
appointed  for  her  use ;  where  the  lady  of  the 
castle,  the  Mistress  Tudor,*  with  her  natural 
kindness,  proffered  her  services.  Everything 
that  could  be  done  to  ensure  the  comfort  and 

*  The  maiden  name  in  thoae  times  was  retained  after 
marnage,  and  is  to  this  day  among  the  humbler  classes. 
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happiness  of  her  distinguished  guest  she  had 
anticipated. 

With  feelings  of  deep  commiseration  did  the 
good  Mistress  Tudor  gaze  upon  the  sorrowful 
Queen  on  her  arrival.  Her  long,  dishevelled  hair 
(lowed  over  her  shouldcs^,  her  once  costly  and 
dc^nt  garments  were  hanging  about  her  person 
soiled  and  neglected. 

*'Was  royalty  ever  before  brought  to  such 
extremities  ?"  thought  the  good  lady  of  the  castle, 
while  casting  furtive  Ranees  at  her  beautiful 
companion — ^beautiful  notwithstanding  her  forlorn 
condition  in  regard  to  dress. 

Margaret  for  some  minutes  hung  over  the 
sleeping  child,  the  tears  struggling  in  her  eye-lids, 
snd  then  falling  silently  down  her  pallid  cheeks. 

**  O  Arglwyddes  bach  anwyl  I*  I  am  sorry  in 
my  heart  for  you/'  exclaimed  Mistress  Tudor, 

*  Dear,  dear  lady.  The  literal  translation  of  bach  is 
"  little/'  and  takes  vach  in  the  feminine,  but  this  word 
is  more  frequently  used  as  a  term  of  endearment,  in  the 
same  manner  "cben"isby  the  Germans,  and  in  that 
sense  does  not  change  in  the  feminine. 
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no  longer  able  to  control  her  feelings.  She  then 
threw  herself  upon  her  knees  before  the  object 
of  her  pity,  and  continued  : — 

"  Would  that  it  were  in  my  power,  noble  lady, 
to  comfort  you  in  your  distress.  These  are  sad 
times,  but  the  God  of  heaven  will  not  forsake 
you." 

Margaret  was  affected  by  this  artless  language, 
and  confessed  the  value  she  set  upon  her 
sympathy. 

The  child  moving  and-  appearing  uneasy, 
Mistress  Tudor  took  the  little  prince  in  her  arms, 
undressed  him  and  put  him  in  bed,  imprinting 
a  warm  kiss  upon  his  cheek,  and  repeating  with 
native  pathos — 

*'  O  bach  anwyl  fy  machgen  bach  anwyl  (roy 

darling  little  boy),  you  shall  sleep  here  in  peace, 

and  none  shall  touch  you  as  long  as  my  good 

lord  can  unsheath  a  sword  for  the  house  of 
Lancaster." 

The  manners  and  customs  of  the  Welsh  were 
entirely  unknown  to  the  fair  descendant  of  Anjou, 
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but  she  soon  learned  to  appreciate  their  warm, 
disinterested  character ;  and  in  the  noble  partner 
of  ap  Jevan  the  Queen  found  a  faithful  friend 
and  valuable  companion  to  cheer  her  exile. 

Mistress  Tudor's  first  consideration  and  care 
was  to  replenish  the  illustrious  lady's  wardrobe. 
Margaret  was  even  amused  amid  her  sadness  at 
the  various  articles  of  clothing  which  were  brought 
for  her  inspection.  She  was  pleased  to  select 
those  made  in  the  country,  adding  that  while  she 
was  in  Wales  she  would  dress  as  the  native 
ladies  did^  and  patronize  their  artisans. 

One  day  after  the  arrival  of  the  royal  party, 
Dafydd  early  in  the  morning  repaired  to  the 
battlements;  with  his  arms  folded  across  his 
manly  chest,  he  paced  to  and  fro,  glancing  his 
vision  from  side  to  side  with  a  restlessness  not 
habitual.  He  had  risen  from  his  bed  after  a 
sleepless  night,  and  was  now  endeavouring  to 
shake  off  the  unpleasant  forebodings  which  had 
entered  his  mind. 

"  Why  should  I  apprehend  danger  ?  why  look 
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for  evils  which  may  never  visit  us?"  ai^ued 
Dafydd.  '*  York  may  oome  again  with  increased 
numbers.  He  may  be  more  perseveriog»  but 
Harlech  is  strong,  and  the  men  of  Merioneth  are 
brave.  We  can  still  hold  our  ground.  Protector  of 
King  Henry's  consort,  I  will  not  forfeit  that 
high  post,  while  the  confidence  with  which  the 
Queen  honors  me  shall  not  be  found  misplaced." 
Here  Daiydd  suddenly  stood  still,  and  clasping 
his  hands  in  the  attitude  of  prayer,  exclaimed : — 
*^  Margaret,  Queen  of  England,  my  sove- 
reign, anxiety  for  your  welfare,  and  that  of  your 

royal  child,  preys  upon  my  heart.  The  re- 
sponsibility I  incur  is  great.  God  answer  my 
orisons  in  your  behalf,  and  give  me  strength  to 
prevent  any  disgrace  of  this  weighty  trust  on  my 
part." 

Scarcely  had  he  uttered  this  ejaculation, 
when  his  quick  eye  detected  an  individual 
skulking  along  near  the  entrenchment  without 
the  castle.  Dafydd,  for  a  few  minutes  riveted 
to  the  spot,  eagerly  watched  the  movements  of 
the  stranger. 
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'^  He  is  a  Saxon,  by  my  sword,  he  is  1 "  then 
tmoiog  to  one  of  the  sentinels,  he  continued . — 

"  Here,  Howd,  I  want  your  eyesight  to  con- 
firm my  own — what  figure  is  that  ?" 

No  sooner  had  the  words  been  spoken,  than 
tbe  sturdy  sentind  sprang  forward,  his  eye 
Muthiog  in  the  direction  to  whidi  ap  Jevan 
panted. 

For  a  few  minutes  he  was  silent,  and  then, 
QQusually  ezdted,  he  cried, — 

''  I  see  him,  the  Saxon  thief  1  Look  yooder, 
master,  to  the  left,  there  is  another  skulking 
rilluiL'' 

'"They  are  spies,"  said  Dafydd,  thoughtfully  ; 

Hovd,  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost ;  these  fellows 
AM  not  escape  us." 

The  Warden  reached  the  hall  with  a  quick 
^,  and  ordered  Howd,  whose  duties  as  sen- 
^  had  just  then  expired,  to  fetch  a  woman's 
(Kttiooat  and  upper  garment,  and  to  join  him 
*t  the  postern. 

Howd  quickly  fulfilled  his  errand,  and  soon 
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foe.  Not  a  word  was  uttered. 
The  attack  was  not  anticipated.  The  Har- 
lech diieftain  disarmed  and  took  i;hem  both 
prisoners.  In  his  powerful  grasp,  it  was  vain 
to  make  resistance.  The  prisoners  did  not 
afterwards  attempt  it,  but  allowed  themselves 
to  be  led  passivdy  forward,  obstinately  refusing 
to  answer  any  questions  which  were  put  to 
them. 

They  were  now  approachmg  the  castle.  The 
Warden,  provoked  at  their  dogged  silence, 
hurried  them  into  the  court  yard,  and  throwing 
off  his  disguise,  at  once  resumed  his  accustomed 
authority  as  lord  of  the  fortress. 

''  By  my  sword,  we  shall  soon  teach  you  to 
change  your  bearing,"  said  he,  castmg  a 
withering  glance  at  his  prisoners ;  ''  we  may  put 
you  to  the  question.'' 

Several  of  the  garrison  had  come  into  the 
court,  and  some  of  the  household.  Dafydd, 
with  a  commanding  look  and  wave  of  the  hand, 
kept  them  at  a  distance,  while  he  continued  :-^ 

VOL.  I.  F 
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"  Listen,  Yorkist  ^ies.  hatched  in  the  nest 
of  traitors — your  oonfession  ?  If  you  lie — by 
St.  David  and  all  the  saints,  I  will  splinter  you 
before  the  sun  goes  down.  Did  the  arolurebd 
York  send  you  hither,  or  came  you  with  a  horde 
conducted  by  another  of  his  party  ?— answer  me. 
—What,  no  reply? — are  your  intellects  fled 
after  your  speech,  Mewn  gwironedd  ?— -do  not 
think  to  deceive  me  in  this  manner." 

He  then  gave  one  of  them  a  violent  shake,  as 
if  to  recall  him  to  his  senses,  being  impatient 
to  discover  th^r  design. 

Roused  by  this  sudden    insult,    they    both 
sprang  with  the  fury  of  tigers  upon  Ap  Jevan. 
But  they  soon  found  the    Harlech    chief  was 
more  than  a  match  for  them.     A  Uow  from 
his  powerful  arm  laid  one  of  them  at  his  feet ; 
seizing  the  other  by  the  collar,  he  lifted  him  on 
high,  and,  drawing  his  sword,  he  placed  th  e 
naked  blade  at  the  Saxon's  breast,  exclaiming :— «- 
'*  Confess,  traitor,  or  prepare  for  the  questioa 
and  another  woiid.'' 
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StiQ  no  syllabk  came  fiom  hk  temfii* 
victim. 

''You  wiH  not  confess?''  resumed  the 
Warden,  hb  BBger  wapemng  as  he  waved  his 
gfitteriog  weapon  Qver  the  youth.  "  Learn  then, 
your  doom  is  sealed/' 

"  Hold — the  holy  saints  preserve  me/*  gasped 
the  3axon,  death  with  its  appalling  horrors 
flaslung  ai^ross  his  mind.  ''  Give  me  a^  short 
time  to  consider/' 

"  No/*  retorted  Dafydd,  "  I  have  given  you 
time,  tnutor,  to  answer  my  question ;  speak,  I 
am  in  earnest/' 

The  firmness  with  which  this  was  uttered, 
snd  the  resolute  expression  of  the  speaker,  told 
the  culprit  that  hesitation  would  be  immediate 
death. 

With  large  drops  of  perspiration  falling  from 

his  brow,  and  reduced  to  the  extremity  of  death 

or  obedience,  the   Saxon  muttered  between  his 

denched  teeth :— - 

"  The  Earl  of  Warwick — yes,  the  Earl  sent 

f2 
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US  to  ascertain  whether  Queen  Margaret  had 
taken  up  her  quarters  here/* 

*•  Wflft,"  muttered  Ap  Jevan  ;  "  and  have  you 
gained  the  information  you  sought  ?" 

"  No/'  replied  the  youth,  recoiling  from  the 

searching  glance  of  his  interrogator. 

'*  You  have  some  better  idea  of  what  brought 
you  into  Wales,  than  such  an  idle  story  as  that. 
Beware  how  you  trifle  with  me  further." 

"  I  speak  the  truth/'  said  the  Saxon  ;  '*  we 
followed  Queen  Margaret  in  her  flight  from 
Northampton,  and  kept  the  fugitives  at  a  little 
distance  before  us,  the  greater  part  of  the  way. 
One  evening,  when  in  the  heart  of  the  moun- 
tains, the  weather  misty  and  wet,  we  lost  our 
way.  Since  then,  we  have  not  been  able  to 
discover  her  track.  Some  of  our  party  went  in 
one  direction,  and  some  in  another,  but  to  no 
purpose." 

'*  Go  on,"  said  Ap  Jevan,  as  the  prisoner 
stammered  and  was  about  to  curtail  the  parti- 
culars. '*  What   brought  you  into  this  neigh- 
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bourhood,  of  all  places — did  you  dream  to  find  the 
royal  fugitives  here  ?" 

**  We  had  been  informed  by  a  shepherd  boy 
that  soldiers,  ba^;age,  and  horses,  had  been  seen 
passing  through  the  glen  a  few  days  before.  Our 
intention  was  to  remain  in  this  vicinity  till  our 
suspicions  were  removed  or  confirmed/' 

'*  What  would  have  been  your  next  step  ?" 

**  To  return  to  the  Earl  of  Warwick  and  ac- 
quaint him  with  our  discovery.'' 

-  Enough."  said  the  Warden.  - 1  shall  only 
ask  two  more  questions ;  where  are  the  remainder 
of  your  band — and  what  is  their  number  ?" 

*'  They  were  twelve  in  all.  We  did  not  deem 
that  a  sufficient  number  to  attack  the  Red  Roses ; 
particularly  when  we  had  just  heard  of  the 
blunder  of  which  John  Cleger,  the  avaricious 
serf  of  my  Lord  Stanley,  had  been  guilty/' 

*'  But  your  companions,  where  are  they 
now  r 

**  Among  the  mountains  somewhere ;  we  parted 
with  them  a  week  back/' 
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DaQrdd  then  oommanded  the  prisoners  to  be 
placed  in  dose  confinement,  to  aWait  his  further 
pleasure*  He  then  commuDicated  the  event  to 
the  Duke  of  Somerset,  who  received  the  iateffi*- 
gence  with  some  akrtn. 

"Conceal  the  inddent  from  the  queen.  It 
would  h^  best  not  to  cast  a  shadow  over  h^ 
fancied  security.  She  places  implicit  faith  in 
you,  Ap  Jevan/'  Such  was  the  minister's 
thoughtful  reply. 

Dafydd  now  felt  his  anxiety  fbr  the  Queen's 
siiety  increased.  He  determined  to  be  ooo«- 
tinusfly  at  his  post»  and  set  a  secret  watch  among 
the  mountains.  He  felt  that  every  precaution 
must  be  tfeiken  to  prevent  an  unforeseen  attack 
from  the  enemy. 

Meanwhile,  Margaret,  by  her  affable  and 
condescending  manners^  had  gained  the  hearts  of 
the  good  people  of  Harlech.  The  hall  of  the 
castle  daily  became  more  crowded  with  guests. 
Dafydd,  from  interested  motives,  sent  secr^  invi- 
tations to  all  those  whom  he  knew  to  be  staunch 


GLADYS   OF  HABLBCH.  108 

friends  of  the  house  of  Lancaster,  that  they  might 
pay  due  homage  to  their  Queen  and  youthful 
ninoe. 

This  conduct  was  gratifying  to  the  royal  exile. 
Notwithstanding  her  solicitude  for  her  consorti 
and  har  anxiety  as  to  public  affairs,  she  had  thus 
a  few  scanty  moments  of  real  enjoyment.  She 
idt  no  apprehension  amongst  the  simple-hearted 
Welsh.  Then*  homely  and  independent  life  had 
a  charm  for  one  whose  years  were  passed  in  cares 
and  trouble,  so  that  she  sdmost  envied  them. 
Accompanied  by  a  small  escort,  she  rode  about 
the  oonntry,  and  sometimes  a  tiny  skiff  was  ob- 
served gliding  sweetly  over  the  waters  in  Car- 
digan's lovely  bay,  bearing  the  daughter  of 
Anjbu's  proud  race. 

As  the  royal  party  was  returning  from  one  of 
these  pleasant  excursions,  it  was  overtaken  by  a 
stonn.  The  Queen  was  forced  to  seek  shdter  in 
a  oottage  by  the  road  side,  the  dwelling  of  a 
poor  shoonaker. 

Strode  with  the  poverty  and  wretchedness  of 
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the  abode,  Margaret  loade  inquiries  about  the 
family.  The  cottager  had  recently  lost  his  wife, 
and  he  was  left  to  be  the  sole  support  of  a  nu« 
merous  progeny ;  but,  notwithstanding  his  in- 
dustrious habits  and  good  character,  he  was 
unable  to  satisfy  their  many  wants  by  hitt 
labour. 

The  Queen  was  deeply  touched  at  the  tale,  and 
ordered  him  to  make  shoes  for  her  retinue.  Then 
pointing  to  an  intelligent,  open- countenanced 
youth  she  added : — 

''  Send  this  son  of  yours  to  the  casde ;  he  shall 
return  with  me  to  England,  care  shall  be  taken 
of  him/' 

The  shoemaker  did  not  understand  the  Queen's 
kindness.  His  knowledge  of  Saxon  was  very 
indifferent,  not  mdeed  beyond  a  few  phrases. 
But  upon  Kynfin  repeating  Margaret's  words  in 
the  Welsh  tongue,  informing  him  at  the  same 
time  that  the  Lady  was  King  Henry's  consort, 
he  started  up  and  flinging  aside  the  implements 
of  his  trade,  prostrated  himself  before  his  bene- 
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factress,  tears  of  gratitude  glittering  on  his  suDken 
cheeks.  ^  He  was  incapable,''  he  said,  **  of  making 
shoes  of  a  quality  fit  for  great  people.  He 
could  only  make  plain  shoes  for  his  countrymen. 
If  there  was  anything  else  he  could  do  to  show 
his  duty  and  gratitude  for  her  highnesses  kindness 
to  hts  son,  let  the  labour  be  ever  so  great  he  would 
not  shrink  from  its  performance.'' 

*'  I  shaD  not  forget  your  proffered  services," 
said  Mai^garet  with  much  dignity  and  suavity  of 
manner,  and,  placing  a  piece  of  gold  upon  the 
taUe,  quitted  the  cottage. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Royal   sorrows  —  Ambition   thwarted  —  The 

adieu  to  the  Ca$lle. 

''  Madam/'  said  the  Duke  of  Somerset,  enter- 
ing the  Queen's  apartments^  with  a  look  of  greaft 
bewilderment  and  uneasiness,  '*  Richard,  Duke 
of  York,  has  been  proclaimed  by  the  King  and 
people  heir-apparent  to  the  crown  of  England 
and  protector  of  the  realm.  I  have  received  the 
act  passed  by  the  parliament ; — I  tremble  indeed 
for  the  house  of  Lancaster." 

The  little  hope  of  the  red  rose  banner  was 
sitting  at  his  mother's  feet  with  his  full  blue  eyes 
fixed  upon  her  maternal  face,  as  if  asking  an  ex- 
planation of  the  minister's  hurried  intelligence. 
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"  My  diild,  my  sweet  diild,"  said  Maigaret  in 
meatal  perturbation,  dasping  him  to  her  bosom. 
^  Oh  1  cruel  &te,  what  ill  has  it  not  in  store  for 
thee  I  Can  it  be  possible,  Henry  thy  fether,  my 
liege  lord  ! — ^what  phantom  of  the  brain,  what 
evil  influence,  what  weakness  has  induced  you 
to  wrong  this  your  son,  your  only  son,  this  our 
darlir^  child  ?  No,  it  cannot  be.  A  royal 
&ther  to  disinherit  his  offspring!  and  that 
ofispring  the  only  hope  of  Lancaster/' 

As  the  words  fell  from  her  lips,  an  unusual 
lustre  shot  from  her  beautiful  eyes.  It  was  the 
conoeDtration  of  a  grief  too  deep  for  tears,  of  too 
much  noagmtude  to  rsise  even  a  sigh,  all  was  re- 
flected back  upon  a  heart  nearly  breaking.  For 
lome  moments  she  sat  heedless  in  appearance  of 
the  simple  questions  reiterated  by  her  in&nt  son. 
She  mechanically  pressed  him  nearer  to  her  heart, 
and  remained  the  speechless  image  of  s3ent  woe. 

The  minister  atood  awaiting  her  oommands 
for  some  time  unheeded.  At  length,  she  roused 
herself,  and  rallying  her  energies  with  surpising 
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composure,  oonsidering  her  previous  state,  she 
thus  addressed  him  : — 

''  My  lord,  you  will  perhaps  imagine  this  to 
be  a  weakness  of  mine  not  suitable  to  the 
moment ;  I  hardly  feel  that  it  is  suitable,  but  it 
is  past.  I  am  now  ready  to  hear  all  you  think 
needful  to  communicate ;  after  that  we  can  con« 
cert  active  measures.  I  well  know,  my  lord 
Beaufort,  that,  despair  is  not  policy,  and  that 
despondency  is  a  weak  substitute  for  the  resto- 
ration of  hope.  Let  me  hear  how  you  came  so 
quickly  in  possession  of  these  writings ;  it  is  not 
possible  that  Morgan  the  shoemaker,  who  was 
the  messenger  sent  to  procure  them,  has  gone 
and  returned  in  so  short  a  time.'' 

"  Your  highness  must  know  that  I  obtained 
them  through  his  activity.  The  poor  shoemaker 
has  achieved  what  few  others  could  accomplish, 
and  at  present  awaits  my  further  orders.'' 

"  Ph)vidence  has  timely  given  me  a  useful 
though  humble  friend;  would  I  could  bestow 
on  the  poor  man  adequate  reward." — While  the 
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queen  slowly  articulated  the  last  seatenoe,  she 
was  unfolding  the  papers  and  letters,  and  soon, 
as  she  read  them  carefully  over,  became  wholly 
abstracted. 

It  appeared  that  Henry  had  unexpectedly  ar- 
rived in  London,  surrounded  by  the  lords  of  his 
court,  who,  since  the  battle  of  Northampton, 
treated  him  with  marked  respect.  Continually 
vacillating,  they  now  appeared  almost  as 
warm  for  the  Red  Rose,  as  they  had  formerly 
been  for  the  White.  A  parliament  was  sum- 
moned; the  Duke  of  York,  who  was  then  in 
Ireland,   was  desired  to  be  present.     He  was  r 

prevented  from  crossing  the  channel  by  the 
weather,  and  did  not  reach  London  until  after 
the  opening  of  Parliament,  while  the  affair 
between  the  White  and  Red  Roses  was  warmly 
debating. 

Without  waiting  to  refresh  himself  after  the 
journey,  the  Duke  rode  down  to  Westminster, 
entered  the  House  of  Lords,  and  approaching 
the  canopy,  placed  his  hand  upon  the  throne,  in 
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the  vain  hope  that  the  House  would  daraoroudy 
demand  tliat  he  should  seat  himself  there.  An 
ominous  pause  followed ;  the  sensation  bis  sudden 
appearance  had  caused,  too  clearly  indicated  that 
this  act  of  daring  presumptbn  was  not  univer- 
sally approved. 

This  unexpected  hesitation  of  £he  noUes  oon* 
fused  the  duke :  his  face,  which  on  his  entmnoe 
looked  pale  and  haggard,  became  deeply  Bushed. 
His  confusion  increased,  when  the  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury  approaching  him,  coolly  asked,  "  if 
be  would  not  go  and  pay  his  respects  to  the 
King?" 

"  I  know  no  one  to  whom  I  owe  the  honour 
of  such  an  acknowledgment,"  replied  the  duke 
with  increased  mortification,  as  bridling  himsdf 
up  to  his  full  height,  he  glanced  with  a  con- 
temptuous air  on  the  assembled  peers,  and  im- 
mediately, with  rapid  strides,  left  the  House. 

So  much  had  he  relied  upon  having  the  crown 
offered  to  him  on  that  oocasion,  that  be  remained 
for  some  hours  afterwards  in   a  state  which 
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nareely  pcrraittod  him  to  recafl  clearly  what 

kftd  passed.    Before  he  retired  to  rest,  however, 

lie  had  recovered  himself,  and  adopted  a  deter*- 

miiMtion  to  let  tiie  world  know  hn  sentiments. 

Accopdiiigly,    the  very  next  day  he  addressed 

himself  by  letter  to  the  Parliament,  stating  the 

reasons  upon  whioh  his  pretensions  to  the  crown 

of  England  were  founded.     Great  excitement 

aod  heavy  anxiety  were  fdt  throughout  the 

kingdom  during  the  debate  that  ensued  and 

continued  for  some  days :  it  was  ukimately  re- 

sohed  that  Henry  should  retain  the  crown  until 

bis  demise:   it  was  further  provided  that  the 

Duke  of  York   should   be   his  successor.     If 

Hraiy  in  any  way  xUsregarded  this  resolution, 

the  crown  would  at  once  pass  to  the  Duke  of 

York  and  his  heirs. 

Queen  Margaret  was  no  sooner  acquainted 
with  these  fiicts,  than  she  ordered  letters  to  be 
written  to  her  agents  in  the  capital.  The  ne* 
cessity  of  her  departure  from  Harlech  was  urgent, 
but  resources  in  money  were  required  for  that 
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purpose.  Letters  were  therefore  once  more 
placed  in  the  hands  of  the  trustworthy  Morgan^ 
who  left  the  castle  the  same  night  mounted  on 
a  sturdy  pony,  and  with  great  cheerfulness  he 
commenced  his  unsuspected  errand  over  his 
native  mountains. 

Margaret  consulted  Ap  Jevan  upon  the 
most  secure  mode  of  leaving  his  hospitable 
castle.  She  spoke  so  touchingly  to  him,  that 
many,  who  were  much  less  sympathising  than 
Dafydd,  would  have  felt  unmanned.  She  entered 
minutely  into  the  distressing  particulars  of  her 
position,  and  lastly,  declared  her  intention  of 
going  from  thence  to  Scotland,  at  the  court  of 
which  country  she  hoped  to  gain  efficient  support, 
and  contend  once  more  for  the  rights  of  her 
consort  and  child. 

Dafydd  listened  to  all  that  the  Queen  had  to 
communicate,  with  deference  and  attention. 
Having  well  weighed  all  the  circumstances,  he 
suggested  that  she  should  go  by  water,  rather 
than  again  subject  herself  to  the  hardships  and 
difficulties  of  an  overland  journey.    He  proposed 
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that  with  his  sons  he  should  carry  her  to  the 
Menai  in  one  of  their  own  boats,  m  which  ope- 
ration there  would  be  little  hazard  incurred; 
she  could  then  proceed  to  Scotland  at  her  own 
pleasure. 

All  this  appeared  so  feasible  to  Margaret,  that 
she  awaited  Morgan's  return  with  impatience,  in 
order  to  proceed  as  Dafydd  had  suggested* 

Aft^  the  family  had  retired,  Dafydd  and  his 
two  sons,  sittmg  before  the  hall  hearth,  talked 
cm  the  oontemplated  departure  of  their  royal 
guest 

*'Some  one  should  go  into  Carnarvonshire, 
and  see  that  a  vessel  is  ready  to  be  under  weigh 
at  a  moment's  warning,"  remarked  Kynfin. 

"  You  are  right,  my  son,  I  have  taken  that 
into  consideration,"  replied  the  Warden  ;  '*  our 
couan  at  Penmynnydd,  I  have  been  thinking, 
wiO  be  the  best  person  to  receive  the  Queen, 
befcH'e  she  embarks.  Weather,  or  some  unfore* 
seen  event,  may  prevent  her  setting  sail  imme- 
diately upon  her  arrival  in  the  Straits ;  prepara; 
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tioDS)  siidi  as  you  pmpose,  are  necessary.  The 
sooner  it  is  done  the  better ;  our  enei^getic  mes* 
senger,  Morgan  the  shoemaker,  may  be  hade 
soono-  than  we  oount  upon." 

''  Well,  father,  you  have  only  to  command,'* 
said  Tudor,  *'ftnd  I  wiH  start  at  once.  The 
moon  is  now  high  in  the  heavens;  my  little 
skiff  will  skim  like  a  swallow  over  the  sea ;  yon 
had  better  let  me  go.  We  all  feel  that  the  duty 
of  to  day  should  not  be  deferred  till  to-morrow.'* 

Dafydd  consented ;  Tudor  waited  not  another 
command,  but  hastened  from  the  hall  to  the  sea 
side,  and  was  soon,  with  his  only  companion,  a 
pilot,  gliding  over  the  waters  on  his  secret 
mission. 

The  Warden  and  Kynfin  stood  upon  one  of  the 
towers,  watching  the  speck  that  glittered  in  the 
moon-beams,  as  it  bore  away  the  (avourite  youth, 
who  had  but  a  few  minutes  before  stood  in  thdr 
presmce  witii  an  eager  look  and  dauntless  mien. 
Their  hearts  glowed  within  them,  and  both  ftk 
proud  of  Tudor ;  little  thinking  that  he  whom 


they  kyred  w  dearly,  was  lea^g  his  hoftie  to 
letiM  M  more. 

A  week  dapied  afk^  Tudor  tvp  Daff dd  aftd 
Ibe  grateAd  McM^gan  had  feaeh  tot  out  different 
wayB  OQ  their  adveaturoos  emmda.  MargorA 
stiD  remaitted  under  the  shadow  of  the  old  wdla 
of  Hailech.  Tidings  had  arrived  from  Tudor, 
tfait  their  coosiD,  Llewelyfi  ap  Dorwyn,  had  swk 
oeeded  in  procuring  a  vessel  with  ti  crew  of 
Toiunteers»  and  that  he  was  now  only  awaiting 
<he  arrival  of  the  Queen. 

Margaret  was  silting  at  an  open  window  over^ 
looking  the  bay,  fanned  by  the  fresh  breeces  as 
they  swept  along,  and  contemjdating  the  crossing 
of  the  waters  below,  when  the  Duke  of  Somerset's 
Toioe  attracted  ber  attention.  Looking  suddeidy 
round,  ahe  was  startled  by  the  strange  expresston 
of  his  oountenanoe. 

"  What  news  -—  anything  the  matter,  my 
lard,**  eagerly  inquired  Margaret;  "the  mes^ 
seager  has  returned  I  see  by  those  letters ;"  and 
she  held  out  her  hand  to  reoeive  them. 
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''  They  are  the  expected  letters  oontaining  the 
money,  so  far  all  is  well ;  but  your  highness  will 
be  distressed  to  hear  that  our  royal  master  has 
been  compeDed  to  issue  a  mandate  for  the  im- 
mediate return  of  your  highness  and  the  Prince 
to  London :  should  you  refuse  to  obey,  it  will  be 
denominated  high  treason.  A  party  of  Yorkists 
are  on  their  way  to  deliver  this  strange  injunc- 
tion. Before  sunrise,  it  is  feared,  they  will  be 
at  these  gates,  thundering  for  admittance." 

''  Enough,  my  lord,*'  said  the  Queen,  impera- 
tively. ''  Go,  tell  my  brave  protector,  Ap  Jevan, 
that  it  is  my  pleasure  to  set  off  as  soon  as  the 

boats  can  be  got  ready." 

The  castle  was  thrown  into  great  confusion  in 
arranging  for  the  Queen's  hasty  decision.  In  a  few 
hours  all  was  prepared  for  embarkation.  Not- 
withstanding the  hom-  was  late,  the  good  people 
of  Harlech  crowded  on  all  sides,  to  take  leave  of 
their  beloved  Queen.  She  was  dressed  in  the 
simplest  attire,  and  accompanied  by  the  Duke  of 
Somerset,   the  Warden,   Kynfin,   and    ssvGnl 
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esquires,  she  descended  the  rugged  and  slippery 
path  which  led  to  the  sea  shore.  Many  ran 
before  h^,  bearing  torches.  At  the  same  mo- 
ment the  bards,  who  had  composed  a  song  for 
the  occasion,  struck  up  the  mournful  notes — 


<*  Farwell  iti  Peggy  ban. 


*» 


The  Warden  and  his  lady  took  their  last  leave 
of  their  illustrious  guest.  In  the  first  instance  it 
had  been  Dafydd's  intention  to  escort  the  royal 
lady  himself  as  fiu*  as  Mona  isle,  but  upon  the 
inteOigenoe  being  received  that  the  Yorkists  were 
already  on  their  way  to  demand  the  person  of 
the  Queen,  he  was  obliged  to  forego  the  honour. 

The  boat  was  scarcely  i^dy  to  put  off,  when 
the  moon  rose  from  behind  a  durk,  low  doud, 
casting  her  soft,  silvery  beams  upon  the  plc- 
toresqne  group,  as  if  to  cheer  them  over  the 
white  glistening  foam,  that  broke  gently  on  the 
castle-beach. 

Margaret,  with  deep  emotion,  waved  her  white 
handkerchief  as  she  left  the  land. 
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"  Adieu,  adieu,  all  my  geaerow  Wdsh  ftimda, 
the  happy  days  pass^  among  you  ahall  never  bq 
forgotten  by  your  Queen." 

The  anchor  being  lifted  with  an  off-ahof« 
breeze,  fearlessly  did  the  little  bark  ^de  onward 
with  her  canvas  spread  to  the  breeze.  The 
proud  castle  of  Harlech  was  soon  left  £u*  be- 
hind. 

Notwithstanding  the  wind  was  in  Margaret's 
favour,  the  passage  was  tedious;  and  all  felt 
thankful  when  they  reached  the  hospitable  roof 
of  another  of  the  clan  of  Tudor.  Margaret  was 
more  than  usually  fatigued,  and  retired  to  her 
chamber.  Sleep,  however ,  did  not  visit  her  eyes. 

The  greater  part  of  her  time  was  passed  in 
forming  plans  for  her  future  proceedings  against 
the  unsuspecting  Yorkists.  She  had  much  con- 
fidence in  the  nobles  of  the  northern  counties, 
and  by  the  aid  of  Scotland,  great  efforts  might 
yet  be  made  in  her  behalf. 

^  Yes,  I  will  check-mate  York — check- mate 
him,  before  he  is  aware  1  have  left  the  impregr 
nable  fortress  in  Wales." 
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Unrefreshed  and  fevered  from  thought,  she 
rose  at  an  early  hour  the  morning  after  her 
arrival,  having  hersdf  completed  her  toilet, 
before  her  retinue  were  moving. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  resdessness  and 
impatience  exhibited  by  Margaret  upon  this 
occasion.  Minutes  appeared  hours  in  her 
anxiety ;  nor  did  these  feelings  abate  till  she  was 
00  bowd  the  vessel,  rapidly  leaving  the  rocky 
headlands  of  the  Welsh  ooast. 

Tudor  and  Kynfin,  at  the  Queen's  desire,  re* 
tained  their  places  in  her  suite.  They  had  been 
her  companions  in  misfortune,  and  she  now 
hoped  they  would  be  the  same  in  her  triumph. 
They  were  so  much  favourites  of  the  Queen,  that 
she  never  hesitated  giving  the  youi^  Prince 
entirely  into  their  diarge. 
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CHAPTER  Vll. 

A  Regal  Victress — A  Secret  developed — TTie 

Deathbed  of  Youth. 

Margaret  was  graciously  received  by  the  King 
of  Scotland;  and  the  assistance  she  sought 
willingly  granted.  Her  adherents  were,  there- 
fore, greatly  encouraged ;  and  the  heroic  Queen 
soon  set  out  at  the  head  of  a  formidable  army  ; 
crossed  the  Scottish  borders,  and  joined  the 
chivalry  of  the  northern  counties,  with  every  ex* 
pectation  of  success.  She  flew  onwards  with 
an  eagle's  swoop,  amid  exulting  cries  of  confi- 
dence and  loyalty,  until  she  reached  the  gates  of 
York,  defying  the  leaders  of  the  White  Rose  to 
their  astonishment  and  dismay. 
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No  sooner  had  the  Duke  of  York  been  in- 
/ormed  of  the  decided  and  daring  proceedings 
of  the  intrepid  queen,  than  he  left  London  with 
the  Ear]  of  Salisbury,  and  hastened,  with  all  the 
ibices  he  could  muster,  to  check  the  rapid  ad* 
vanoe  of  the    incensed  Lady,  whom   he  was 
wont  to  designate  as  the  **  Lancastrian  tigress." 
Upon  reaching  Sandal  Castle,  the  Duke  re- 
solved to  remain  there  till  the  arrival  of  his  son, 
the  handsome  young  Earl  of  March,  who  was 
expected  with  reinforcements  from  the  borders. 
These  were  hours  of  suspense  and  anxiety  to 
the  Duke.      Every   moment    he   grew   more 
exasperated  as  he  beheld  the  tide  of  fortune 
flowing  in  another  channel,  and  the  author  of 
the  calamity  a  feeble  woman. 

Margaret  entered  Wakefield,  and  stood  with 
her  brave  soldiers  under  the  walls  of  his 
castle.  Elated  by  her  good  fortune,  and  impa- 
tirot  to  dispute  her  cause  with  the  sword-point, 
the  Queen  sent  repeated  messages  to  the  Duke, 
inquiring  why  he  kept  himself  like  a  frightened 
VOL.  I.  G 


122  GLADYS  OP  HIELBCH. 

bird  in  a  cage  ?  Was  he  too  much  alarmed  to 
take  a  view  of  his  enemy  from  the  towers  of  his 
casde  ?  Was  he  afraid  to  meet  a  woman  ?  He 
who  called  himself  the  heir-appareat  to  the 
crown  of  England  ? 

"  Go  tell  him  Queen  Margaret,  his  opponent, 
says — he  is  no  more  than  a  dissembling  co¥rard, 
a  difligrace  to  his  nation/' 

Roused  to  the  highest  pitch  of  anger,  the 
Dvike  swore  he  would  wait  no  longer  for  the 
assistance  of  his  son,  disdaining  the  counsel  of 
all — even  that  of  his  friend,  old  Sir  Davy  Hall ; 
who,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  implored  him  to 
delay  his  rash  intention.  Nothing  could  divert 
him  from  his  purpose.  Angrily  turning  from 
the  old  man's  sound  advice,  he  quitted  his 
stronghold,  and  advanced  in  th^  name  of  God 
and  St.  George.  Rushing  upon  the  vanguard 
of  the  Queen,  he  vainly  hoped  that  by  daring 
intrepidity,  his  female  opponent  would  be  scared 
from  the  field. 

He  was  mistaken.     Anjou's  proud  spirit  was 
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not  to  be  thus  daunted.  With  admirable  calcda- 
tioD  and  forethought,  she  drew  up  her  army 
in  three  divisions.  The  centre  she  led  herself^ 
issuing  her  commands  through  the  Earl  d 
Somerset,  who  rode  beside  her  spirited  charger. 
The  wings  were  under  the  command  of  the 
Earl  of  Wiltshire  and  Lord  Clifford.  In  this 
order  she  well  knew  her  own  security,  and 
without  a  shadow  of  alarm,  pressed  onward  with 
her  more  numerous  forces.  The  wings,  per- 
ceiving the  ill-judged  situation  of  the  enemy,  at 
once  closed  in  upon  and  enveloped  both  flanks 
of  the  enemy.  The  slaughter  that  ensued 
was  terrible,  and  in  less  than  half  an  hour,  three 
thousand  of  the  Yorkists  were  lifeless  upon  the 
field.  The  remainder,  alarmed  for  their  own 
safety,  fled  before  the  victors. 

Clifford,  a  man  of  little  feeling  or  humanity, 
excited  by  success,  pursuing  the  fugitives,  seized 
upon  the  young  Earl  of  Rutland,  who  was  made 
prisoner,  murdering  him  in  cold  blood.  He 
returned  to  the  camp,  bearing  on  his  lance  the 

G  2 
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sangubary  bead,  severed  from  the  body  of  th^ 
Duke,  wbo  bad  fallen. 

Loud  and  deafening  were  tbe  shouts  of  re* 
joicing,  intermingled  with  jeers,  that  rent  the  air 
when  Clifford  appeared  among  them,  exhibiting 
the  bleeding  head  crowned  with  paper. 

'*  Madam,  your  work  is  done — here  is  your 
King's  ransom,"  said  be,  presenting  it  to  Mar- 
garet, who  at  that  moment  rode  up  to  the  spot 

Maigaret  was  unprepared  for  such  a  spectacle. 
At  first  her  feminine  nature  recoiled,  and  she 
turned  away,  but  soon  recovered  herself.  Her 
distaste  was  supplanted  by  revengefld  pleasure. 
She  turned  and  looked  again  upon  the  pale  and 
bleeding  head — it  was  that  of  the  great  enemy 
of  her  house.  My  consort,  my  child,  our 
enemy  is  no  more !  A  wild  laugh  escaped  her 
as  she  gallopped  away  from  the  sanguinar}' 
scene. 

Cruel  as  Margaret  thus  appeared,  she  pos- 
sessed  many  amiable  qualities  and  kindly  feel- 
ings.    Upon  hearing  that  her  faithful  adherents, 
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Tudor  ap  Dafiydd  and  his  brother,  were  severely 
wounded,  she  expressed  the  greatest  concern. 
No  sooner  had  she  given  orders  for  marching 
to  the  capital  on  the  following  morning,  that  she 
might  set  her  oaptive  lord  free,  than  she  went 
to  visit  the  brothers  in  their  tent. 

"  This  misfortune  I  did  not  look  for,''  said 
the  Queen,  bending  over  the  wounded  youths. 
"  I  had  hoped  that  you  would  have  accompanied 
me  in  my  triumph  to  the  Metropolis.  God 
grant  that  you  may  soon  be  restored.  I  have 
arranged  that  you  be  taken  to  a  kinsman  of  one 
of  my  nobles,  who  resides  not  far  from  hence. 
Care  will  be  taken  of  you." 

Many  cheering  expressions  dropped  from  her 
lips.  Again  assuring  them  of  her  solicitude, 
she  quitted  the  tent. 

Thus,  in  the  midst  of  her  triumph,  Margaret 
remembered  the  sons  of  her  valiant  protector. 
It  was  after  midnight  before  she  returned  to  her 
own  quarters.  The  turmoil  of  the  camp  was 
bushed,  and  the  memorable  day  terminated. 
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The  SODS  of  the  Wekh  chief  had  been  re- 
moved to  the  abode  of  the  English  Baron.  Kynfin* 
who  had  been  slightly  wounded,  was  soon  able 
to  leave  his  coucii.  Fortune  had  not  been  so 
lenient  to  Tudor,  who  hourly  grew  worse. 
Fever  quickly  reduced  his  fine  athletic  frame  to  a 
shadow.  Kynfin,  in  deep  despair,  beheld  the 
change  which  had  taken  place. 

Mistress  Elinor,  a  lady  who  presided  over  the 
Baron's  establishment,  hk  own  favorite  sister, 
endeavoured  to  do  all  in  her  power  to  relieve  the 
sufferings  of  the  invalid.  She  assured  Kynfin 
that,  in  time,  Tudor  would  recover  from  bis 
wounds. 

"  Come,  come !"  said  she,  in  gentle  accents,, 
''you  must  brighten  up,  and  not  look  so 
dispirited." 

''Kindness  itself!"  muttered  Kynfin,  as  the 
door  closed  upon  the  good-hearted  lady. 
"  Little  will  it  avail  my  poor  brother.  0*h  ! 
anwyl  I  anwyl !  would  we  had  both  died  upon 
the  battle-field.     There  would  have  been  glory 
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A  that !  Mjr  mother,  how  shall  I  ever  return  to 
you  without  your  first-hom,  your  favourite  son ; 
the  life,  the  joy  of  oar  fireside ;  the  sunny  ray 
which  dispersed  every  doud  that  appeared  on 
the  horizon  of  our  domestic  felicity?  None 
can  be  aware  of  the  extent  of  our  loss.  Cam- 
bria will  be  deprived  of  a  brave  soldier,  and 
I  shall  lose  my  oompanion,  the  friend  of  my 

uOSOta, 

His  hend  saaic  low  upon  his  breast,  and  » 
grom  escaped  him  when  he  thought  of  losing 
lus  brother. 

Tudoi^s  fever  increased,  and  he  became  more 
and  more  restless.  When  alone,  he  called 
Kynfin,  and  affectionately  pressing  his  hand, 
begged  he  would  keep  near  him,  for  he  had 
much  to  say.  His  whole  frame  trembled. 
There  was  an  unnatural  wildness,  too,  in  his 
cyeSy  as  he  eontmued — 

**  Kynfin,  my  end  is  near ;  I  fain  would  have 
fived,  or  died  upon  the  battle-field.  God's  will 
be  dene.     I  dare  not  r^ine.     I  am  punished 
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for  the  deception  which  I  have  practised  upon 
my  fitmily.  Start  not,  my  brother,  listen  !  I 
have  important  matter  to  communicate." 

He  paused  to  recover  himself,  and  then 
proceeded — 

"  Kynfin,  since  we  have  been  in  the  Queen's 
household,  we  have  been  frequently  separated. 
It  was  while  you  were  in  France,  I  formed  aa 
attachment  to  one  of  the  maids  of  honour — 
Lady  Aliano  Stanop.  She  was  a  Saxon  maiden, 
and  you  know,  Kynfin,  how  strong  an  objection 
my  father  has  for  any  of  his  house  to  form  an 
alliance  with  that  race.  Disregardful  of  his 
wish,  disobedient  to  his  commands,  I  sought  the 
maiden's  affections,  and  won  them ;  we  were 
happy  in  the  bright  prospect  that  we  imagined 
lay  before  us.  I  must  be  brief ;  life  is  ebbing, 
Aliano,  in  a  paroxysm  of  grief,  one  day  revealed 
to  me  that  her  grandfather's  intention  was  to 
marry  her  to  a  man  of  great  wealth,  distinction, 
and  advanced  age.  This  intelligence  was  a 
fearful  blow  to  us  both.     It  almost  drove  me  to 


i 


GLADYS  O?  HARLECH.  129 

madness.  I  was  tempted  to  propose  to  my 
mistress  to  solemnise  our  nuptials  in  private. 
Aliano  at  first  objected,  but  on  our  being  driven 
to  the  last  extremity,  she  consented ;  and  we 
were  united  in  the  dead  of  night  by  a  monk, 
not  hr  from  Windsor,  in  the  presence  of  Bridget 
of  Windsor,  the  mother  of  Aliano's  foster^ 
mother.  A  parting  letter  was  written  to  her 
grandfather.  In  that  letter,  I  made  Aliano 
state  that  she  had  renounced  the  world,  and 
would  take  the  veil  in  a  distant  convent ;  the 
rigid  rules  of  which  would  prevent  her  having 
any  communication  with  her  family.  She  gave 
up  all  for  me — fortune,  fiiends  and  country." 

Tudor  paused  ;  his  agitation  seeming  to  stifle 
&rther  utterance. 

'^  Raise  me  up,  dear  brother,  I  feel  that  I  am 
going ;  yet  I  have  much  to  say." 

Then  looking  stedfastly  in  Kynfin's  &ce,  he 
proceeded — 

"  Chide  me,  yes,  chide  me !  you  who  have 
been  the  companion  of  my  childhood ;  you  who 

G  3 
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have  ever  been  open  with  me,  and  ever  loved  me 
With  a  devotion  uncommon  even  between 
brothers.  I  have  deceived  your  confidence,  i 
have  been  ungrateful  and  unworthy  of  your  love 
in  this  matter." 

**  Reproach  not  yourself,  Tudor/'  said  Kynfin, 
tenderly  supporting  him,  while  a  look  of  anguish 
passed  over  the  sufferer's  face.  '*  I  forgive  you 
—we  all  Ibrgive  you." 

Thus  encouraged,  Tudor  went  on  with  his 
narration : — 

*^  I  was  alarmed  lest  my  absence  from  the 
palace  should  occasion  suspicion.  Thus  the  im- 
mediate parting  from  my  bride  was  unavoidable. 
I  privately  sent  for  some  of  our  countrymen. 
I  placed  Aliano  and  her  maid,  disguised  as  a 
nobleman  and  his  page,  under  their  escort.  I 
knew  she  would  be  safely  conducted  to  the 
house  of  oiu*  good  uncle  Grono  ap  Meredyth, 
where  she  has  ever  since  resided.  I  avoided 
trusting  my  secret  to  any.  I  said  that  Aliano 
was  a  young  nobleman  in  great  difficulties^  a 


GLADYS  OF  ffARLECtf.  131 

fiieod  of  mine,  in  whose  welfare  I  was  partScu- 
laify  interested/' 

"She  was  at  Grono's,  then,  the  night  we 
arrived  witlt  the  Queen,  and  your  repeated  dis- 
^pearaoce  during  our  stay  is  accounted  for?" 
said  Kynfin,  mournfully. 

''  Tndy  so ;  but  that  was  not  the  first  time 
of  our  meeting  after  our  marriage.  I  obtained 
leave  of  absence.  I  was  at  my  unde  Grono's  a 
month  before  you  returned  from  France.  The 
last  time  I  beheld  my  beloved  wife  was  when  I 
left  home  on  a  pretended  visit  to  our  cousins,  a 
short  time  aft;er  the  Queen  arrived  at  Harlech. 

Thus  you  perceive,  Rynfin,  my  duplicity  has 
been  kept  up  to  the  last.  With  deep  remorse 
I  am  about  to  leave  you  without  any  atonement ! 
My  father!  oh!  my  father!  I  would  ask  his 
forgiveness  and  die  happy !'' 

The  accents  lingered  upon  his  lips,  as  he  sank 
back  exhausted. 

After  attempting  two  or  three  times  to  speak, 
and  when  he  had  somewhat  recovered,  he  asked 
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Kynfin  to  lift  him  up  higher.  Looking  round 
the  room,  he  fixed  his  eyes  upon  a  small  packet 
on  a  table,  carefully  tied  up  and  sealed. 

'  Take  that,"  said  he,  "  take  it,  Kynfin,  and 
give  it  to  Aliano,  my  cherished  wife.  Would 
to  God  she  were  here  to  receive  my  last  embrace ! 
Would  that  my  father  were  here,  that  I  might 
receive  his  forgiveness !  Kynfin,  ask  him  to  be 
kind  to  her,  to  comfort  her,  and  protect  her  for 
my  sake.  She  cannot  go  back  to  her  country. 
She  has  sacrificed  all  for  me.  My  mother,  my 
father,  centre  the  love  you  bear  your  son  in  his 
relict,  his  gentle  Aliano !  Atonement — pardon 
— my  mother — father — Aliano ! — Aliano !" 

These  were  the  last  hurried  words  which  fell 
from  the  lips  of  young  Tudor.  Before  sunrise 
he  was  no  more. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

7%e  Young  Widow — Scene  at  the  Castle — 
Singular  Revelations. 

The  funeral  rites  celebrated  in  due  respect  over 
the  remains  of  the  brave,  the  handsome,  and 
lamented  Tudor — Kynfin,  broken-spirited  and 
dejected,  bade  a  hasty  farewell  to  his  kind  and 
sympathising  hostess.  He  departed  to  convey 
to  his  friends  in  Wales  the  melancholy  intelli- 
gence  of  the  irreparable  loss  they  had  sustained- 
He  had  also  to  communicate  the  strange  con- 
fession disclosed  upon  his  brother's  death-bed. 
These  things  so  absorbed  his  thoughts  that,  as 
he  travelled,  he  became  lost  to  all  around  him. 
Night  or  day,  storm  or  sunshine,  came  unheeded 
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to  the  unhappy  traveller.  Over  rock  and  across 
moor,  through  valleys  or  along  plains,  he  pursued 
the  same  unbroken  silence,  until  he  reached  the 
solitary  habitation  of  his  unde,  which  without 
ceremony  or  notice  he  immediately  entered. 

The  surprise  and  amazement  of  the  venerable 
Grono  at  this  sudden  appearance  of  his  kins- 
man, it  is  not  easy  to  describe.  There  was  no 
warm  welcome  given.  Looks  only  were  proffered 
on  either  side ;  and  a  delicate  young  female,  who 
was  his  uncle's  only  companion,  changed  colour 
repeatedly,  as  she  csist  inquiring  glances  at  the 
stranger. 

"Kynfin,"  at  length  articulated  Ap  Mere- 
dyth,  in  a  tone  of  doubt  and  apprehension, 
"  what  brings  you  here  ?  Is  it  your  spirit  or 
yourself?     Speak,  boy ! — speak  !" 

"  I  am  the  bearer  of  ill  tidings,"  rq)1ied  Kyn- 
fin,  in  a  sepulchral  voice,  as  he  sank  down  upon 
a  seat  which  stood  near. 

"  He  comes  from  the  battle-field !  Yes !  He 
comes  from  the  side  of  Tudor  l"  oried  Aliano, 
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difitraetedly,  the  instant  she  heard  die  name. 
Sprioging  to  the  side  of  the  stranger,  she  con^ 
tioued,  in  a  supplicating  tone,— 

"Kynfin,  have  pity  on  me!  Tell  me  how 
jiMi  left  my  own  Tudor — my  kindest,  best  of 
husbands !  Keep  me  not  in  suspense !  I^  he 
wounded  ? — sick  ! — dead  I  Oh  I  merciful  God  I 
he  is  dead  I" 

A  wild  shriek  burst  from  her  agonized  heart, 
and  she  threw  herself  unconsciously  into  the 
arms  of  the  venerable  Grono. 

Kynfin's  looks  had  betrayed  that  to  which  his 
speech  refused  to  give  utterance. 

Aliano  was  conveyed  at  once  to  her  chamber, 
where  unremitting  attention  was  paid  to  her  by 
her  fitithful  maidens. 

When  the  first  shock  was  over,  and  Grono 
found  himself  alone  with  Kvnfin,  he  learned  the 
particulars  of  the  last  moments  of  his  young 
kmsman.  Recent  circumstances  had  drawn 
UDcIe  and  nephew  so  much  together,  that  the 
old  man,  more  than  ever  attached  to  Tudor,,  was 
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DOW  Dot  able  loDger  to  suppress  his  feelings,  and 
wept  bittarly. 

How  Tery  still  his  solitafy  abode  remained 
during  that  night !  If  the  angd  of  death  had 
been  there,  his  influence  could  not  have  imparted 
a  gravor  aspect  to  everything  around.  Noise- 
lessly the  domestics  moved  from  room  to  room. 
The  only  sounds  which  fell  upon  the  ear  were 
stifled  sobs,  and  occasionally  hollow,  broken  sen* 
tences  from  mourners  in  different  parts  of  the 
house. 

Many  days  elapsed  before  Aliano  could  in  any 
way  rouse  herself  from  the  depression  into  which 
her  sorrow  had  plunged  her. 

GroDo  entered  her  room,  endeavouring  to 
soothe  her  with  more  than  paternal  solicitude. 
His  efforts  availed  little.  Genuine  grief  is  not 
to  be  comforted  :  it  must  run  its  course  to  its 
exhaustion. 

The  old  man,  fit>m  sorrow  and  anxiety,  had 
a  severe  attack  of  illness.  This  fortunately 
diverted  Aliano  in  some  degree,  by  the  cares  it 
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involved^  from  the  sufferiog  her  own  bereave* 
ment  mflicted. 

Kind  and  affectionate  towards  her  friend 
and  protector,  she  rose  at  once  from  the  couch 
of  sorrow,  and  came  to  attend  upon  Grono.  She 
refused  to  leave  his  bedside  to  others  until  he 
was  able  once  more  to  take  his  accustomed  seat 
iD  the  hall. 

Aliano  had  seen  Kynfin  but  once  after  the  an- 
nouncement of  the  melancholy  event.  And  that 
was  but  for  a  few  minutes  in  Grono's  darkened 
chamber.  She  was  anxious  to  talk  with  him 
alone:  she  had  many  questions  to  ask  about  her 
lamented  Tudor,  and  grew  still  more  impatient 
for  an  interview.  Yet  still  she  delayed,  and  it 
was  long  before  she  summoned  up  resolution  to 
send  for  him.  He  came,  in  obedience  to  her 
request,  to  her  apartment;  and  as  he  silently 
approached  her,  he  was  struck  by  her  delicate 
beauty.  She  immediately  extended  her  hand, 
and  in  gentle  accents  requested  he  would  seat 
himself* 
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The  intenriew  was  eztrerady  painfid,  yet  the 
fortitude  shown  by  Aliano  was  surprising.  At 
her  request  many  sentences  uttered  hy  her  de- 
parted Tudor  were  repeated  over  and  over  again, 
whfle  the  varying  colour  on  h^  cheek  betrayed 
the  deep  emotion  of  a  desolate  heart. 

Before  they  separated,  she  gave  several  letters 
into  Kynfin's  hands,  and  b€f;ged  him  to  peruse 
them  with  attention.  **Tb^'  will  reveal  moch 
to  dear  TudcMr's  advantage,"  she  added,  keep- 
ing her  eyes  to  the  last  upon  the  predous 
packet 

Tudor's  scruples  for  keeping  his  marriage 
secret,  even  from  his  own  fiunily,  were  more 
fully  explained  in  those  letters,  and  much  was 
to  be  said  in  his  defence.  In  other  letters  seU'- 
tences  were  addressed  to  his  parents,  imploring 
their  forgiveness.  Then  again  he  spoke  mneh 
on  the  behalf  of  his  widow,  who  had  left  her 
home,  her  relations,  and  friends,  to  join  her 
destiny  with  bis  own.  If  he  knew  that  th^ 
would  take  her,  and  cherish  her  for  his  sake. 
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ttod  be  a  father  aod  mother  to  her,  as  they 
had  been  to  him,  it  would  smooA  his  death* 
bed. 

Many  similar  expressions  showed  hofw  omcfa 
disturbed  in  mind  he  must  have  been  for  some 
time  befbfB  his  decease. 

Kynfin  ever  afterwards  look  an  interest  in  hb 
bother's  widow.  A  Enk  seemed  to  have  con- 
Dfcfed  them.  Withoat  reserve,  Aliano  learned 
to  speak  to  him  of  her  sorrow,  and  they  fell 
their  sympathy  reeiprocal. 

Kynfin  was  now  anxious  to  reach  Harlech. 
Aliano  would  have  accompanied  him,  but  Grono 
feit  unwiHing  to  part  with  his  fair  companion ; 
thus  their  departure  was  from  day  to  day  delayed. 
One  of  ap  Meredy  th's  domestics  had  already  been 
sent  to  Harlech  with  the  particulars  of  Tudor's 
hst  DQoments.  He  now  return^  with  an  answer 
firom  the  Warden. 

The  letter  was  urgent  and  peremptory: — 
"  Return,  my  son ;  the  heart  of  thy  mother  is 
withering,  come  and  comfort  her.     Come  not 
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without  the  relict  of  our  dear  child,  our  much-* 
lamented  Tudor." 

Kynfin  gave  this  letter  to  Grono,  and  after 
reading  it  carefully,  much  to  their  surprise  he  said, 

**  Infirm  as  I  am,  I  will  go  with  you,  and  in- 
troduce my  sweet  charge  to  her  unknown  relations 
and  new  home.  I  have  taken  a  prominent  part 
in  all  belonging  to  your  affairs,  my  child.  Should 
a  reconciliation  between  you  and  my  good  kins- 
folk be  necessary,  I  am  the  party  to  come  forward 
and  effect  it.  We  will  start  to-morrow  morning. 
I  shall  be  ready  at  any  hoiur  you  please  to 
indicate." 

Aliano  consented  to  this  arrangement,  and 
thanked  Grono  repeatedly  for  his  consideration 
and  kindness. 

The  party  started  an  hour  before  sunrise  for 
Harlech.  The  meeting  between  Kynfin  and  his 
parents  was  touching.  After  the  first  paroxysm 
of  grief  was  passed,  they  turned  to  welcome  the 
sorrowing  young  widow,  lifting  up  their  voices 
and  blessing  her  as  she  entered. 
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**  This,  my  child,  is  to  be  thy  future  home," 
said  Ap  Jevan.  ^'You  are  welcomed  with  a 
parent's  welcome." 

These  words  sank  deep  into  Aliano's  heart ; 
she  felt  a  strong  filial  affection  towards  him  who 
uttered  them. 

Under  the  mournful  circumstances  existent, 
the  sombre  appearance  of  the  great  hall,  indeed 
of  the  whole  castle,  was  oppressive  to  the  spirits, 
and  particularly  to  Kynfin,  He  saw  something 
to  remind  him  of  his  departed  brother  every- 
where. His  strong  bow  remained  suspended  in 
the  hall.  Others  of  his  weapons  were  scattered 
about  in  different  places,  or  hung  in  other  apart- 
ments. He  reflected  that  his  brother's  voice, 
once  heard  there  so  joyous  and  happy,  was  now 
for  ever  silent.  He  continually  repeated,  "  Would 
that  death  had  not  torn  you  from  my  side,  my 
brother,  my  fnend,  my  companion !" 

It  was  sometime  after  the  arrival  of  Aliano, 
before  cheerfulness  gradually  brightened  again 
within  the  walls  of  Harlech.     The  voice  of  an 
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infant  innooent,  too,  was  heanL  Dafydd  ap 
Jevan,  with  a  happy  look,  bdd'  upon  hk  knee 
the  offspring  of  his  first-born,  tracing  in  her 
delicate  features  a  resemblance  to  her  lamented 
fathear.  Dame  Tudor,  who  had  been  scarcely 
known  to  smile  after  the  death  of  her  son,  now 
gazed  with  ddight  upon  the  blooming  child. 
She  called  it  endearing  names,  and  became  its 
second  mother.  That  mother  alone  was  not 
more  happy  than  Dame  Tudor,  as  she  clasped 
her  infant  in  h&r  arms,  and  felt  that  it  had  come 
like  a  gentle  zephyr  on  a  warm  summer's  eve 
to  refresh  her  drooping  spirits. 

After  Kynfin*s  return  he  became  much  changed 
in  his  personal  character.  His  careless  and  merry 
countenance  now  bore  traces  of  melancholy,  even 
of  dejection.  His  low  spirits  were  at  first  attri- 
buted to  the  loss  he  had  sustained  in  his  brother's 
death  ;  but  time  wore  on,  and  with  it  appeared  no 
alteration ;  at  last  he  became  a  subject  of  anxiety 
to  his  parents.  His  rejitless  spirit  never  seemed  at 
peace.     He  continually  absented  himself,  roving 
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from  pkce  to  place,  seeking  daoger  wherever  it 
offisred,  and  acting  appareotly  without  refleotion. 
lo  stormy  mghts,  he  was  in  the  bay  buffeting  the 
iDgry  elements^  as  if  they  could  alone  soothe  his 
spirit.  His  manner  towards  his  family  became 
strange  and  unaccountable.  Occasionally  a  burst 
of  affection  would  escape  him,  and  his  manly 
cheek  appear  bedewed  with  tears.  lorvariahly 
upon  these  occasions  it  was  observed  that  h^ 
hastily  left  his  home,  as  if  he  were  ashamed, 
or  annoyed,  at  betraying  his  real  feelings. 

Aliano,  well  aware  how  Kynfin's  singular  con- 
duct distressed  his  parents,  at  length  determined 
to  make  him  give  some  explanation  of  a  course 
of  conduct  so  foreign  to  his  pristine  habits. 

Kynfin  had  been  from  home  several  days. 
Aliano  awaited  his  return  with  more  than  usual 
ioapatienoe.  The  jEaroily  had  retired ;  she  was 
akne  in  the  great  hall,  watching  the  fragments 
of  a  smouldering  log  upon  the  hearth,  and  doubt- 
ing whether  her  brotherin-law  would  come  home 
&r  the  night 


144  GLADYS  OF  HARLECH. 

"  Kynfin,  Kynfin  I"  she  ejaculated  aloud, 
"  why  do  you  act  so  cruelly  towards  those 
who  love  you  ?  Why  throw  a  shadow  across 
their  path,  which  has  already  beeo  darkened  by 
80  much  sorrow  ?" 

"You  may  well  ask  why,  Aliano/'  said  a 
voice  close  to  her  ear ;  and  Kynfin  himself  stood 
before  her.  "  I  am  miserable,  unutterably  miser- 
able.    In  pity  spare  me,  my  sister." 

**  I  will  spare  you — I  will  make  every  allowance 
for  you,  only  teU  me  what  it  is  that  makes  you 
unutterably  miserable?" 

Kynfin's  face  grew  paler  and  paler,  while  he 
run  his  slender  fingers  through  his  hair, 
and  fixed  his  wild  eyes  upon  his  com- 
panion. 

"  Were  I  to  tell  you,  Aliano,  you  would  say  I 
was  wrong,  very  wrong ;  you  would  scorn  me — 
you  would  hate  me.  Yet  Heaven  destined  that 
we  should  see  each  other.  Heaven  has  given 
you  a  voice  which  probes  the  inmost  recesses  of 
my  soul,  and  has  thrown  me  out  of  myself. 
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Aliano  I  love  you  with  a  passion  I   cannot 
control." 

His  voice  was  agitated,  and  his  whole  frame 
trembled,  as  he  continued — 

''  Yes,  Aliano,  it  is  this  uncontrollable  passion 
which  has  made  me  miserable,  made  me  wander 
from  my  home ;  made  me  n^lect  my  parents 
when  they  wanted  comfort,  and  received  pain. 
It  is  this  that  is  destroying  my  brain  and  draining 
my  existence.  Now  I  have  told  you  alL  Despise 
me,  hate  me !"  Then  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands,  he  sank  upon  his  knees  before  her. 

Surprise  and  distress  unutterable,  were  de- 
leted upon  the  beautiful  coimtenance  of  the 
young  widow ;  with  all  the  natural  gentleness 
and  kindness  of  her  heart,  she  was  shocked  and 
grieved.  For  some  minutes  she  was  unable  to 
articulate  a  word.  Kynfin  still  bent  his  head^ 
kneeling  before  her.  At  length  she  said,  with  a 
firm  but  gentle  voice : 

"  Kynfin,  my  brother,  arise !  If  you  love  me 
as  you  profess  to  do,   have  a  regard  for  my 

VOL.  I.  H 
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feelings^   and   your   own    duty.      I    am   your 
brother's  widow.     I  cannot  so  easily  forget  the 
memory  of  one,   whom  I   cherished   with  an 
affection,  such  as  you  described.     Kynfin  you 
must    pray  to  heaven  for   strength  of   mind. 
You  must  strive  to  conquer  the  passion  you  have 
avowed.     For  my  sake,  for  that  of  your  family, 
for  your  own  peace  of  mind,  endeavour  it,  I  will 
then  be  grateful  and  regard  you  with  a  sister's  love. 
Cease  to  distress  me.      Cease  to  make  me  the 
cause  of  darkening  your  paternal  home,  and  of 
bringing  down  the  grey  hairs  of  our  parents 
with  sorrow  to  the  grave." 

Thus  saying,  she  arose  from  her  seat  and 
retired  to  her  apartment,  where  she  gave  way 
to  the  bitter  grief  which  the  unexpected  address 
of  Kynfin  had  caused,  but  which  in  his  presence 
it  became  her  to  restrain  from  a  sense  of  her 
own  self-respect,  leaving  him  half  unconscious  of 
her  departure. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Siege  of  Harlech — Magnanimous  conduct  of 
Sir  Richard  Herbert. 

The  suq  was  setting  superbly,  tinging  Cardi- 
gan's deep  blue  waters  with  the  colours  of  the 
radiant  bow.  Flickering  clouds  of  gold  and 
purple  took  new  shapes,  emitting  a  thousand 
haes  of  the  richest  character,  then  breaking  and 
dispersing  in  rivalry  of  glory.  They  vanished 
at  last,  as  if  into  another  wide  and  distant  sea, 
our  own  concealing  that  brilliant  orb,  the  de- 
parture of  which  they  had  so  gorgeously  adorned 
with  colours  dipped  in  heaven — that  orb,  which 
had,  as  it  were,  but  a  moment  before  seemed 
reluctant  to  part  from  a  scene  so  faur. 
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^*  Gone  !  gone !"  said  Aliano  to  her  little  girl, 
as  she  stood  by  Ap  JeTan's  side,  watdiing,  from 
one  of  the  towers,  the  lovely  sunset  **  It  is 
after  all  a  gloomy  parting,"  she  observed.  Then 
she  held  up  her  little  one  to  kiss  its  grandfather 
and  bid  him  a  good  night. 

"  Why  hurrv  awav  V*  said  the  chieftain  ;  "  the 
chfld  is  not  sleepy.  Stay,  my  spirits  are  low, 
very  low." 

**  You  suffer  the  affairs  of  the  nation  to  interest 
you  too  deeply,"  replied  Aliano,  in  a  tone  of 
gf  ntk  reprimand.  "  The  impending  dangers 
may  be  great,  yet,  my  dear  fathor,  we  should 
not  forget,  that  the  same  mighty  hand  which 
has  just  concealed  the  sun  from  our  eyes  dic- 
tates and  governs  all,  not  only  in  heaven  but 
also  on  the  earth." 

**  I  know  it,  my  difld.     I  pray  fervently  that 
the  misfortunes,  both  public  and  private,  which 
I  feel  must  come  sooner  or  later,  may  be  re- 
ceived in  a  spirit  of  resignation  and  fortitude." 
Several   years    passed,    and   great   changes 
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happened,  after  Margaret  of  Anjou  set  out  on 
her  triumphant  march  to  London.  Three 
battles  had  been  fought,  and  to  the  queen's 
sorrow,  she  had  found  in  the  young  Earl  of 
Marche  a  more  powerful  antagonist  than  his 
father.  The  king  was  still  a  prisoner.  After 
the  defeat  of  the  Red  Roses  at  Towton,  Mar- 
garet with  the  Prince  of  Wales  fled  to  France, 
leaving  the  Earl  of  Marche  at  the  zenith  of  his 
ambition,  and  King  of  England. 

During  this  period  he  had  sent  repeated 
threats  to  the  stubborn  enemy  of  his  house, 
Dafydd  ap  Jevan,  to  deliver  up  the  key  of  the 
north,  or  that  he  should  suffer  on  Tower  Hill. 
The  Warden  kept  every  thing  quiet,  yet  still 
some  uneasiness  was  felt  in  the  little  town  of 
Harlech.  Ill  omens  were  rumoured  as  being 
observed,  and  the  country's  superstition  was 
excited. 

About  an  hour  after  the  sun  had  set,  and 
Aliano  had  left  the  battlements  with  her  in&nt 
diarge,  Dafydd  was  suddenly  roused  from  his 
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rererie  by  loud  shouts  from  the  town  bdow. 
He  immediately  hastened  to  the  spot  A  body 
of  anned  men  had  entered  Harlech,  and  pro- 
ceeding to  the  habitation  of  Morgan,  had  seized 
and  boimd  him  hand  and  foot,  to]  the  astonish- 
ment of  the  unhappy  captive. 

"What  have  I  done?"  cried  the  poor  shoe- 
maker, "  to  deserve  this  brutal  treatment  ?  In 
truth  good  Saxons,  you  must  have  mistaken 
your  man." 

**  Mistaken  our  man,  indeed  1  I  trow  we 
know  our  business  better  than  that,  you  Lan- 
castrian dog.  It  is  only  such  fools  as  you,  blind 
buzzard,  who  get  mixed'  up  with  politics,  and 
by  way  of  a  reward  are  finished  with  a  knock 
on  the  head." 

The  ruffians  laughed  in  chorus,  and  gave 
Morgan  a  kick  to  keep  him  from  struggling. 

**  By  St.  George,  you  had  better  keep  quiet 
or  you  win  have  the  worst  of  it,"  vociferated 
one  of  them  with  an  angry  expression.  "I 
would  as   soon  deal  with  a  brute  or  an  idiot 
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18  with  one  of  these  Welsh  boors  1  There  now, 
ixiU  your  crying,  baby/'  continued  the  speaker 
s&vagdy  strikiog  a  little  child,  who  was  affec- 
tionately dingbg  about  his  fether's  knees,  and 
sobbing  piteously.  The  blow  was  of  so  severe 
a  nature  that  the  luckless  child  feU  down  sense- 
less. A  crowd  assembled.  Loud  shrieks  from 
the  women  rent  the  air,  and  anger  was  roused 
in  the  hearts  of  the  brave  men  of  Harlech. 
They  took  up  arms  and  ran  to  the  spot. 

In  the  midst  of  this  uproar,  the  chieftain 
appeared,  who,  without  a  moment's  hesitation 
(dlling  upon  his  men  to  keep  dose  to  his  side), 
ftU  upon  the  disturbers  of  the  town«  and  released 
Morgan  from  their  clutches. 

At  this  sudden  change  of  affairs,  the  English 
sddiers  were  crest-fallen  and  confounded.  They 
were  all  led  in  chains  to  the  castle. 

In  this  way  commenced  Ap  Jevan's  misfor- 
tooes.  No  sooner  had  Edward  of  York  re- 
ceived tidings  of  the  affair,  than  he  became 
vidently  excited.     Recalling  his  father's  injunc- 
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tioDS,  he  swore  a  terrible  oath,  that  this  daring 
outlaw,  the  Captain  of  Harlech,  should  pay  the 
penalty  of  his  animosity  to  the  house  of  York. 

"  I  ¥nll  trifle  no  longer  with  this  Liaocas- 
triao/'  contmued  Edward.  "Let  my  own 
sword  taste  my  blood  if  I  do.  Not  a  shadow 
of  merc^  shall  be  shown  to  him,  or  his  family. 
You,"  he  added  tummg  to  William  Herbert, 
Earl  of  Pembroke,  '*  we  expect  to  execute  our 
commands  without  delay." 

With  infinite  difficulty  the  English  general 
led  his  army  through  the  Alpine  r^ons  of 
Wales,  and  in  less  than  a  fortnight,  greatly  worn 
by  fatigue  and  deprivation,  they  reached  their 
destination,  not  much  to  the  delight  of  the 
soldiers.  They  stood  gazing  upon  the  strong 
grey  turrets,  jutting  out  and  frowning  in  bold 
relief.  It  was  evidently  a  fortress  not  easy  to 
be  subdued.  From  the  dark  expanse  of  sea, 
whence  came  the  wild  notes  of  the  sea  birds,  in 
numbers  more  than  they  had  ever  before  seen, 
the  murmur  of  the  waves  floated  on  the  breeze, 
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and  the  whole  presented  a  novel  arena  for  militaiy 

vai&re. 

AAer  the    si^e    had    been  carried  on  for 

litde  more  than  a  week,  the  Bail  of  Pembroke 

assigoed  the  conduct  of  the  operations  to  his 

lHt>tfaer  Sir    Richard,   a    valiant  hero  of  his 

day,  oeariy  as  renowned  for  his  feats  of  bravery, 

as  the  intrepid  and  invincible  Dafydd  himself. 

One  of  the  first  things  he  did  was  to  dispatch 

a  peremptory    summons  in  the  name  of   the 

king  for  the  immediate  surrender  of  Harlech. 

Dafydd  received  the  message  with  scorn,  and 

fixing  his  steady  gaze  upon  the  envoy,  gave  the 

following  ready  reply : — 

**  Go  tell  your  general  I  held  a  tower  in 

France  till  the  old  women  in  Wales  heard  of  it ; 

and  now  I  will  let  the  old  women  in  France  hear 
bow  1  defend  my  fortress  in  Wales." 

The  Saxon  knight  was  not  so  much  surprised 
as  pleased  with  the  Welsh  chieftain's  bold  reply, 
and  exdaimed  with  much  animation ; — 

^'  Bravo !  bravo  !   a  Wekhman  to  boot !     I 

H   3 
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should  like  to  make  the  chieftain's  aoquaintanoe. 
His  heart  is  in  the  right  place.  On  my  soul, 
I  admire  his  spirit !  Aye,  and,  I  trow,  it  is  a 
great  shame,  a  sad  reflection  on  us  not  to  leave 
this  renowned  hero  of  the  French  wars  alone. 
He  has  served  his  country  well ;  and  now  he  is 
declining  in  life,  these  proceedings  ought  not  to 
occur.*' 

With  noble  feelings  towards  Dafydd  and  his 
family,  Sir  Richard  went  to  pay  his  respects  to 
the  Warden  and  was  courteously  received.  He 
was  evidently  struck  with  something  about  the 
beautiful,  young  widow,  and  without  disguise 
took  a  lively  interest  in  the  whole  family ;  nor 
did  he  retire  from  their  presence  before  he  had 
formed  a  resolution  to  intercede  with  the  King 
in  their  behalf. 

Dispatches  were  immediately  sent  off  to  his 
royal  master  with  the  true  state  of  affairs,  ac- 
quainting the  monarch  with  the  nobleness  of 
Ap  Jevan's  conduct,  and  the  harmlessness  of 
his  nature,  when  left  undisturbed ;  and,  finaDy, 
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hoping  the  King  would  consider  the  difficulties 
attending  such  a  siege,  particularly  with  regard 
to  the  invmdble  strength  of  this  fortress.  The 
siege  expense  would  be  enormous. 

On  receiving  this  statement,  the  King  only  be* 
came  more  angry,  and  passionately  exclaimed : — 

"  Go  tell  that  blind  fool  of  a  knight  I  will 
oot  be  hampered  with  these  useless  dispatches. 
I  will  be  obeyed.  My  commands  are  unal- 
terable. The  si^e  shall  be  carried  on,  if  it 
drain  my  coffers,  and  cost  in  time  all  my  life 
to  take  the  place." 

The  siege  was  conducted,  in  consequence, 
with  vigour  and  skill.  Yet  for  some  time  the 
besiegers  had  the  mortification  to  see  that  their 
efforts  were  of  no  avaiL 

Dafydd  had  well  stocked  the  fortress  with 
provisbns  and,  by  the  aid  of  a  secret  passage 
underground,  managed  from  time  to  time  to 
get  fresh  supplies  unknown  to  the  enemy. 

This  state  of  things  long  continued.  The  be- 
siegers were  puzzled  to  discover  how  the  garrison 
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subsisted.  No  egress  from  the  castle  was  left 
unguarded.  At  last  the  Saxons  began  to  suspect 
there  was  some  subterranean  communication, 
which  with  incessant  activity  they  endeavoured 
to  discover. 

It  was  the  faithful  Howel  who,  pale  and 
breathless,   brought  the  intelligence  that   the 
enemy  had  been  seen  near  the  mouth  of  the 
cave  in  which  was  the  entrance  to  the  passage. 
They  had  also  captured  a  boat  laden  with  pro- 
visions.    This  was  a  death-blow  to  the  defence, 
and  Dafydd  felt  the  danger.     Hiere  was  only  the 
alternative  to  block  up  the  entrance  of  the  pas- 
sage and  starve.     Before  the  night  after  the  dis- 
covery had  elapsed,  the  passage  was  blocked  up, 
and  Dafydd  sat  in  his  hall,  surrounded  by  his  fa- 
mily, suffering  under  the  most  painful  rdSections. 
Those  he  loved  so  dearly  he  must  see  die  before 
his  eyes,  or  give  them  up  to  an  insulting  enemy, 
to  be  ill-used  and,  perhaps,  led  to  the  block. 

His  little  grandchild  was  standing  with  her 
hand  upon  his  knee.     He  pushed  her  away,  as 
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if  he  could  Dot  trust  himself,  and  strode  rapidly 
up  and  down  the  apartment.  Mistress  Tudor, 
with  a  deep  melancholy  settled  on  her  features, 
in  a  high-backed  chair,  mechanically  running 
out  her  thread  at  her  spinning-wheel,  and 
gracing  thoughtfully  first  at  one,  and  then 
at  another.  Aliauo  was  sitting  with  her  hands 
dasped  together,  following  the  chieftain  with 
her  anxious  gaze,  as  he  moved  to  and  fro. 
Kynfin  was  watching  her  with  that  strange 
countenance  which  had  lately  identified  him. 
Not  a  lip  moved :  suppressed  sighs  alone  min- 
gled with  the  monotonous  buzzing  of  the  wheel. 
It  was  a  scene  of  woe. 

Little  Gladys — for  that  was  the  name  of 
Tudor's  infant  daughter, — ^little  Gladys  had  been 
standing  for  some  time  with  her  face  turned 
away,  ojfended  at  the  harsh  and  unusual  treat- 
ment of  her  grandfather.  She  did  not  cry, 
though  tears  were  wetting  her  tiny  fingers.  At 
length  a  succession  of  sobs  burst  forth  from  her 
little  heart,  drawing  the  general  attention.     Ap 
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Jevan  immediately  approached,  and  taking  her 
in  his  arms,  fondly  caressed  her. 

''  Fy  mheth  bach"  (my  own  little  darling) 
**  bach  anwyl/'  murmured  he,  deeply  affected,  "  I 
am  not  content  being  myself  miserable,  but  I 
must  embitter  thy  tender  years.  Come,  little  one, 
cheer  up — stroke  your  grandfather's  cheek.  You 
shall  be  happy.  We  will  all  live  to  make  you 
happy,"  he  concluded,  in  a  wild  and  unnatural 
exclamation. 

At  that  moment  a  knocking  at  the  outer 
gates  interrupted  the  touching  scene. 

**  Command  that  he  be  shown  in,"  said  Ap 
Jevan,  upon  Kynfin  informing  him  that  Sir 
Richard  the  Saxon  stood  before  the  gates. 
Then  putting  down  his  grandchild,  he  stood 
erect,  to  receive  his  generous  opponent. 

The  terrified  infant  dung  to  her  grandsire's 
knees,  lisping  impassionately,  "  A  Saxon !  a 
Saxon !  cruel  Saxons !  I  hate  the  Saxons !" 

Sir  Richard,  who  had  come  with  the  hope  of 
sparing  life,  advanced  towards  the  ladies,  and 
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bowed  ivith  his  usual  gallantry.  Then,  turning 
to  accost  the  Warden,  he  offered  him  his  hand, 
and  said-— 

"I  do  not  see,  my  noble  captain,  why,  pri- 
vately and  individually,  we  should  not  be  on 
tams  of  friendship.     It  is  my  misfortune  to  be 
pablidy  your  foe.     Let  me  pray  you  to  con- 
sid^  it  only  in  that  point  of  view.     Whenever 
it  ia  in  my  power  to  befriend  you,  I  will  do  so. 
I  have  now  come  on  a  mission  to  work  a  recon- 
ciliation between  you  and  my  royal  master.     It 
is  with  sorrow  I  look  upon  these  massive  walls, 
so  gloriously  defended  by  your  ancestors  and 
yourself,  and  think  how  soon  they  must  be  pol- 
luted by  the  vulgar  soldiers,  ravening  for  plun- 
der.   The  siege  must  terminate  in  the  way  I 
have  described.      You,  a  great  chieftain,  and, 
perhaps,  all  your  family,  as  well  as  your  brave 
foQowers,  if  not  previously  starved  to  death,  will 
most  probably,  without  trial  or  further  cere- 
mony, be  executed  upon  Tower  Hill.     All  that 
I  have  said  you  must  see  is  correct     Rapid 
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her  distracted  grandsire.  She  laid  her  cheek 
upon  his  hand,  and,  looking  tenderly  into  his 
face,  inquired  ^hy  they  did  not  send  the  cruel 
Saxon  away.  ''Taid  anwyl*^  had  never  been 
unhappy  till  the  cruel  Saxons  came  under  their 
walls." 

*  Dear  grandfather. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

Imprisonment    of  Ap  Sevan -^  He   and  his 

Family  pardoned. 

On  the  arrival  of  the  Welsh  chieftain  in  the 
capital,  with  fifty  of  his  brave  adherents,  all 
gentlemen  of  good  descent,  a  deep  sensation  was 
evinced  amongst  those  who  favoured  the  house 
of  Lancaster.  They  deplored  in  secret  the  fate 
of  these  brave  and  zealous  adherents  from  Wales, 
who  were  at  once  placed  under  close  confinement 
b  the  Tower. 

At  this  reverse  of  fortune,  Dafydd  ap  Jevan 
had  much  with  which  to  struggle.  Since  he 
bad  last  been  in  England's  metropolis,  the  con- 
trast was  too  great,  not  to  force  comparisons. 
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Vividly  did  the  whole  scene  come  before  him. 
Once  he  had  been  borne  along  in  triumph,  the 
excited  and  fickle  populace  had  flocked  to  gaze 
upon  the  Cambrian  warrior,  the  hero  of  the 
French  wars,  filling  the  air  with  loud  acclama- 
tions, now  like  a  felon,  he  was  dragged  through 
the  streets.  Contempt  and  ill-feeling  were 
upon  the  lips  of  the  same  populace,  from  which 
loud,  vulgar,  and  insulting  merriment  confused 
the  ears  and  harassed  the  spirits  of  the  weary 
prisoners.  They  were  even  thankful  to  gain  the 
quiet  of  the  Tower  dungeon.  Such  was  the 
change  in  minds  destitute  of  honour  and  prin- 
ciple  —  such  the  evanescence  of  popular  ap- 
plause. 

Sir  Richard,  to  whom  the  prisoners  had 
surrendered,  sought  an  interview  with  the  King. 
The  monarch  was  at  supper,  seated  with  his 
amiable  queen,  on  his  right  hand ;  his  mother,  the 
Duchess  of  York,  on  his  left,  while  Lord  Rivers, 
Lord  Scales,  and  several  members  of  the  royal 
family  besides,  were  partaking  of  the  banquet. 
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"  So  ho  1  trasty  Knight  \"  exdaimed  Edward 
courteously,  motioDiDg  him  to  be  seated     **  You 
ve  the  bearer  of  glorious  news,  I  hear,  arrived 
apropos  with  yourself,  to  enliven  our  evening's 
entertainment.     All  will  join  with  me  in  drink- 
ing a  toast — our  hearty  thanks  to  brave  Sir 
Richard  Herbert  for  ridding  the  nation  of  the 
contunQacious  Lancastrian,  who,  I  can  scarcely 
believe  it,  is  at  last  safely  deposited  in  the  Tower. 
By  St.  George,  we  must  lose  no  time  in  striking 
off  the  head  of  that  traitor,  lest  he  escape  us. 
More  of  this  in  private,  good  Sir  Richard,  blood 
at  banquetting  with    ladies    does    not  assimi- 
late.   Come,  amuse  us  with  an  account  of  your 
exploit.     I  was  alarmed  by  your  last  despatch, 
lest  you  should  take  years  to  become  master  of 
the  keep." 

"True,  your  Highness;  the  Welsh  chief 
would  at  this  moment  have  been  still  the  pos- 
sessor of  Harlech's  impregnable  fort,  had  I  not 
made  overtures  to  him  by  promismg  that  I  would 
intaxede  on  behalf  of  his  family  and  himself. 
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Upon  this  mission  I  have  arrived  here,  and  feel 
assured  when  your  Highness  has  heard  the  parti- 
culars of  the  affair,  you  will  not  refuse  the  request, 
it  being  a  matter  of  honour.     The  select  as- 
semblage which  I  have  the  honour  of  addressing 
is  perhaps  not  aware  that  the  chief  of  Harlech 
is  the  same  brave  soldier  who,  long  before  the 
unhappy  contention  between  the  pale  and  the 
dark  roses,  fought  for  England's  glory  and  dis- 
tinguished himself  in  the  French  wars.     He  is 
now  declining  in  years.     His  family  have  im- 
plored me  to  be  a  mediator  between  my  royal 
master  snd  their  beloved  parent.     Restore  him 
to  his  family,  and  gratitude  alone  will  keep  him 
from  raising  his  hand  against  your  noble  house. 
Besides  this,  your  Highness  will  not  dishonour 
me  by  breaking  the  terms  of  the  capitulation." 
As  Sir  Richard  concluded  this  sentence,  every 
eye  was  turned  upon  him,  all  being  interested  by 
the  various  questions  which  were  asked  by  the 
company.     It  was  not  thus  with  the  King.  The 
royal  countenance  had  fallen.     Instead  of  the 
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animated  and  smiling  expression  which  it  had 
before  borne,  it  was  now  one  of  severity  and 
suppressed  anger. 

"  What !  sir  Knight  ?  your  language  amazes 
me ;  keep  capitulations  with  traitors  ?  Demand 
pardon  for  an  enemy  of  our  house,  that  it  has 
cost  so  many  years  to  subdue.  Can  I  forget 
that  my  fether  was  disgraced  through  his  means, 
and  that  the  fie^  little  Queen,  through  him, 
escaped  our  hands.  No,  by  the  powers  of 
heaven!  no  interceding  shall  avail.  He  shall 
(fie  the  death  of  a  traitor  on  Tower  Hill  to- 
morrow.    His  family  shall  suffer  with  inm.'* 

The  Queen  who,  in  the  lifetime  of  her  first 
hosband  Sir  John  Grey,  had  been  a  staunch 
friend  to  the  house  of  Lancaster,  felt  a  secret 
interest  in  the  fate  of  the  unfortunate  Welsh- 
man, whose  person  and  character  were  not  alto- 
gether unknown  to  her.  Dafydd  had  in  early 
years  rendered  her  deceased  lord  great  services. 
Tears  filled  her  eyes,  and  placing  her  trembling 
hand  upon  the  arm  of  her  consort,  and  looking 
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impIoriDgly   in   her   face,   she   said,  in   gentle 
accents — 

"  Be  not  angry  with  me,  my  Lord,  at  inter- 
fering. Let  it  please  your  Highness  that  the 
Welsh  chief  be  brought  forthwith  into  our 
presence.  We  can  then  hear  what  he  has  to 
say  in  his  defence.  Will  my  liege  lord  grant 
me  this  fiivour  ?" 

So  soft  did  these  words  fall  upon  the  King's 
ear,  and  so  sweet  was  the  expression  of  the  eyes 
which  were  turned  upon  him,  that,  like  the 
charm  of  an  Orphean  lyre  upon  the  beasts  of 
the  forest,  it  made  the  savage  breast  of  the 
monarch  relent.  He  immediately  turned  to  Sir 
Richard,  and  ordered  him  to  see  that  the  Queen's 
wish  was  fulfilled. 

The  hour  was  late  when  Dafydd  appeared 
before  the  King.  There  was  something  im- 
posing in  the  bearing  of  the  captured  chief,  as 
he  stood  with  his  noble  figure  and  open  coun- 
tenance, not  unmarked  nor  unworn  with  cares 
and  sorrows. 
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*'  Have  you  aoything  to  communicate  ?"  in- 
qoired  the  Queen,  looking  steadily  into  Dafydd's 
face,  as  if  she  wished  to  ascertain  if  he  reco^. 
nized  her. 

"  Have  you  ought  to  say  in  your  defence  ?" 
rejoined  the  King  with  an  angry  gesture ;  at  the 
same  time  inwardly  gratified  at  the  sight  of  his 
intended  victim.  The  question  had  to  be  re- 
peated before  Dafydd  vouchsafed  a  reply. 

"I  understand  what  your  Highness  has 
spoken — Ap  Jevan  has  nothing  to  say  in  his 
defence.  You  state  yourself  to  be  the  rightfiil 
heir  to  the  crown,  I  have  not  yet  acknowledged 
vour  Highness  as  such,  consequently  I  am  a 
trutor  in  the  eyes  of  your  court,  and  therefore 
must  die.  But,"  he  continued,  turning  mourn- 
My  towards  the  Queen,  "  1  would  say  much  on 
behalf  of  my  family.  It  is  hard  they  should 
suffer.  It  is  for  them,  gentle  lady,  I  would  im- 
jJore  mercy." 

His  voice  faltered,  and  throwing  himself  upon 
is  knees,  before  the  consort  of  his  revengeful 
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foe,  he  caught  hold  of  her  robe,   and  looki'^g 
WAdiy  into  her  face,  repeated  vehemently  : — 

"  Heaven  touch  your  l|eart,  my  li^  lady,  to 
exert  your  influence  on  behalf  of  my  wife  and 
children.  They  surrendered  with  their  home  on 
conditions  of  honour/' 

Edward  began  to  be  alarmed  lest  Dafydd 
should  work  upon  the  feelings  of  the  fair  sex 
present.  Turning  to  some  of  his  attendants, 
he  said, 

"This  act  of  presumption  is  too  much. 
Take  the  dissembling  old  man  out  of  my  pre- 
sence. Let  him  be  removed  back  to  the  Tower ; 
where  he  will  not  long  await  his  execution." 

It  was  now  that  Sir  Richard  Herbert's  heart 
burned  within  him.  Stepping  forward,  he  said 
in  a  firm  and  determined  tone — 

"  Let  not  your  Highness  be  hasty  in  your  de- 
cision. The  life  of  this  noble  Welshman  lies 
on  my  honour — you,  Sire,  will  not  destroy 
that  r 

"My   words  are    unalterable,"  replied    the 
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Kiag  oooQy :    "  he  shall   die  the   death  of  a 

traitor." 

'*  That  shall  not  be,  Sire,"  retorted  the  valiant 
and  daring  Knight.  "  You  may,  if  you  please, 
take  my  life  in  lieu  of  that  of  the  Welsh  captain, 
bat  I  win  not  be  disgraced — I  will  not  be  dis- 
honoured I  am  a  soldier,  a  zealous  subject,  to 
whom  death  is  less  a  calamity  than  disgrace.  I 
win  place  Dafydd  again  in  his  castle,  and  your 
Highness  may  send  whom  you  please  to  take 
him  out." 

No  sooner  had  Sir  Richard  Herbert  concluded 
these  words,  than  he  strode  out  of  the  apart- 
ment, foUowed  by  Ap  Jevan. 

Disappointed  and  incensed  at  his  request  being 
refused,  and  his  honour  stained.  Sir  Richard  was 
preparing  to  put  his  threat  into  execution,  when 
a  messenger  arrived  from  the  King  with  a  sum- 
mons for  his  immediate  attendance.  Sir  Richard 
obeyed,  and  as  he  passed  along  one  of  the  corri- 
dors, on  his  way  to  the  royal  apartments,  a  page 
touched  him  on  the  shoulder,  and  whispered — 
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''  All's  weD,  Sir  Knight,  the  Queen  has  suc- 
ceeded ;  the  Welsh  chief  is  pardoned." 

The  Queen,  with  her  extraordinaiy  influence, 
had  spoken  long  and  earnestly  to  her  royal  con- 
sort. She  pointed  out  to  him  the  impolicy  of 
offending  Sir  Richard  by  a  violation  of  his 
honour.  She  observed  he  was  a  man  who  pos- 
sessed so  much  talent,  and  was  so  useful,  that 
the  crown  would  lose  a  staunch  friend  and  warm 
adherent,  all  for  an  old  man,  who  could  now 
effect  little  for  any  party.  On  the  other  hand, 
would  it  not  be  greatly  to  the  royal  advantage 
to  indulge  Sir  Richard  in  his  request  ?  Was 
not  the  royal  honour  implicated  in  that  of  his 
servant,  Sir  Richard  ?  Depriving  the  chief  and 
his  family  of  their  castle  and  their  lands,  was 
surely  a  sufficient  punishment. 

Thus  the  Queen  had  argued,  and  when  Sir 
Richard  was  ushered  into  the  King's  apartment, 
he  was  surprised  to  find  the  monarch  in  a  better 
humour.  The  Knight  immediately  inquired  if 
he  had  altered  his  mind  about  the  captive. 
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"  Sir  Knight,  I  was  hasty  yesterday.  The 
Wdsh  rebel  aod  his  family  are  pardoned ;  but 
the  pardon  is  conditional.  Should  a  second  of- 
fence be  given  to  my  crown,  he  shall  be  con- 
sidered an  outlaw,  and  all  his  family.  Sir  Knight, 
do  you  not  think  we  could  bring  the  Welsh  captain 
over  to  our  side  ?  What  think  you  of  sending 
a  thief  to  catch  a  thief?  We  might  make  him 
useful  to  us.  In  that  case,  I  would  permit  this 
favourite  of  yours  to  remain  in  his  castle,  and 
perhaps  make  a  peer  of  him  at  last,  if  he  did 
us  the  right  kind  of  service." 

Here  the  monarch  laughed.  Sir  Richard, 
with  a  serious  air,  replied — 

"  No,  Sire,  that  Is  impossible.  Dafydd  would 
rather  die  a  hundred  deaths  than  change  from  a 
great  principle  which  he  thinks  just." 

"  Confound  his  soul,"  retorted  the  King  pet- 
tishly ;  "  I  think  he  might  make  a  bargain  for 
his  life." 

"  He  did  that  in  the  capitulation,  please  your 
Highness/' 
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'^  Expel  him  and  his  family  with  all  their 
household  goods,  friends  or  foes ;  and  remember 
that  they  take  themselves  dean  out  of  Harlech, 
and  leave  no  trace  of  their  footsteps  behind 
them/'  vociferated  the  King. 

The  same  apartment  in  the  Castle  of  Har- 
lech, which  had  in  former  years  been  occupied 
by  the  illustrious  Mai^aret  of  Anjou,  now  con- 
tained the  unhappy  family  of  Dafydd,  prisoners 
in  their  own  abode. 

The  arrangement  bad  been  made  by  Sir 
Ricliard  Herbert,  who  consulted  their  comforts 
in  all  he  did.  He  gave  orders  that  they  should 
be  deprived  of  nothing  save  their  liberty,  during 
the  absence  of  himself  and  Ap  Jevan,  until  the 
King's  pleasure  was  made  known. 

During  their  captivity,  therefore,  Kynfin  and 
Aliano  were  much  together.  Since  the  secret 
had  been  revealed,  there  appeared  to  be  an 
understanding  between  them.  Kynfin  would 
often  speak  to  Aliano,  and  her  influence  over 
him  was  graduaUy  working  a  change  in  his  be- 
haviour. 
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One  evening,  as  they  were  sitting  over  th 
wood-fire,  which  cast,  by  flashes,  a  brillianft  light 
over  the  spacious  and  gloomy  apartment,  all 
speakmg  in  suppressed  tones — Gladys,  who  was 
sitting  on  her  mother's  knee,  covered  her  fece 
with  her  little  hands,  repeating  that  she  could 
not  bear  to  be  always  sitting  in  that  room. 

*'  Why  were  the  Saxon  soldiers  in  ihe  haH  ? 
Why  (fid  her  aowyl  Daid  go  away  with  the 
unkind  Saxon.     Anwyl  Daid  had  said  he  would 

never  let  Ae  widced  Saxons  come  into  the  hall. 
Why,  wl^/'  she  continued,  bursting  into  tears, 
*'  win  you  not  teQ  me  dl  about  it,  my  dear 
mother?     I  am  so  unhappy." 

AliflDo  sighed,  and  endeavoured  to  explain  the 
reason  of  their  painful  position.  The  child  was 
not  satisfied. 

&ynfin,  who  had  been  sitting  at  a  little  dis- 
tance motionfess,  sui^rtmg  his  pale,  lank  fea- 
lores  upon  his  hands,  his  daik  penetrating  eyes 
fixed  upon  the  mother  and  child,  now  rose,  and 
approaduDg,  took  the  child  off  its  ABother's  lap. 


176  GLADYS   OP   HARLECH. 

"  Come/*  said  he,  "  by  mheth  bach,"  while  he 
stroked  the  dark  locks  from  off  her  sweet  inno- 
cent face.     **  I  win  tell  you  a  tale." 

And  he  repeated  something  which  sounded  so 
mysterious,  that  the  child's  attention  was  imme- 
diately diverted.     She  looked  quite  happy. 

"  But  why,  unde  Kynfin,"  cried  Gladys,  at 
length  interrupting  him  with  a  wild  gesticulation, 
"  why  shall  I  not  hate  the  Saxons  ?  I  do  hate 
them.     They  are  horrid  wicked  people/* 

Aliano's  cheek,  which,  but  a  few  minutes 
before,  had  been  of  so  pale  a  hue,  was  now  suf- 
fused with  red.  She  felt  an  inward  pang. 
**  Kynfin  will  not  betray  me.  Poor  little  inno- 
cent, thou  shalt  never  know  that  thy  mother  is 
one  of  the  hated  Saxons." 

The  silence  which  followed,  was  broken  by 
confused  noises  in  the  court.  Footsteps  sounded 
in  the  gallery,  and  stopped  at  the  door,  which 
was  instantly  thrown  open,  and  Dafydd  and  Sir 
Richard  stood  before  them.  Loud  exckimations 
of  joy  resounded  through  the  apartments.   How 
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wann  a  wdoome  was  giv«n  to  the  chief  by  those 
be  held  most  dear  on  earth  1 

"  Fy  nghalon  bach  anwyl,"  cried  Dafydd  in 
the  most  endearing  tones,  while  he  clasped  the 
child  who  ran  with  open  arms  to  meet  him. 
"  Your  old  grandsire  has  indeed  returned,  but 
brings  sad,  sad  news  1" 

The  child  had  thrown  her  arms  round  his 
neck,  and  began  sobbing  upon  his  venerable 
bosom. 

''O  fy  meth  bach  anwyll  cheer  up  little 
one ;  what  ails  thee,  child  ?"  contmued  the  chief, 
looking  tenderly  in  her  face. 

"  I  am  sick  at  heart  I  I  thought  the  Saxons 
would  kill  you,  or  put  you  in  a  dungeon,  and  I 
should  never  see  you  more,"  whimpered  Gladys, 
soiiling  through  her  tears,  and  stroking  his 
dieek  with  her  hand. 

"  The  Saxons  are  not  all  bad,  fy  nghalon 
bach,"  said  Dafydd.  **  If  it  had  not  been  for 
this  good  Knight,  you  never  would  have  seen 
me  more.     How  shall  we  ever  repay  this  debt 
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of  gradtude  f"  contitnied  hr,  sddreau 
■'  If  Edward  of  York  bad  ftUoved 
clioBtioii,  he  would  en  tbis  have 
bleeding  head  upon  the  battleinentE 
Bridge  gatea.  You,  my  beloved  h 
hare  been  all  plaoad  in  confinetnei 
Almighty  has  so  willed  it,  that  thn 
tcrpontioo  <rf  the  Quaen  and  our  kii 
Richard,  the  King  bas  softened  bis 
lives  are  spared,  but  we  must  leavi 
for  ever.  Harlech,  tbe  borne  of  { 
is  no  longer  our  home." 

How  bitt^  were  tiiese  words, 
in  bitterness  they  were  spoken,  D) 
them  withoHt  felterii^  in  his  ai 
could  bare  greeted  death  with  joj 
sake  cf  those  he  lorad  he  hailed 
thankful. 

fitifbre  Sir  Ridiard  withdrew,  he 
widow  of  Ap  Da^'dd.  His  W(»ds 
in  an  vnder  tone,  but  so  urgent  in 
KyD&n'a  attenti  ~    ~        tncted  h 
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only  overheard  the  last  sentence — "That  he 
woald  return  in  a  few  hours/' 

No  sooner  had  the  Saxon  Knight  closed  the 
<ioor,  than  AUano  turned  in  her  gentle  and  af- 
fectionate  manner  to  comfort  Dame  Tudor,  who 
had  sank  into  a  species  of  stupor. 

*Dear  mother,  he  is  spared  to  us»"  said  she ; 
"  never  mind  about  leaving  the  castle,  wherever 
we  go  we  shall  be  together,  and  live  to  make 
one  another  happy.  Oh,  yes !  we  may  still  be 
happy !    Dp  not  fret  about  it." 

Misbiess  Tudar  clasped  the  hand  of  her  be- 
loved husband,  who  stood  dose  by  her  side,  and 
looked  up  into  AUano's  face  with  an  expression 
which  ceuld  not  be  misunderstood. 

The  hour  of  midnight  arrived — the  revelry  of 
the  soldiers  in  the  great  haU  was  hushed,  and, 
according  to  promise.  Sir  Richard  made  his  ap- 
pearance. Once  more  he  was  observed  to  speak 
to  AHano,  who  looked  startled  and  uneasy  ;  he 
then  approached  Dafydd,  and  said — 

''  My  brave  and  noble  friend,  during  the  last 
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few  hours,  according  to  the  King's  commands, 
I  have  been  making  arrangements  for  your  de- 
parture. I  have  taken  preventive  measures  to 
conceal  from  the  soldiers  the  King's  edict,  in 
order  that  you  may  make  your  journey  to  the 
mountains  unknown,  both  to  friends  and  foes. 
This  I  consider  of  importance,  for  your  present 
and  future  safety.  The  great  point  is  to  keep 
your  retreat  from  the  King's  knowledge.  I 
have  no  dependence  upon  him.  Kings  have 
long  arms  and  short  memories.  King  Edward 
has  secret  agents,  who  would  not  hesitate  to 
commit  any  foul  deed,  if  they  but  pleased  their 
master,  and  could  finger  gold  m  payment  I 
grieve  deeply  for  you  all,  to  be  thus  obliged  to 
drive  you  from  under  the  roof  which  sheltered 
you  from  your  earliest  years.  Would  that  it 
were  in  my  power  to  spare  you  this  trial,  but 
such  are  the  miseries  of  civQ  war.  I  have  only 
to  add,  noble  chieftain,  since  necessity  ur^es  your 
flight,  be  ready  at  this  hour  to-morrow  night. 
You  shall  have  a  few  faithful  followers  to  con- 
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duct  you  to  that  wild  spot  in  the  mountains, 
which  you  named  to  me  this  morning.  Tell  me 
what  you  desire  to  retain  of  your  household 
goods.  You  might  take  all,  only  it  will  be  ne- 
cessary to  send  them  after  you  by  secret  means. 
Those  things  you  would  take  with  you,  name 
them  to-night,  and  they  shall  be  packed  to- 
morrow. Perhaps  you  will  permit  your  daughter 
to  accompany  me,  and  point  out  the  objects  most 
needful  to  travel  with  you,  as  weH  as  those  you 
wish  to  follow  in  your  steps  ?'' 

"Yes,  dear  father,  I  will  go  with  Sir 
Richard,"  said  Aliano,  interpreting  the  Saxon's 
looks.  *'No  harm  can  befall  me.  I  know 
where  everything  is,  and  I  think  I  know  what 
you  would  select,  and  what  you  would  leave 
behind  r 

Sir  Richard  took  his  lamp,  and  Aliano,  with 
light  steps,  followed  her  companion  from  room 
to  room,  selecting  those  articles  of  which  they 
were  in  search.  Scarcely  a  word  passed  between 
them  till  they  reached  that  apartment  which  Sir 
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Richard  bad  taken  fbr  his  own  private  t: 
where  none  of  the  servants  vere  likdj 
intrude. 

It  was  then  the  Knight  closed  the  door, 
setting  down  the  light,  turned  to  greet  his 
companion  in  the  following  familiar  words— 

"  Aliano,  my  sweet  little  cousin '. 
strange,  surpassing  strange,  to  find  you  ii 
remote  land  !  And  these  are  the  gre; 
walls,  and  not  'a  convent,  which  hid  fron 
world  one  so  much  beloved  and  admired 
so  deefdy  regretted  by  all  ?  Aliano,  how 
it  to  pass  t^at  you,  so  young  and  ami^le. 
have  j^yed  a  pnrt  so  deep  as  to  elui 
covery  ?" 

Aliano  shaded  her  eyes  with  her  han 
trembled  violently. 

"  I  stand  condemned  before  you, 
Richard.     In  merc^  do  not  betray  me  !" 

"Put  away  all  fear,  my  Aliano," 
Richard,  kindly.    "  I  would  not  for  worl 
you  a  moment's  pain." 


GLADYS   OF  HARLBCH.  183 

Aiiano  returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand 
and  iiquired  if  her  grandfis^er  was  alive. 

"  No :  he  has  been  in  his  grave  the  last  two 
years.  He  never  forgave  himself  for  his  cruelty 
to  you." 

Aiiano  sighed. 

"Win  you  be  surprised/'  continued  the 
knigfat,  ''  the  old  man  had  a  presentiment  that 
you  would  some  day  return  to  the  world,  and 
left  his  property  to  you  in  the  event  of  your 
reappearance  ?  This  is  good  news  for  you,  my 
sweet  cousin.  From  the  day  I  recognised  you, 
I  have  longed  for  this  moment  I  seem  to  have 
been  sent  by  Providence  to  render  you  assistance 
in  the  hour  of  need.  Your  present  situation  is 
indeed  lamentable.  The  hardships  which  await 
this  unfortunate  fiimily  you  can  never  support. 
Aiiano,  time  is  urgent,  and  what  I  have  to  say 
must  be  said  in  a  few  words.  Let  me  take 
you  and  your  child  to  your  friends  and  your 
fortune." 

''Treason  to  my  feelings,  good  kinsman!" 


^ 
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cried  Aliano,  with  energy.     "I  cannot  desert 
the  family  of  my  lamented  husband.     I  can- 
not   be    so    ungrateful    to   forget,    under    the 
peculiar  circumstances,  the  welcome  I  received 
upon  my  first  arrival  at  Harlech,  the  love  and 
devotion  which  have  ever  since  been  lavished 
upon  me  and  my  beloved  child.     No,  Richard ; 
you  have  a  kind  heart :  do  not  urge  me  to  take 
so  heartless  a  step.     I  have  lived  with  them  in 
affluence  and  power.     Can  I  leave  them  in  ad- 
versity ? — bowed  down  with  sorrow  ?     Oh  !  no, 
playfellow  and  companion  of  my  early  years,  my 
career  is  marked  out  for  me.     I  am  contented 
and  happy  to  follow  those  who  are  so  dear  to 
me,  wherever  fate  decrees,  until  the  grave  receives 
both  them  and  myself." 
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CHAPTER    XI. 

Dc/|((W  and  his  Family  expelled  from  Har^ 

lech. 

"The  sod  of  Harlech*  is  missing/'  cried  Howel, 
with  a  look  of  despair,  as  he  hurried  into  the 
ctmrtyard  where  the  family  had  assembled  to 
take  their  departure. 

"  Ocban !  ochan !  the  lad  has  not  been  him- 
self since  the  death  of  my  first-bom,"  murmured 
^p  Jevan,  strugglmg  to  retain  that  fortitude 
vhich  every  slight  and  unexpected  grievance 
seemed  ready  to  disorder. 

The  hour,    the   painful   hour    had    arrived. 

*  Tbe  **  80D  of  such  a  place"  is  a  term  generally  used  in 

Wales. 
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They  could  wait  no  longer  for  him.  Dafydd 
bowed  his  head — his  frame  trembled — he  stood 
for  the  last  time  upon  the  threshold  of  bis 
fathers.  His  heart  beat  violently ;  but  he  slowly 
moved  on,  giving  orders  mechanically  to  Howel 
that  every  care  should  be  taken  of  Tudor's 
widow. 

"Lead  the  way — lead  the  way/'  said  he, 
hurriedly,  as  soon  as  bis  daughter  was  seated  in 
her  saddle.  "  I  will  see  to  the  mistress  and  the 
little  one.** 

A  tall  figure  was  standing  outside  the  gate, 
wrapped  in  a  dark  mantle,  as  Howel  and  Aliano 
made  their  appearance.  It  was  Sir  Richard 
Herbert.  In  an  instant  he  drew  up  close,  and 
whispered  a  hurried  and  feeling  address  to  his 
cousin.  After  wringing  her  hand  in  silence, 
and  bidding  her  a  last  farewell,  he  turned  to 
witness  the  bearing  of  the  fallen  chieftain,  as  the 
heavy  gate  grated  on  its  hinges,  excluding  him 
for  ever  from  the  home  of  his  forefietthers. 

In  the  midst  of  all  this  bitterness  of  soul, 


GLADYS   OP  HARLECH.  187 

Dafydd  did  not  foiget  to  express  grateful  thanks 
to  his  fiieody  who  turned  away  painfully  over- 
come, as  the  party  hurried  forward,  and  left 
him  the  solitary  spectator  of  the  pathetic  scene 
far  bdiind. 

The  night  was  gloomy,  the  wind  whistled 
moumfiilly,  howling  through  the  fissures  of  the 
jutting  rooks,  which  overhung  both  sides  of  the 
path  that  led  to  the  secluded  dwelling  of  Howel's 
&ther,  in  the  heart  of  the  mountains. 

In  former  years  often  had  Ap  Jevan  and  his 
sons  traversed  that  glen  during  the  chase,  and 
often  from  Carreg-y-Saeth,  the  "rock  of  the 
anrow,''  had  they  struck  a  deer  to  the  earth,  and 
performed  feats  of  skill  of  which  anecdotes  were 
still  related. 

This  hollow  was  called  by  the  natives  "  Cwm 
Bychan."  It  seemed  formed  by  nature  as  a 
place  of  refuge  for  the  hapless  chfldren  of  the 
soil  Ap  Jevan  felt  grateful  for  so  secure  an 
asylum.  Though  their  deprivations  were  great, 
not  a  murmur  escaped  them. 
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The  moment  Ap  Meredyth  heard  of  the  fate 
of  his  relatives,  he  sent  repeated  messages  to 
request  his  kinsman  and  family  would  come  and 
live  with  him.    But  Ap  Jevan  refused.     He  felt 
it  would  be  hostile  to  his  feelings  of  indepen- 
dence.    But  he  could  see  no  reason  why  Aliano 
and  her  child  should  not  avail  themselves  of  the 
offer.      There  they  would  not  be  deprived  of 
the  luxuries  and  comforts  to  which  they  had 
been  accustomed.     They  would  not  be  so  ex- 
posed to  the  inclemency  of  the  weather,  and  be 
safer  from   the  common   foe  than  with  him. 
Thus  Ap  Jevan  argued,  despite  his  secret  anguish 
at  the  thoughts  of  parting  from  connections  that 
had  entwined  themselves  so  closely  around  his 
heart   as  to  seem   necessary  to  his  existence. 
Still,  wkh  his  noble,  unselfish  nature,  he  was 
urgent  they  should  agree  to  Grono's  proposal. 

Dafydd  was  spared  this  trial  of  their  absence. 
Aliano  would  not  consent  to  leave  him. 

**  No,  no,  dear  father,  never  mention  the  sub- 
ject more,*'   she  repliedi  with   an  affectionate 


GLADYS   OP   HARLECH.  189 

eagerness,  which  was  peculiar  to  her,  and  never 
fiuled  to  win  the  hearts  of  those  with  whom  she 
lived.  I  am  quite  happy,  and  fully  contented 
to  live  10  poverty  with  you.  To  share  your  joys 
and  trials  is  to  me  a  high  privilege." 

How  cheering,  how  warming  these  few  words 
came  home  to  Harlech's  faQen  chief.  In  haste 
be  arose  to  embrace  his  daughter.  Then  a 
solemn  prayer  was  repeated,  and  a  fervent  bless- 
ing implored  upon  his  head. 

Soon  after  these  points  had  been  decided, 
Dafydd,  with  his  usual  mental  activity,  formed 
a  plan  for  building  a  strong  and  commodious 
habitation  among  the  surrounding  rocks,  b^  that 
means  to  ameliorate  their  sufferings  and  dis- 
comforts. The  spot  which  he  fixed  upon  was 
further  up  the  valley  than  the  place  of  their 
present  sojourn.  It  was  a  site  so  remote  that 
it  was  entirely  concealed  from  any  intruders  who 
might  merely  enter  the  cwm.  Howel  was  a 
good  mason ;  and  by  the  assistance  of  some  of 
the  mountaineers,  Dafydd  found  his  work  ad- 
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▼anoe  rapidly  towards  conopletion.  Some  of  the 
rooms  were  partly  excavated  in  the  rock.  The 
buflding,  though  extensive,  was  so  arranged  that 
few  oould  have  distinguished,  from  a  little  dis* 
tanoe,  any  human  habitation  on  the  spot.  The 
place  appeared  firom  a  distance  nothing  more  than 
a  pile  of  fallen  and  broken  rocks,  heaped  promis- 
cuously together. 

During  the  construction  of  this  refuge  Kynfin 
suddenly  arrived  among  them,  to  the  great  joy 
of  his  family,  that  welcomed  him  with  more 
than  its  usual  affection. 

latUe  Gladys  hung  upon  his  neck,  caressing 
him,*  untQ  the  eccentric  son  of  Harlech  was 
overcome,  and  in  vain  endeavoured  to  ooooeal 
his  tears.  Kynfin  was  passionately  fond  of 
children.  He  gave  no  explanation  of  his  dis- 
appearance from  Harlech ;  and  none  but  Aliano 
ventured  to  ask  it,  but  it  was  out  of  the  hearing 
of  others. 

The  building  of  the  new  home  was  not  only 
an  amusement  to  Ap  JeyaOi  but  also  to  Kynfin. 
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They  daily  superintended  the  workmen.  Kynfin 
at  times  energetically  applied  his  hands  to  the 
labour,  while  the  same  gloom  continued  to  rest 
on  his  broWy  with  his  thoughts  absorbed  on  the 
image  of  the  gentle  Aliano.  To  make  her  com- 
fortable and  to  smooth  her  sufferings  seemed  to 
be  now  his  sole  anxiety. 

The  winter  was  unfortunately  severe.  Aliano, 
Hke  a  tender  plant  uprooted,  and  carried  away 
bom  England's  warm  and  cultivated  land,  and 
Imisplaoted  into  this  wild,  desolate  region, 
durank  from  the  bleak  mountain  blast,  and  ap- 
peared to  be  fading  in  health.  Paler  and  paler 
became  her  cheek,  her  step  and  voice  grew 
weaker;  but  she  never  complained,  and  her 
spirits  knew  no  change. 

EAily  in  the  spring, ''  Cader  y  Oil,"  *  for  thus 
Kynfin  had  denominated  the  new  structure,  was 
finished. 

A  quantity  of  household  furniture  which  Sir 
Ridiard  Herbert  had  contrived  to  secure  them, 

*  A  stronghoU  in  a  retreat. 
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was  arranged  in  the  new  dweOing.  Several 
articles  which  the  chieftain  and  his  son  had 
amused  themselves  by  carving  during  the  winter, 
contributed  both  to  the  comfort  and  ornament  of 
their  wild  and  singular  abode. 

The  life  they  led,  was  like  that  of  colonists. 
Kynfin  continuaUy  followed  his  field  sports,  and 
always  well  supplied  the  larder.  The  chieftain 
often  participated  in  the  amusement,  but  yet 
more  frequently  shared  in  Howel's  agricultural 
undertakings.  These  proved  fortunately,  very 
successful,  for  the  fttmily  exiles  from  their  ancient 
comforts.  They  enabled  them  to  partake  of 
luxuries,  which  in  their  most  sanguine  moments, 
they  had  never  anticipated  to  find  in  so  rude  a 
spot. 

Summer  was  approachmg,  during  which, 
several  of  the  Harlech  inhabitants,  after  many  a 
fruitless  search  discovered  the  retreat  of  their 
beloved  chief.  They  were  overwhelmed  with 
joy,  many  quitting  their  houses  by  stealth, 
came  and  settled  in  the  glen,  that  they  might 


GLADYS  OF    HARLECH.  1 93 

be  near  their  friend  the  champion  of  their  youth. 
Thqr  sympathized  with  him  in  adversity,  and 
more  firmly  than  ever  vowed  fealty  to  him. 

Ap  Jevan  was  greatly  affected  at  this  mark  of 
their  attachment.  More  and  more,  he  became 
united  in  heart  and  soul  to  those  good  people. 
He  now  appeared  like  a  parent  watching  over  his 
Domerous  offspring,  rather  than  the  renowned 
ddeftab  over  the  men  of  his  clan. 

To  Ap  Jevan  a  new  interest  thus  arose  to  cheer 
md  reconcile  him  to  adversity.  With  what 
pleasure  did  he  gaze  upon  the  well-known  faces 
assembled  around  him,  as  of  old.  His  path  was 
planted  with  thorns,  but  they  did  not  wither  every 
flower  which  struggled  to  rise  into  blossom 
among  them 

As  the  family  were  about  retiring  to  rest  one 
night  at  a  late  hour,  they  were  alarmed  by  the 
fiirioas  barking  of  the  dogs,  and  an  unin- 
terrupted knocking  at  the  gate.  Their  fears 
were  soon  dispersed;  the  stranger  demanding 
admittance  being  no  other  than   their   Saxon 

YOU   I.  K 
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friend.  Sir  Richard  Herbert,  who  had  been  sent 
on  Bome  government  duty  into  Wales.  He 
could  not  resist  a  visit  to  the  fomily  in  whose 
interest  and  welfare  he  had  taken  such  a  cod- 
apicuoss  part 

Ap  Jevan  had  been,  since  his  arrival  amonj 
the  mountains,  so  great  a  recluse,  that  of  th 
political  events  of  the  day  he  was  profound 
ignorant ;  of  Edward's  increasing  tyranny,  at 
of  tiie  still  hopeless  state  of  the  house 
Lancaster. 

Sir  Richard  informed  them  of  the  melanchi 
end  of  Morgan  the  shoe-maker.  The  wretcl 
man  bad  been  put  to  the  question  od  the  n 
by  the  judges,  in  order  to  extort  fh)m  him 
names  of  the  pailies  concerned  in  Queen  !N! 
garet's  correspondence  during  ber  sojourn 
Harlech.  The  excruciating  agony  which 
slight  frame  underwent  was  of  no  avail ;  d< 
single  name  nor  any  of  the  circumstances  c 
they  get  him  to  divulge. 

King  Edward  beard  of  the  unfortunate  W 
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man's  unflinching  endurance,  and  swore  in  a 
paroxysni  of  rage,  he  should  be  made  to  feel, 
ODmosanding  he  should  be  pinched  to  death  with 
the  red-hot  implements  of  his  trade,  adding,  with 
the  rindictive  feelings  of  a  royal  Nero,  that  he 
half  felt  inclined  to  witness  this  frightful  and 
barbarous  spectacle  himself. 

The  good  peofde  in  the  cwm  lamented  the  loss 
of  Morgan.  His  children  were  immediately 
tiken  by  his  late  neighbours,  who  divided  them 
among  diflferent  families,  and  brought  them  up 
tn  manhood. 

Sir  Richard  expressed  great  anxiety  on  Ap 
Sevan's  account.  Some  of  Queen  Margaret's 
letters  written  from  Harlech  had  got  into  the 
king's  hands. 

"Your  name,'*  said  Sir  Richard,  addressing 
the  chief,  "  was  frequently  mentioned  in  them, 
your  Tirtues,  your  bravery,  and  your  zeal  for  the 
Red  Rose  party  were  all  stated.  I  lament  that 
it  has  roused  Edward's  anger.  His  agents  are 
at  work  to  discover  your  locality.     I  warn  you, 

K  2 
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as  A  secret  friend,  to  be  upon  your  guard.  Lei 
your  friends  be  upon  the  natch  to  gtn  you  th 
alarm,  should  any  of  these  blood-hounds  gf 
upon  the  right  scent." 

"Anwyll  anwyll"  ejaculated  Dame  Tudc 
sorrowfully,  *'  if  they  should  discover  us  here,  i 
ehall  indeed  be  undone.  Ow,  ow  I  (woe's  me 
Dafydd,  would  that  you  had  never  anything 
do  with  ^ther  the  Red  or  the  White  Ros 
They  will  never  rest  satisfied  till  they  have  1 
your  head  upon  the  block." 

"Good  Mistress  Tudor,  do  not  take  it 
heart  so  much,"  said  the  knight  sootbin 
"  with  a  little  caution  it  would  take  a  life-tim 
discover  such  a  retreat  as  you  have  here.  I 
rumoured  that  you  have  sought  shelter  w 
Grono  ap  Meredyth's  roof.  Your  friends, 
self,  among  the  number,  encourage  that  ide; 

Sir  Richard  was  distressed,  at  the  ch 
which  had  taken  place  in  his  cousin's  h 
since  they  parted  at  the  gates  of  Haxlecli. 
was  struck  with  Kynfin's  peculiar    tnaDiif 
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wards  her,  and  longed  for  a  little  private  con- 
nnatioD.  Oo  the  following  day  he  spent 
several  hours  alone  with  her.  Kynfin,  who 
watched  every  movement  of  Aliano,  was  dis- 
turbed at  observing  this  interview.  His  wild 
and  resdess  eyes  were  continually  fixed  upon  the 
Saxon,  as  if  demanding  an  explanation  of  such 
I  familiar  intercourse.  Aliano  had  not  told  him 
^t  Sir  Richard  was  her  cousin,  her  early  friend 
and  |day.feDow.  Burning  with  jealousy  and  un- 
controllable passion,  he  sought  Aliano  that  night, 
after  the  rest  of  the  family  had  retired. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you,  Kynfin  ?" 
she  said,  in  one  of  her  gentlest  tones,  as  soon 
as  the  door  of  the  room  was  dosed  behind 
Uiem,  and  they  stood  face  to  face. 

''Language  cannot  interpret  my  feelings," 
replied  Kynfin,  placing  his  hand  before  his  ex- 
panded eyes,  as  if  he  thought  they  would 
frighten  his  companion. 

*"  Kynfin,  this  is  like  what  you  were  at  Har- 
lech, not  what  you  have  been  of  late.     I  began 
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to  persuade  mvself  tfatit  you  bad  some  cootro 
over  your  feelings,  that  you  w&tt  cbaDgiug  fb 
the  better." 

"  Changing  !  no  Aliano,  nerer,  never,  how  ca 
you  speak  thus  calmly  ?  Cruel,  heartless  Alian 
why  have  ynu  deceived  tne  P  Why  did  you  n 
tell  me  liefore,  that  this  Saxon  had  gained  th 
heart,  which  I  have  strived  in  vain  to  obtain 
He  waited  not  a  reply,  but  continued  wi 
frigbtfid  mpidity : — 

"  I  see  through  it  all,  my  suGpicions  at  Harh 
were  not  unfounded,  the  look  you  returned 
Saxon,  the  words  that  Saxon  whispered, 
reveal  the  dreaded  truth,  shatter  my  hopes,  i 
destroy  the  peace  of  my  soxd  for  ever  !  AliBn< 
will  become  a  vagrant  upon  the  hce  of  the  ea 
I  will  never  more  return  to  my  home.  It 
be  your  hand  which  will  have  done  it.  Ali 
listen.  Let  my  last  request  touch  your  hem 
pray  that  death  may  soon  tenninate  my  miser 
existence." 

Aliano's  gentle  nature,  weakened  by  ill-he 
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was  terrified  at  Kyafin's  frensied  manner. 
Several  times  she  attempted  an  explanation,  but 
the  words  died  upon  her  lips,  and  she  iainted. 

The  blood  instantly  rushed  to  Kynfin's  head, 
then  back  to  his  heart,  leavbg  his  fiioe  as  pale 
as  that  of  hb  insensible  oompanbn  whom  he 
svpported  in  ins  arms.  His  passion  was  now 
gone ;  with  a  strange  calmness  he  looked  upon 
her  beautifiil  fiioe,  and  repeated  in  a  voice 
fiareigo  to  his  own  t— 

**  Aliano,  my  own  Aliano,  I  have  loved  you 
with  unalterable,  undying  love—- love  that  has 
stood  on  the  brink  of  madness.  You  told  me 
that  it  was  sin  to  love  a  brother's  widow ;  you 
sod  that  it  was  unlawful  in  the  eyes  of  God  ; 
if  it  is  so,  God  forgive  me.  Oh  Aliano  1  this 
is  not  the  barrier  which  rises  between  us  now — 
another — a  Saxon  !  My  brain  I  my  brain  1" 
He  hid  her  gently  down,  looked  long  and  ear- 
nestly upon  her  sweet  features,  impressed  an 
impassioned  kiss  upon  her  brow,  and  fled 
with  the  swiftness  of  an  arrow  from  a  home 
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which  contained  all  that  was  dear  to  him  on 
earth. 

The  noises  of  the  doors  opening  and  shutting, 
roused  Sir  Richard  Herbert,  who  had  retired 
to  a  room  contiguous  to  that  which  Kynfin  so 
lately  quitted.  In  a  few  minutes  he  was  at 
Aliano's  side,  bathing  her  temples,  and  wonder- 
ing what  strange  circumstance  had  left  her  in 
this  distressing  state.  It  was  long  before  she 
came  to  herself,  and  then  she  was  too  weak  to 
answer  her  kinsman's  anxious  inquiries.  Sir 
Richard  was  obliged  to  leave  her  that  morning, 
to  his  deep  regret,  and  never  learned  the  truth 
of  the  event  of  that  night. 

Aliano  was  never  the  same  again,  that  she 
had  been  ;  she  frequently  asked  if  there  were  any 
tidings  of  Kynfin,  and  upon  the  reply  in  the 
uegative  relapsed  into  silence  and  dejection.  The 
cold  blasts  of  winter  had  already  set  in,  and  she 
became  alarmingly  worse.  The  seeds  of  a  fatal 
malady  had  long  been  sown,  it  was  now  making 
frightful  inroads  upon  her  constitution.     Her 
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anxious  parents  watched  over  their  child  with 
tender  and  untiring  solicitude ;  hoping  against 
hope,  that  she  might  yet  be  spared  to  them. 
But  the  fiat  of  death  had  been  issued,  that 
awful  fiat  which  no  power  on  earth  can  recall. 

A  few  days  before  her  decease  she  spoke 
to  Ap  Jevan  regarding  Kynfin.  She  related  how 
she  had  been  the  destroyer  of  his  peace,  that 
she  had  driven  him  from  his  home,  and  made 
them  all  unhappy.  Anguish  was  depicted  in 
ha*  face,  she  spoke  long  and  earnestly,  yet  left 
half  the  tale  untold. 

''  Oh  Kynfin,  would  you  were  here,  to  listen 
to  my  last  confession !"  frequently  fell  from  her 
lips,  and  one  night,  with  more  than  usual  excite- 
ment, she  exclsumed — 

"  Tell  him,  my  dear  father,  if  ever  he  returns 
to  you,  that  the  Saxon  was  the  child  of  my 
mother's  fevourite  sister.  It  was  natural  that 
be  should  take  an  interest  in  me.  Through  him 
a  portion  of  my  property  has  been  sent  to  me, 
and  those  last  few  hours  1  spent  in  his  society ; 
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we  were  arranging  about  my  affairs,  to  make 
you  all  more  comfortable.  Tell  him,  dear  father, 
that  no  one  has  possessed  the  whole  of  my  heart, 
but  Tudor,  my  ever-lamented  Tudor.  Yet, 
dear  Kynfin,  comfort  him,  for  he  had  a  large 
share  of  my  affection  and  sympathy." 
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CHAPTER    XII. 

Ap  Jevan's  head  became  bent  upon  his  bosom, 
and  his  locks  white  as  the  snow  upon  the  hill 
summit.  His  gait  marked  in  every  step  the  aged 
man  before  that  sweet  spirit,  which  in  the  hour 
of  adversity  had  poured  into  the  hearts  of  his 
famify  comfort  and  resignation,  had  passed  away 
from  earth  in  prayer,  and  left  her  child  to  cheer 
and  watch  alone  the  declining  years  of  her 
afflicted  grand-parents. 

With  what  manly  fortitude  had  the  chieftain 
triumphed  over  his  past  trials.  He  had  seen 
his  first-bom   son  taken   from   him,   he  had 
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watched  the  unDatural  and  paiofiil  change  in 
the  conduct  of  his  remaining  offspriDg, — he  had 
borae  up  against  the  misfortunes  of  the  house 
of  Lancaster — he  had  witnessed  the  cherished 
home  of  his  forefathers  torn  from  his  possession, 

and  himself  left  in  poverty,  an  exile,  and  almost 
an  outlaw.  Yet,  not  until  now,  did  both  his 
moral  and  physical  courage  seem  to  give  way. 
The  honoured  chief,  the  defender  of  Harlech,  at 
last  appeared  utterly  disconsolate. 

Often  would  he  repair  to  the  little  chapel  and 
take  his  accustomed  seat  near  the  tomb,  which 
had  been  hewn  out  of  the  rock  for  Aliano's  last 
dwelling  place.  There  he  woxild  pour  out  his 
soul  in  sorrow.  For  a  time  not  even  the  inno- 
cent voice  of  his  **  wyres  bach  "*  could  call  one 
ray  of  joy  into  his  melancholy  face.  In  vain 
she  attempted  to  lead  him  out  upon  the  hills, 
or  told  him  of  some  deer  browsing  near  the 
homestead,  or  endeavoured  in  a  thousand  ways 
to  comfort  him.     He  was  inconsolable. 

*  Dear  Lttle  gi  aud-child. 
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With  her  grandmother,  Gladys  found  it  not 
so  difficult  a  task,  for  she  could  not  listen  to 
the  childish  voice,  and  look  upon  the  pleading 
face  of  her  "  wyresbach  "  without  being  touched. 
Great  as  was  her  affliction  in  the  loss  of  her 
daughter,  and  the  deep  uncertainty  as  to  the 
&te  of  her  son — her  only  son ;  she  dung  close 
to  the  child  of  her  first  bom,  her  "  little  comfort" 
as  she  called  her,  and  bore  up  against  the  trials 
with  surprising  energy. 

Some  months  after  their  bereavement,  when 
the  snow  had  melted  from  the  mountain  tops, 
and  the  rich  bloom  of  the  heath  was  already 
tinging  the  adjacent  hills  with  its  beautiful 
purple,  one  of  the  men  from  the  hamlet,  sud* 
denly  appeared  at  the  door,  and  reported  that 
there  were  two  Saxons,  who  wished  to  see  the 
chief  on  urgent  business.  They  added,  that 
they  were  of  the  Red  Rose  party,  or  they  would 
not  have  brought  the  message. 

"  Let  them  be  conducted  here  immediately,'' 
replied  Ap  Jevan ;  "  I  will  see  them." 
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Soon  afterwards  the  brother  of  the  late  Duke 
of  Somerset,  with  the  Eaii  of  Oxford,  intro- 
duced themselves  to  Ap  Jevan.  He  received 
them  with  a  warm  wdcome.  It  had  been  rain* 
ing  heavily,  so  that  the  travellers  were  not  sorry 
to  disencumber  themsdves  of  their  wet  gar- 
ments, and  dose  in  round  a  turf  fire,  which 
looked  cheerful,  even  at  that  time  of  the  year. 

A  substantial  meal  was  soon  served  upon  the 
boards,  and  highly  appreciated  by  the  hungry 
visitors,  who  dedared  they  had  not  partaken  of 
such  good  Are  for  many  a  long  day. 

''Since  the  battle  of  Bamet,  we  have  had 
rough  work,"  observed  the  Eail  of  Somerset. 

"  Aye,"  replied  Oxford  ;  ''  and  there  is  much 
more  in  store  for  us  before  all  is  settled.  This 
defeat  has  been  a  ruinous  affiur  to  our  cause, 
Ap  Jevan.  It  will  take  a  long  time  before  we 
can  recover  it,  unless  we  make  a  desperate 
struggle." 

"  Misfortune  is  ever  ready  to  cast  a  shadow 
over  the  house  of  Lancaster,"  rejoined  Dafydd ; 
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"  I  have  Dot  beard  more  of  the  battle  tban 
that  I  hear  the  great  Warwick  is  dead'* 

"  Yes,  and  his  brother  the  Marquis  of  Mon-* 
tague.    They  fought  valiantly  to  the  last   It  is 
a  blow,  indeed,  to  the  Red  Roses.     Aye,  it  has 
shaken  our  very  foundation.      An   individual 
like  Warwick  is  not  to  be  often  met  with.     He 
was  a  n^ an  of  surpassing  power  and  talent; 
well  qualified  to  lead  in  our  cause.     Search  his- 
tory through,  you  will    seldom  find  another, 
like  him    the    populace  call  a  great  *  maker 
and  unmaker  of  kings.'      You  say  you  have 
heard  but  little  of  the  bloody  contest.      The 
moment  Warwick  was  among  the  slain,  the 
whole  field  became  a  scene  of  confusion  and 
slaughter.     The  Yorkists  had  gained  the  day, 
but  Edward  was  not  contented  with  his  success. 
Cruel  and  revengeful  as  he  is  by  nature,  he 
issued  an  order  that  no  quarter  should  be  given. 
My  heart  sickens  at  the  recollection  of  the  scene 
of  carnage  that  ensued,  and  drove  the  Earl  of 
Somerset  and  myself  from  the  field ;  we  know 
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not  the  AiU  extent  of  the  havoc.  We  have 
now  come  to  seek  shelter  for  a  time  among  the 
mountain  barriers,  where  we  know  there  breathes 
many  a  stout  heart  for  Lancaster.  Our  attend- 
ant is  a  son  of  the  unfortunate  Morgan,  of 
Harlech  town — you  remember  the  lad  ?  He  has 
been  in  my  service  since  Queen  Margaret  went 
to  France;  he  revealed  your  retreat  and  con- 
ducted us  to  this  glen.  I  have  long  wished  to 
see  you,  Dafydd  ap  Jevan.  I  earnestly  desire 
you  should  no  longer  bury  yourself  in  these 
mountains,  but  come  to  the  seat  of  war.  It  is 
possible  the  great  chief  of  Harlech,  may  be 
willing  to  plunge  once  more  into  the  roar  of 
battle,  and  join  us  in  making  another  effort  to 
regain  the  crown,  and  rid  England  of  a  hated 
tyrant." 

A  pause  followed,  and  then  a  few  casual  re- 
marks passed  between  Somerset  and  the  Earl 
of  Oxford.  Little  Gladys  whispered  to  her 
grandmother.  The  large  dogs  moved  impa- 
tiently from  one  side  to  the  other  of  the  apart- 
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ment,  as  if  expecdog  to  share  a  meal.  There 
was  a  look  of  excitement,  mingled  with  sad- 
nessy  in  Dafydd's  countenance.  Mistress  Tudor 
glanced  anxiously  at  one  individual  and  then  at 
the  other,  without  venturing  a  remark  ;  she  was 
in  terror,  lest  her  beloved  partner  should  accede 
to  the  Earl  of  Oxford's  wishes.  She  listened 
with  earnest  ears  to  the  discourse  between  So- 
merset and  the  chief. 

"  Well,  Ap  Jevan,  you  will  think  of  what  the 
Eari  of  Oxford  says.  Perhaps  you  do  not  know 
the  state  of  public  affairs  sufficiently  to  enter 
into  our  feelings.  Within  the  last  few  years, 
Edward  has  become  so  tyrannical,  so  odious  to 
the  nation,  that  if  we  only  play  our  game  well, 
I  fed  sure  Lancaster  will  win  the  day.  You 
cannot  dream  of  the  licentiousness  that  is  daily 
mdulged  in  at  court.  I  aver  with  truth,  that 
those  who  were  lately  Edward's  best  friends,  are 
DOW  becoming  his  enemies — if  not  openly,  yet 
secretly.  Would  it  not  be  a  national  service  to 
rid  England   of  the   monster,  and  place  our 


I  GLiJ>yS   OF    HARLGCB. 

rated  sorcre^  once  more  apon  his  throae. 
us  fight  for  the  good  cause  of  Lancaster, 

noblfr-hearted  friend.  We  have  once  more 
eo  up  arms,  let  us  not  lay  them  down  till 
tory  shall  crova  our  efforts.  Margaret,  our 
ien,  and  the  young  prince,  are  in  England. 
t  us  still  defend  their  cause,  and  with  bands 
iron  and  hearts  of  sympathy,  prove  that  our 
>ud  land  will  have  no  king  to  rule  over  it  who 
graces  his  court,  and  stains  his  hands  ^th 
sds  too  hellish  for  the  light  of  day  to  visit, 
gbrious  hope  yet  survives.  Come,  therefore, 
d  ^are  it,  come  and  nield  your  hatde-axe  for 
ur  anointfd  king,  your  prince,  and  your  un- 
ppy  queen. — You  will  not  refuse?" 

Dafydd  rose  irom  his  chair,  walked  several 
nes  across  the  apartment,  looked  earnestly  into 
B  wife's  &ce,  and  then  sat  down,  and  taking 
ladys  upon  his  knee,  kissed  her.  This  was  all 
«  act  of  a  momenL  He  started  up  again 
om  his  seat,  and  with  the  warm  hlood  of  a 
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soldier  kindling  along  his  veins,  he  grasped  the 
hilt  of  his  sword  and  ezclumed : 

"The  old  man  will  no  bnger  sit  by  his 
hearth  mourning ;  no,  my  good  friend,  though 
my  locks  are  grey  and  my  strength  diminishii^, 
I  win  not  refuse  to  go  with  you  to  fight,  and 
spiU  the  last  drop  of  my  blood  for  the  cause  of 
Lancaster." 

'*  Bravely  spoken,  Ap  Jevan/'  Somerset  and 
the  Earl  of  Oxford  ejaculated  at  the  same  breath. 
"  It  is  a  pleasure  to  see  that  the  vicissitudes  and 
misfortunes  which  have  so  long  overshadowed 
yoor  house,  have  not  destroyed  the  spirit  of  a 
patriot,  any  more  than  the  valour  of  a  soldier." 

"  Ochain,  ochain,  Dafydd  bach,  surely  you  will 
Dot  leave  us  ?"  interrupted  Dame  Tudor,  in  a 
pleading  tone.  "  Remember  Edward  of  York's 
cruel  and  heartless  threat.  Dafydd  bach  anwyl, 
you  will  not  leave  us  ?  recollect  his  agents  are 
now  seeking  to  destroy  you.  Think  of  me, 
Dafydd,  your  wretched  wife.  You  know  how 
deeply  we  have  all  drank  of  the  cup  of  bitter- 
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Des8.     Will  you  now  leave  me  alone  to  draio  it 
to  the  dregs  ?  Daiydd  bach,  don't  leave  us !" 

"  Fy  Dgwraig  anwyl,"*  murmured  the  chief- 
tain fondly,  and  looking  intently  toward  Mistress 
Tudor ;  "  add  not  to  my  sorrow  by  repeating 
these  words  ;  my  country  calls  me.  A  sangui- 
nary tyrant  governs  our  land  ;  I  appeal  to  your 
judgment.  Would  you  have  me  neglect  so 
saured  a  call  ?  If  you  value  my  love,  say  no 
more.  Let  me  go  and  end  my  career,  if  it  is 
the  will  of  God.  This  is  better  than  to  die 
here,  an  inactive,  miserable,  and  broken-hearted 
(4d  man." 

A  profound  silence  reigned  as  Ap  Jevan  con- 
cluded these  words,  so  decided  as  to  his  inten- 
tions. Gladys'  full  eyes  were  riveted  on  the 
chieftain's  countenance.  Howel,  who  had  stop- 
ped to  listen,  stood  pale  and  trembling  behmd 
bis  master,  muttering  at  intervals  : — 

*'  O'r  Tad !  o*r  Tad  !"  Even  the  dogs  seemed 
to  know  that  something  unusual  was  the  matter. 
*  My  beloved  wife. 
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Tbtj  got  up  from  the  hearth,  and  came  rubbbg 
themselves  backwards  and  forwards  against  their 
master's  legs,  and  licking  his  hands.  Old 
Kttherine,  Howel's  spouse,  at  this  moment  en- 
tered the  room  to  summon  the  child  to  bed, 
Gladys  immediately  threw  herself  into  her  grand- 
Other's  arms. 

''Fy  nhaid  bach  anwyl  anwyl,  (my  dear, 
dear  grandfather,)"  cried  the  child,  in  an  agony  of 
distress ;  **  do  not  go  away,  the  sun  will  never 
more  shine  upon  us«  We  shall  sit  in  the 
g^my  chapel  and  die.  Fy  nhaid  anwyl !  stay, 
stay  with  us."  She  was  taken  from  the  apart- 
ment sobbing. 

Hie  Duke  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford  remained 
for  a  short  time  at  Cader  y  Gil.  They  sent  off 
Ivor  (Morgan's  son)  to  Jasper  of  Hatfield,  Earl 
of  Pembroke,  who  was  levying  troops  in  South 
Wales,  to  apprize  him  of  their  arrival  in  that 
locality,  and  their  intention  of  being  at  a  certain 
viDage  on  a  fixed  day,  when  they  hoped  he  would 
Join  them. 


I 
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It  was  scarcely  daylight  when  Dafydd  and  his 
noble  companions  commenced  their  journey  one 
morning  over  the  mountains,  to  join  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke.     The  roughness  and  unevenness  of 
the  road  they  travdled  was  fatiguing,  particu- 
larly to  the  Englishmen,  though  they  appeared 
highly    pleased  at  the  end  of  the  first    day's 
march,  to  stretch  their  weary  limbs  upon  straw 
under  a   half-covered   shed.     For  amusement, 
they  talked  over  the  good  fare  of  which  they  had 
partaken  under  Dafydd's   hospitable  roof,  the 
venison  steaks,  the  dried  salt  geese,  and  fish, 
with  **  cwrw  da,"  (the  good  ale,)  and  the  sweet 
flavoured    mead.      This  retrospection  did    not 
tend  to  appease  their  hunger.     They  looked  out 
in  vain  for  a  habitation,  and  were  obliged  at  last 
to  content  themselves  by  going  to  sleep.     The 
drowsy  god  soon  came  to  their  aid.       They 
slept,   and   dreamed,   and   slept,  and   dreamed 
i^ain,  of  battle  fields,  of  banqueting  halls — just 
theo  so   much  needed — and  of  warlike  glor}. 
Then  the  scene  changed  to  precipices,  disgrace. 
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and  danger,  iJl  huddled  unconneetedly  together 
in  wild  ooDfusaoD. 

It  was  not  so  with  Dafydd ;  after  reposing  for 
ao  hour  or  two,  he  rose  and  left  his  slumbering 
ooinpanioiis.     He  was  too  ill  at  ease  to  dose  his 
eyes.     He  was  heart-sick  as  he  stood  in  a  lean* 
lag  attitude  against  a  projecting  rock,  whence  he 
surveyed  a  wide  stretch  of  country,  softly  lit 
op  by  the  midnight  luminary  of  the  heavens ; — 
rocks,  hills,  woods,  lakes,  and  glens,  were  aft 
visible,  one  below  another,  to  the  margin  of  the 
distant  sea ;  the  last  was  so  fidntly  seen,  that  it 
required  a  keen  eye  to  distinguish  it  from  the 
douds. 

"  My  country,  my  beloved  country,  ftre  thee 
weQ!"  said  the  veteran  warrior,  in  mournful 
loccsnts ;  "  it  is  my  last  farewell  I  feel  that  I 
have  soon  a  longer  journey  to  take  than  the 
present.  May  the  great  and  mighty  being  who 
created  this  fair  scene  before  me,  receive  me,  un- 
worthy as  I  ana,  into  His  glorious  kingdom ; 
quy  He  bless  you,  my  best  of  wives,  and  you, 
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my  wyres  bach  (most  beloved  of  children) ;  you 
will  lose  one  protector,  but  there  is  another  you 
cannot  lose,  who  never  slumbers  nor  sleeps  :  I 
leave  you  with  Him.  My  unfortunate  son, 
God  protect  him  also,  and  restore  him  to  his 
home." 

The  eastern  horizon  warned  Dafydd  it  was 
time  to  retrace  his  steps  to  the  shed.  He  roused 
his  companions,  and  they  were  soon  again  upon 
their  journey. 

At  a  late  hour  at  night  they  gained  the  ap- 
pointed village.  The  first  person  who  greeted 
them  was  Ivor ;  he  had  arrived  with  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke  but  a  few  hours  before ;  and  imme- 
diately conducted  them  to  a  small  inn,  where 
Jasper  of  Hatfield  and  his  party  had  already 
taken  up  their  quarters. 

In  a  rude,  dirty,  small  apartment,  these  three 
distinguished  noblemen  talked  over  Bamet's 
bloody  field.  The  conduct  of  the  battle  was 
canvassed  with  much  seriousness  on  the  part  of 
Jasper  Tudor.     Their  future  plans  were  next 
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discussed:  and  all  agreed  that  no  time  should  be 

lost  in  prooeediDg  with  the  utmost  expedition  to 

the  aid  of  the  heroic  queen  and  her  noble  son, 

whose  youth  and  inexperience    greatly  needed 
their  counsel. 


VOL.   I. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

Battle  of  the  "  Bloody  Meadow  " — Death  of 

Ap  Jevan. 

After  many  days  of  weary  inarching,  the  little 
company  of  partisans  for  the  cause  of  Lancaster 
arrived  before  the  gates  of  Beaulieu  Abbey  in 
Hampshire.  Margaret  of  Anjou  and  the  Prince 
with  his  bride  had  there  taken  refuge.  On  their 
route  they  were  joined  by  the  Earl  of  Devon- 
shire, Lord  Wenlock,  and  John  Beauforte, 
brother  of  the  Duke  of  Somerset.  All  were 
equally  anxious  to  behold  their  illustrious  queen, 
and  to  assure  her  of  their  continued  fidelity 
to  her  cause, 

Margaret  had  received  so  great  a  blow  by  the 
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death  of  Warwick,  and  the  defeat  at  Barnet,  that 
she  could  not  rouse  herself  from  her  despon- 
deoqr.  For  some  days  she  had  kept  her  room, 
and  was  pale  end  haggard  in  appearance,  when 
Somerset,  with  the  rest  of  her  fiiends,  were 
ushered  into  her  presence. 

Thejr  were  struck  with  the  change  which  had 
takeD  place  in  the  unhappy  queen.  She  seemed 
to  have  lost  aD  the  natural  energy  of  her  cha- 
nder.  For  a  long  time  she  would  listen  to  no 
proposals  for  meeting  the  Yorkists  again  in  the 
field  herself,  nor  would  she  consent  to  her  son 
being  placed  at  the  head  of  an  army  against  the 
White  Rose. 

Somerset,  and  the  other  Lords,  said  much  to 
revive  her  hopes.  The  Prince  argued  long  and 
dtoestly  with  his  mother,  entreating  her  to  listen 
to  her  friends.     She  remained  inflexible. 

There  was  a  momentary  pause,  and  Margaret 
turning  her  eyes  towards  Ap  Jevan's  tall  figure, 
the  colour  immediately  mounted  to  her  cheeks. 
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**  Somerset,"  said  she,  **  surely  that  is  a  face 
I  know ;  I  cannot  he  mistaken  ?" 

**  It  is  your  Highness's  brave  protector  at 
Harlech,  Dafydd  ap  Jevan  ap  Einion,  who  has 
come  from  his  native  moimtains  to  spend  bis 
remaining  strength  and  energy  in  the  cause  he 
has  so  long  warmly  embraced." 

'"Enough,  Somerset,"  said  the  Queen,  im- 
patiently, "  tell  the  brave  Dafydd  I  would  speak 
with  him/' 

The  Welsh  chieftain  immediately  approached, 
and  Margaret  courteously  extended  her  hand  to 
him.  A  smile,  touched  with  sad  remembrances, 
fur  a  moment  iiradiated  her  grief-worn  features. 

"Verily,  this  is  an  unlooked-for  kindness, 
noble  Ap  Jeran,"  said  she.  "  The  meeting  with 
an  old  friend  is  chemng.  It  affords  me  an  op- 
portunity I  have  long  wished  for,  to  sympathize 
w^ith  you  in  your  misfortunes.  The  years  which 
have  rolled  away  since  I  took  my  departure  from 
your  hospitable  roof,  comprised  for  both  of  us  a 
painful  period  of  hope  and  apprehensiift,  grief 
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aod  disappointment.  In  the  midst  of  my  own 
trials,  Dafydd,  I  did  not  forget  yours.  In 
thought  I  have  often  traveUed  back  to  the  days 
I  sojourned  at  Harlech,  recalling  the  genuine 
kindness  of  yourself  and  family.  Dafydd,  there 
are  few  in  the  world  who  possess  so  noble  a 
heart  as  yours.  I  have  seen  much  of  human 
character  since  we  parted ;  I  have  learned  it 
too  by  bitter  experience." 

"  I  am  not  worthy  of  all  that  your  Highness 
has  been  pleased  to  say  in  my  favour/'  replied 
Dafydd,  bowing  low. 

''I  would  I  could  have  shown  my  feelings 
towards  you  in  action,  rather  than  word.  Had 
misfortane  not  been  so  liberal  with  her  gifts ;  had 
I  b^n  victorious,  you  should  not  only  have  been 
installed  into  your  former  position,  but  have 
received  those  honours  your  matchless  conduct 
so  well  deserves.  But  alas  !  where  is  now  our 
kingdom?  A  prospect  of  desolation,  misery, 
and  death,  alone  remains.  My  nobles  will  not 
agree  with  me,  Ap  Jevan,  that  it  would  be  mad- 
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ness  to  attempt  to  take  the  field  again.  My 
own  wish  is  to  abandon  the  cause,  and  seek 
an  asylum  onoe  more  in  France,  where  we 
should,  at  least,  live  in  peace.  Speak,  I  would 
hear  your  opinions  upon  this  important  sub- 
ject." 

''Your  gracious  Highness  will  excuse  my 
giving  an  opinion,"  replied  Dafydd,  "  taken  as  I 
am  by  surprise.  Of  late  years  I  have  been 
buried  in  the  mountains.  I  am  totally  inexpe- 
rienced upon  these  points." 

"  I  have  no  occasion  to  follow  your  advice, 
good  Dafydd.  I  only  desire  to  have  it,"  said 
the  Queen. 

"Then,  please  your  Highness,  though  you 
have  received  a  fearful  shock,  and  been  dis- 
heartened, you  have  still  many  stout  hearts 
burning  with  indignation  against  Edward  of 
York.  I  can  vouch  for  my  own  countrymen. 
Gather  them  together  from  all  quarters.  Mus- 
ter an  army  superior  to  any  that  has  yet  been 
marshalled  under  the  banner  of  the  Red  Rose. 
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Let  everjr  effort  possible  be  strained.     If  not,  let 
the  contest  rest  y^here  it  is." 

**lkfydd*s  remarks  are  to  the  point/'  ob- 
served the  Prince.  *'  Be  guided  by  them,  bo- 
Doared  mother.'' 

Importoned  on  all  sides,  Margaret  at  length 
consented  ;  and  almost  immediately  afterwards 
her  Mends  dispersed  themselves  in  different 
parts  of  the  country,  levying  troops.  Jasper 
Tudor  returned  to  Wales  ;  but  Dafydd  remained 
with  the  Duke  of  Somerset 

Previous  to  Jasper  of  Hatfield's  departure,  he 
had  a  long  interview  with  the  Queen  and  young 
Somerset.  Before  he  quitted  the  Abbey,  he 
impressed  upon  their  minds  the  necessity  of 
remaining  in  seclusion  till  he  arrived  with  the 
Wdsh  troops  he  should  levy. 

He  seemed  to  feel  a  presentiment  that  some- 
thing would  go  wrong;  for  he  turned  again, 
and  repeated  the  request : — 

*'  Remember  my  parting  words — *  Go  not  to 
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the  field  till  you  see  me  at  the  head  of  my 
Welsh  legions." 

The  whole  countiy  was  again  plunged  into 
excitement ;  and  as  the  new  levies  passed  from 
village  to  village,  mothers  and  grandmothers, 
maidens  and  children,  felt  forebodings  that  fresh 
evil  was  coming  upon  them,  and  wept  in  silence 
for  their  absent  relations  in  the  ranks  of  war. 

Margaret  at  length  left  Beaulieu  and  pro- 
ceeded to  Bath,  where  she  was  surrounded  by  an 
army  that  was  every  hour  increasing.  Jasper 
of  Hatfield  was  shortly  expected  on  the  borders. 
It  was  intended  to  concentrate  there.  The  Queen 
and  her  valiant  son  set  out  at  the  head  of  their 
troops,  and  marched  with  surprising  rapidity 
towards  Bristol,  and  from  thence  to  Gloucester. 

"  My  anxiety  is  great,"  said  the  Queen,  **  lest 
our  implacable  antagonist  should  come  upon 
us  before  we  cross  the  Severn  and  join  Jasper 
Tudor's  army.  Somerset,"  she  added,  with  a 
tremulous  voice,  "  let  us  not  forget  Pembroke's 
last  injunction." 
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Repeated  messages  were  brought  of  Edward*s 
npid  march  towards  the  Severn,  and  of  the  in- 
crease of  his  followers.  She  and  her  friends 
sav,  perhaps  too  late,  what  the  great  Warwick's 
death  had  done,  and  that  with  him  really  rested 
the  fortune  of  the  Red  Roses.  A  still  darker 
shade  overspread  the  once  brilliant  brow  of 
Anjou's  fair  descendant  She  turned  to  look 
upon  the  youthM  face  of  her  son,  glowing 
with  excitement,  and  said  with  a  long,  heavy 
sigh — ^^  Something  within  tells  me,  my  child, 
that  you  will  never  wear  England^s  disputed 
cfown  !*' 

She  was  roused  from  these  gloomy  reflections 

bf  the  near  approach  of  her  troops  to  Gloucester. 

There  they  discovered,  to  their  unutteral)le  con- 

Attion,  that  the  men  of  the  city  had  fortified  the 

bridge,  and  obstinately  refused   to  permit  the 

Qown  and  her  friends  to  pass  over.     Threats 

^  eatreaties  were  of  no  avail :  the  citizens  kept 

^  post  io  dogged  silence. 

Provoked   to  the   extreme,   Margaret   com- 
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manded  an  interview  of  those  individuals  with 
whom  she  was  acquainted  in  the  town.  She 
oflfered  them  large  bribes,  if  they  would  only  use 
their  influence  in  her  favour.  It  was  to  no 
purpose. 

'*  It  is  the  Duke's  special  command  1"  shouted 
the  men  of  Gloucester  on  every  side.  "  To  per- 
mit your  Highness  to  pass  over  would  be  to 
sign  our  death  warrant." 

••  To  Tewksbury  !  to  Tewksbury !"  cried  the 
Queen,  in  a  bewilderment.  "  There  remains  no 
alternative.'' 

She  rode  forward  in  front  of  her  troops,  and 
waving  her  hand,  continued : — 

"  On  !— on  ! — ^for  God's  sake !  speed,  my 
brave,  my  zealous  followers !  It  is  of  no  use 
wrangling  with  these  graceless  clowns.  Let  us 
gain  but  the  Welsh  borders — ^let  us  cross  the 
Severn  at  Tewksbury,  and  all  will  be  well." 

She  then  turned  her  charger  round,  and 
dashed  oflf  in  the  direction  of  Tewksbury,  fol- 
lowed by  her  devoted  army.    Margaret  was  now 
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hendf  oDoe  more.  The  dauntless  spirit  of 
thdr  leader  re-animated  every  heart ;  and  push- 
ing forward  rapidly,  they  gained  the  town  in 
10  short  a  time,  that  all,  save  the  impatient 
Margaret,  marvelled  at  the  progress  they  had 
made. 

But  their  hopes  and  efforts  were  cast  down 
for  c?er.  Scarcely  had  they  arrived  at  Tewks- 
buiy,  when  intelligence  was  brought  that  King 
Edward  was  but  a  few  miles  distant,  having 
poshed  on  by  rapid  marches.  He  would  be 
^  m  battle  array  before  they  could  pass  the 
Sc?era,  or  even  place  the  Avon  between  them 
tod  dieir  foe. 

"Insupportable  misery!"  ejaculated  the  Queen, 
tanuDg  deadly  pale.  **  Heaven  and  the  saints 
ve  against  us.  Edward  will  be  on  our  rear. 
My  son !  my  son !  we  are  ruined !" 

Scarcely  had  the  words  fallen  from  her  lips 
^ore  she  regretted  their  utterance.  Seized 
^th  a  dauntless  determination  not  to  be  dispi- 
nted,  she  turned  immediately  to  the  Prior  of 
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St«  John,  who  was  standing  near  her,  and   said 
in  an  imperative  tone : — 

"Let  not  this  alarming  circumstance  inter- 
rupt our  march.  Let  us  make  more  speed  to 
pass  over,  and  gaun  the  Welsh  borders.  Where 
is  Somerset,  that  imprudent  youth  ?  Seek  him 
— send  him  to  me." 

*'  After  so  long  a  march,  we  thought  your 
Highness  would  need  repose.  Consequently 
orders  have  been  issued  to  that  effect." 

"  Repose  !  fatigue !"  repeated  Margaret,  with 
a  mingled  look  of  scorn  and  vexation.  *'  Me- 
thinks  you  are  mighty  solicitous  for  my  comfort ! 
In  a  time  like  the  present.  Master  Prior,  the 
enemy  well  nigh  up  with  us,  short  of  our  Welsh 
friends,  to  let  fatigue  and  repose  intrude  upon 
duty,  we  sacrifice  moments  which  are  life  and 
death  to  us.  Send  me  Somerset  and  Wenlock. 
Let  roe  not  have  to  repeat  my  words." 

She  bit  her  lips  in  anger. 

The  non-appearance  of  either  of  the  generals 
caused  Margaret  great  uneasiness  at  such  a  mo- 
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weat.    She  at  length  went  in  search  of  them 

iwrsdf,  when,  to  her  unutterable  dismay,  she 
finznd  iotroichments  actively  throwing  up,  and 
the  Severn  in  the  rear. 

"What!"  cried  the  Queen,  bewildered,  "in- 
tieochments !     The  saints  protect  us  1" 

She  placed  her  hands  in  agony  to  her  temples, 
and  caDed  aloud  for  Somerset. 

"  Why  do  you  not  come  ? — ^This  audacious 
Delect  is  not  to  be  borne." 

The  Duke  at  last  made  his  appearance,  and 
the  queen  irritated,  addressed  him  : — 

"  How  is  it  my  commands  are  disregarded, 
my  Lord  ?  You  have  incurred  my  great  dis- 
pleasure. Withdraw  these  orders  instanta- 
neously, Edward  Beaufort ;  we  must  continue  our 
march,  this  night,  this  instant.  The  river  on 
^T  left  flank,  the  enemy  approaching  our  right 
and  rear,  we  are  undone !" 

"That  is  impossible,  I  cannot  withdraw  the 
orders,  please  yotu*  Highness,"  said  the  Duke  with 
proroking  calmness ;  "  I  thought  the  Park  here 
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SO  advantageous,  we  could  not  do  better  than  give 
battle  here.  To  make  alterations  now,  would 
be  injurious ;  it  is  too  late.  Where  could  we 
find  a  place  more  suitable  for  intrenchments  ?** 

"With  our  rear  on  the  brink  of  a  river! 
There  is  generalship !  Jasper  of  Hat6eld  too,  is 
not  here,"   replied  Margaret,  with  a  despairing 

look. 

"  No,  but  before  the  sun  rises,  I  expect  he  will 

be  here,*'  replied  the  Duke. 

"  But  if  not,*'    interrupted  Margaret,  laying* 
a  stress  on  the  negative. 

"  We  must  fight  with  redoubled  energy,  we 
must  take  our  chance,"  answered  the  Duke, 
suddenly  becoming  aware  of  the  responsibility 
that  had  devolved  upon  himself.  He  now 
became  greatly  annoyed  at  having  acted  without 
consulting  his  royal  patron. 

"  Insolent  pertinacity !"  ejaculated  the  Queen, 

the  moment  the  Duke  bad  quitted  her  presence, 

*  It  is  well  he  is  a  Beaufort ;  heaven  knows  that 

to   no    other   fiery   spirit   would    I    have    sub- 
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mitted  to  such  ill-judged  conduct.     Somerset, 

Somerset !  the  blood  of  those  who  have  served 
meso  well,  will  by  this  act  of  folly  be  wasted  to 
OCT  rain." 

With  a  heavy  heart,  the  Queen  returned  to 
ber  tent.  There  upon  her  knees  she  poured  out 
the  anguish  of  her  heart,  not  in  words,  but  in 
thoughts.  One  slight  female  form  knelt  by  her 
side,  joining  in  her  supplications.  It  was  a 
joong  and  interesting  bride,  her  daughter-in-law, 
the  great  Warwick's  child.  Soft,  gentle  in 
nonner,  she  was  ever  ready  to  comfort  the  dis- 
tressed, and  soothe  the  wounded  in  spirit.  Her 
words  were  few,  but  they  sank  deep  into  the 
soul  of  the  sorrowing  Margaret,  who  cherished 
her  from  feeling  her  superior  virtues. 

The  beautiful  light  at  the  dawn  of  a  lovely 
spring  morning  roused  the  unhappy  Margaret 
from  her  slumbers,  on  the  day,  as  she  had  antici- 
pated, that  was  to  end  the  many  conflicts  between 
the  Red  and  the  White  Roses.  Hope  and 
despair  alternately  governed  her  thoughts.     She 
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dressed  in  haste,  to  meet  her  generals  io  con- 
sultation, before  the  attack  Edward  was  on 
the  eve  of  making  upon  her. 

Margaret    desired   that    Somerset    and     his 
brother  should  lead  the  wings,  but  that  the    van 
should  be  conducted  by  the  Prince  of  Wales, 
under  the  superintendence  of   Lord  Wenlock, 
the  Prior  of  St.  John's,  and  by  her  special   re- 
quest, the  faithful  Daiydd  ap  Jevan,  who  was  to 
take  his  station  at  the  side  of  his  royal  master ; 
marshalled  in  that  mead,  which  was  to  be  handed 
down  to  posterity  as  the  "  bloody  meadow,"  and 
by  which  name  it  is  still  known. 

The  Queen  and  the  Prince  then  rode  about 
the  field  encouraging  the  troops. 

"  Give  me  this  victory,  my  faithful  followers," 
cried  Margaret,  with  the  blood  of  her  warrior 
forefathers  kindling  in  every  vein,  "  and  pro- 
motion and  happiness  shall  be  your  reward — un- 
limited promotion — uninterrupted  happiness  !*' 

These  words  were  articulated  with  a  dear  and 
powerful  voice ;    her  cheeks  were  flushed,  and 
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ikfeBhriaare  visited  her  eyes  wbicb 

an,  ould  nerer  be  forgotten. 

AaTennig  cries,  that  Edward  of  Yot 

""^  opoa  them,  soon  after  resounded 

noki.    When  was  Jasper  of  Hat&eld  i 

Imibnii  his  last  ^nvphetic   words?    T 

taSaiiBu  of  them  fell  upon  Margaret's  ei 

"  Vntatj  w  death  !"  cried  the  Queen, 
rode  towards  the  thickest  of  the  fight 
dor  voice  beard  rallying  the  troops. 

Somenet  at  this  momeot  dashed  i 
fis  reeking  diarger,  fiery  and  ungovt 
u  faimsdf,  and  inquired  with  passional 
ture, — 

"Where  is  that  fool,  Wenlock  ?— The 
Koundrd — he  is  not  at  his  post  I  By  the 
we  shall  lose  the  day  !" 

Wenlodc  was  not  at  his  post.     The  disi 
Duke,  boiling  with  indignation,  galloped 
toother  direction. 
"  Where  is  Wenlock  ?"  he  agua  vocifi 
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Wenlock  he  at  length  discovered,  talking;'  u 
oonoernedly,  with  some  of  his  men,  in  tl 
market«plaoe,  as  if  the  crisis  of  their  cause  ivs 
not  at  hand.  This  unpardonable  conduct  wa 
beyoDd  endurance. 

**  Is  this  your  post  ?"  thundered  the  younj 
general  in  a  frensy  of  excitement.  *•  Thot 
foul  traitor  to  the  Queen  !  Thou  shalt  no  more 
betray  friends  or  foes  :"  he  raised  his  battle-axe, 
and  deft  the  skull  of  Wenlock  on  the  spot. 

This  frightful  spectacle  had  an  unfortunate 
eflPect  upon  the  men  under  Wenlock's  banner. 
They  stood  for  a  few  minutes,  appalled  at  the 
death  of  their  chief,  and  then   took  to  flight, 
causing  so  much  confusion,  that  Margaret  saw 
in  terror,  the  day  was  against  them. 

"  Let  me  but  die,  let  me  die  I  I  cannot  live 
through  this  day,"  shrieked  the  distracted 
Queen.  She  sprang  from  her  horse,  and  would 
have  rushed  headlong  into  the  hottest  of  the 
fight,  had  not  Dafydd,  her  old  and  faithful 
friend,  seen  her  intention. 
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'%  wni  lady,  Queen-consort   of     my 
^^  fflttterr  cried  Ap  Jevan,  throwing 
™elf  iefere  her  to  intercept  her  progress. 
"  lour  fie  B  precious  to  us,  to  the  King,  and 

"Whatf  yoa — you,    Dafydd? — will     you 
»nngmyheart,by  robbing  me  at  such  an  hour, 
«  mi  most  dear  to  me  ?     Leave  me  to  die — 
«n?/De Id  die;  I  declared  it  should  be  victory 
«" death!— victory  or  death !" 
Overcome,  at  length,  with  fatigue  and  agita- 

# 

^0,  afld  half  insensible,    the  venerable  chief* 

^  conveyed  her  to  a  dwelling  in  the  Park, 

UMi  seeing  that  she  was  safe,  returned  to  the 

*C8De  of  action,  where  the  first  objects  he  en- 

coootered  were  Prince  Edward  in  a  desperate 

^aod-in-hand    combat     with     Gloucester,    the 

bodous  hunchback  duke  of  that  name. 

Ap  Jevan  saw  the  imminent  danger  of  the 
iipl^ng,  and  rushed  forward  to  his  assistance. 
is  former  strength  seemed  to  reanimate  his 
wUniDg  fi^me.     He  stood  between  them,  and 
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by  one  of  bis  sturdy  blows,  the  King's  broths 
was  repelled  some  distance  from  his  prey.  Xt 
ill-shapen  Duke,  however,  was  not  to  b 
thwarted.  He  arose  from  the  ground  Oi 
which  he  had  staggered  and  fallen,  am 
rushed  furiously  upon  the  hoary  chief  oi 
Harlech. 

*'  I  know  you,"  shouted  he,  in  a  hoarse  voice, 
**  I  know  you,— enemy  of  our  housa     If  you 
breathe,  after  I  have  done  with  you,  let    the 
vixen  Margaret  wash  her  hands,  to  her  heart's 
content,  in  Richard  of  Gloucester's  blood  I** 

Sir  Richard  Crofts  and  other  Yorkists  col- 
lected round  the  spot.     Dafydd  found  himself 
attacked  on  all  sides,  but  boldly  stood  his  ground, 
till  a  battle-axe  blow  aimed  at  him  from  behind 
by  the  cowardly  hand  of  Sir  Richard  Crofts, 
felled  the  veteran  to  the  earth. 

A  malicious  smile  passed  over  the  ill-features 
of  the  Duke,  who  started  forward  and  deft  the 
already  bleeding  head  of  Harlech's  bold  and 
valiant  defender.     His  courageous  spirit  fled ;— 
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*W«r«isr  now,  were  the  cares  and  sorrows 
^^^f-JrouWed  heart 

^  tiK  youthful  Edward  beheld  his  cham- 

/*W(rt  (fown,  and  saw  him  expire  under  the 

^^WflfGbucttter;  he  was  struck  with  horror 

^^  Me  had  quitted  the  spot  in  haste,  sum* 

^^^  bjr  the  king,  to  share  the  pleasure  of 

a^mg  the  enemy's    camp.       The    Queen's 

^ps  Irene  put  to  flight,  without  further  re- 

AstsDoe. 

£dward  of  Lancaster  stood  alone,  closed  in  on 
^  sides  by  the  enemy.     Not  a  friend  or  adviser 
vsf  near  to  aid  or  counsel  him.     The  Earl  of 
^)e?onsbire,  and  Sir  John  Beaufort,  the  brother 
rf  the  Duke  ci   Somerset,  were  both  slain. 
Somerset,  exasperated  at  the  turn  the  battle  had 
i^aken,  acted  like  a  madman,  and  became  inca- 
pable of  issuing  further  orders. 

Such   was    the  unfortunate  position  of   the 
ZUated  Plantagenet  and  her  son. 

^*  It  shall  not  be  said  the  heir  of  Lancaster 
led   before  the  enemy,"  said  the  Prince,  placing 
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himself  against  the  trunk  of  a  sturdy  oak.  In 
that  situation  he  kept  his  opponents  at  bay, 
till  Sir  Richard  Crofts  appeared  once  more, 
bearing  in  triumph,  as  his  prisoner,  the  Prior 
of  St.  John's,  who,  upon  approaching  Edward, 
entreated  him  to  lay  down  his  arms,  and  sur- 
render, as  he  himself  had  done,  to  Sir  Richard, 
who  spontaneously  promised  ^to  plead  on  their 
behalf. 

Exhausted  from  the  fight,  and  persuaded 
that  destruction  was  inevitable,  the  Prince  at 
length  yielded  to  the  monk's  solicitations ;  but 
not  before  he  had  turned  to  gaze  once  more  on 
the  melancholy  remains  of  his  devoted  friend, 
Dafydd  ap  Jevan.  For  his  cause,  Ap  Jevan 
had  left  his  home,  and  for  that,  had  perished,  far 
away  from  his  friends  and  much-loved  mountain 
land. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

^^^der  of  Edward  of  Lancaster— And  of 

King  Henry. 

Tkmfted  by  Edward's  oflFer  of  a  large  bribe, 

*e  meroenary  Sir  Richard  Croft  had  sought  to 

^^"^  possession   of  the  person  of  the  young 

^tagenet.     Elated  by  his  good  fortune,  and 

latterly  disregarding  his  promises  to  the  Prince, 

ike  fastened    to   conduct   him  into   the  royal 

Edward  on  the  impulse  of  the  moment,  with 
is  accustomed  unfeeling  levity,  whispered : — 

*'By  St.  George  I  Richard,  he  is  a  noble 
mngster,  he  has  robbed  many  a  maiden  of  her 
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The  young  Prince  continued  standing  in 
dauntless  attitude  before  the  scrutimziag  gsize 
the  unappeasable  tyrant. 

'*Rash,  presumptuous  youth,  what  brougd 
you  into  my  kingdom  with  banners  displaye 
against  mef* 

This  he  demanded  in  an  insulting  tone,  sud 
denly  changing  to  an  angry  lowering  cast  hh 
countenance,  before  so  expressive  of  pleasure  at 


^  To  recover  my  father's  crown,  and  my  own 
inheritance,"  replied  Edward  haughtOy. 

*' Beware  how  you  express  yourself    thus," 
retorted    the  king,   with    an    angry    gesture, 
striking  him  a  violent  blow  in  the  hoe  with  his 
gauntlet  At  the  same  time,  Edward  exchanged 
a  look  with  Gloucester ;  this  was  the  royal  signal 
to  murder  the  scion  of  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

The  Duke  sprang  forward,  followed  by  bis 
brother  Cilarence,  and  the  Earls  of  Dorset  and 
Hastings.  They  fell  upon  the  unarmed  strip- 
ling with  the  ferocity  of  unrelenting  savag6S» 
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fflij  ttrmiinted  in  this  bratal  nuDDer  ti 
kaee  of  ooe,  who  bad  gained  tbe  liivou] 
k  «1h»i)  he  bad  been  served. 

This  arage  deed  cast  terror  upon  frieo 
fbn,  not  s  nnce  was  raised  in  its  favour. 
fur  nhjbited  signs  of  dissatisfaction. 
crsfiT  handed  his    gauntlet  and  sleeve 
ittfodaot.     Tuey  were  reeking  with  the 
<^  his  Tirtim.     He  withdrew  the  first  fra 
scow  of  his  own  saoguinan'  baseness, 
paswd  through  the  crowd,    his  withere 
was    coDmlsireiy   grasped,  and    an    uo< 
nwe,    which  he  recognized,  whispered 
or. — 

"  Richard  of  Gloucester,  there  will  be  r 

tioo.     TTiis  crime  of  blood  shaU  be  appea 

Trembling  violently  the  Duke  sta^erec 

"nd  when  he  bad  recovered  himself,  a  spar 

figure  passed  before  him  and  vanished. 

**  The  Devil  tuke  her,"  he  muttered  to  h 
his  consdeDce  smiting  him  at  the  words  I 
heard :  he  quickened  his  footsteps. 
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On  the  following  morning,  as  King  Ed- 
ward was  on  his  way  to  Worcester,  Sir 
William  Stanley  came  up,  and  requested  him  to 
halt. 

''We  have  discovered,"  said  Stanley,  "the 
place  of  the  Queen's  concealment." 

His  royal  master  asking  a  full  explanation,  he 
at  once  gave  it. 

'*By  St  George,  that  is  good.  Metbinks 
fortune  smiles  upon  me,"  rejoined  Edward.  '*  I 
have  vanquished  the  enemy  at  last.  Although  it 
cost  me  so  many  sanguinary  fights,  it  was  worth 
the  blood  spilt.  It  was  a  Caesar's  triumph. 
Stay,  Stanley,  I  am  a  fool  to  bray  here, 
before  Margaret  is  secured.  Where  did  you  say 
the  tigress  lurked  in  cover  ?" 

"  In  the  Nunnery  near  Tewkesbury,"  replied 
Sir  William.  "  Anne  of  Warwick,  the 
Countess  of  Devonshire,  and  Lady  Vaux,  are 
also  there." 

*'  Go  then.  Sir  Knight,  place  a  strong  guard 
around  the  house ;  guard  well  the  saints  within  ; 
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they  are  the  hdy  leayeD  of  the  Yorkists'  batch. 
There  await  my  further  commands." 

Sir  Williara  Stanley  owed  Ma^-garet  a  personal 
grudge.  He  insisted  upon  being  shown  into  the 
Queen's  apartments ;  for  he  was  very  desirous  to 
witness  the  misery  which  the  intelligence  of  her 
son's  death  would  inflict  on  the  unfortunate 
Queen. 

Margaret  raised  her  head  as  he  entered  and 
delivered  the  intelligence  of  the  murder  of  the 
Prince.  She  fixed  her  eyes  upon  the  speaker, 
then  raised  h^  arms  towards  heaven,  speech- 
less from  magnitude  of  grief.  Her  lips  became 
pale  as  her  care-worn  cheeks.  She  remained 
motionless  as  a  statue. 

A  loud  piercing  shriek  burst  from  the  ago- 
nized breast  of  Edward's  young  bride,  but  it 
roused  not  the  grief*stricken  mother.  The 
scene  well-nigh  affected  the  hard-  hearted  Stanley, 
a  family  name  as  renowned  for  inconstancy  as 
want  of  principle.     He  never  forgot  that  mo* 

M  a 
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meot,  if  it  raised  do  pity  io  a  bosom  inseosible 
to  ought  save  its  owd  interests. 

Sir  William  received  orders  sood  afterwards, 
for  ooDveying  Margaret  to  Cov^itry;  Edward 
was  then  there.  Shortly  after,  the  selfish  con- 
queror entered  the  metropolis,  bearing  along  in 
his  triumph  the  broken*spirited  Margaret,  and 
the  widowed  consort  of  her  son,  whom  he  had 
murdered.  In  the  same  chariot,  clasped  in  one 
another's  arms,  the  illustrious  prisoners  were 
conveyed  through  the  streets  of  London,  to  the 
Tower.  On  reaching  the  gloomy  precincts  they 
were  instantly  separated.  The  Queen  was  left 
alone  to  deplore  her  fate  in  a  dark  and  loath- 
some dungeon.  Unhappy  Margaret  !  The 
desolation  of  her  sorrowing  heart  may  be  ima- 
gined,  not  described,  as  she  sat  brooding  over 
her  misfortunes.  Her  beloved  consort,  whom 
she  had  not  seen  for  years,  she  weU  knew  to  be 
within  a  few  doors  of  her  own  cell.  Her  spirit 
yearned  to  mingle  her  tears  with  his,  and  sym- 
pathize in  the  irreparable  loss  of  their  idolized 
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offspring.       But    even    this    consolation    was 
denied  her  amid  her  niagnitude  of  woe. 

On  the  same  night  as  the  Queen  reached  the 
Tower,  Gloucester  contemplated  the  committal 
of  the  long- premeditated  murder  of  King  Henry, 
her  husband.  Scarcely  had  the  glass  run  out 
the  midnight  hour,  when  he  repaired  to  the 
diamber  of  the  unsuspecting  monarch.  Henry 
had  but  a  few  hours  before  been  made  acquainted 
with  the  death  of  his  son,  and  the  total  over- 
throw of  his  royal  house.  In  deep  meditation 
upon  these  distressing  events,  these  heart-rend- 
ing calamities,  the  pious,  feeble-minded  Henry 
was  sitting  at  a  rude,  worm-eaten  table ;  a  pet 
bird  was  upon  his  shoulder.  He  was  turning 
over  the  leaves  of  a  religious  book,  when  he 
caught  the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps.  The 
gaoler  had  long  before  brought  him  his  evening 
meal ;  and  he  had  no  thought  of  being  again 
disturbed  for  that  night.  He  listened,  confused 
voices  fell  upon  his  ear,  and  that  of  Gloucester's 
was  distinctly  heard.     The  monarch  shuddered 
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as  if  he  anticipated  some  dreadful  evil  to  himself. 
Naturally  of  a  nervous  temperament,  he  started 
upon  his  feet,  at  the  same  time  looking  towards 
the  door ;  Richard  of  Gloucester  and  three  ill* 
looking  banditti,  like  himself,  all  armed,  entered 
the  gloomy  cell. 

"  St  Henry,"  cried  Gloucester,  sarcastically, 
"  how  have  you  borne  your  afHiction  ?  Has  the 
spirit  of  your  son  visited  you  ?  Spirits  contemn 
dungeon  doors.  My  dagger  was  steeped  hilt 
deep  in  his  blood.  Sanctified,  you  may  express 
it,  ex-King  of  England.  I  may  do  service  to 
more  of  your  family,  paper-crowned  monarch  !" 

These  words  uttered,  Gloucester  threw  him- 
self upon  his  unhappy  victim,  not  willing  to  miss 
the  merit  of  a  crime.  He  grasped  Henry  vio- 
lently by  the  garment,  and  dashed  him  on  the 
floor.  The  King  had  scarcely  time  to  clasp  his 
hands  together  in  the  attitude  of  prayer.  The 
Duke  and  his  assassin  colleagues  then  plunged 
their  daggers  into  the  body  of  the  unfortunate 
monarch. 
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''  There  lies  the  imbecile !  It  is  done  at  last/' 
muttered  Gloucester,  with  a  6endish  laugh. 
Hastily  quitting  the  murdered  body,  the  Duke 

passed  down  the  gloomy  passage  with  hurried 
steps,  as  if  he  feared  the  spirit  of  the  murdered 
monarch  was  tracking  his  footsteps. 

A  voice  was  heard  as  if  issuing  from  the 
vault,  the  counterpait  of  that  which  addressed 
him  at  Tewksbury. 

*'  The  blood  of  the  Lord's  anointed  shall  be 
avenged  on  thee,  Richard  of  Gloucester." 

Gloucester  trembled  till  he  reached  the  King's 
apartment,  where  he  made  a  strong  effort  to 
shake  off  the  terror  of  those  accents,  while  he 
was  assuring  his  royal  brother  that  his  throne 

was  secure. 

Edward  looked  at  him  with  an  inquiring  ex- 
pression of  countenance. 

"  Do  you  doubt  me  ?'*  said  Gloucester,  hastily. 
''  The  deed  is  done ;  the  throne  is  ours." 

"  So  far  it  is  well,"  articulated  the  King ;  "on 
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my  soul,  Richard,  you  have  done  bnTdv,  what 
I  could  not  have  dared  to  du." 

"  What  V*  said  the  Duke,  with  a  self  satisfied 
air.  ••  What,  I  should  like  to  know,  would 
not  Richard  of  Gloucester  dare  to  do  ?^  He 
then  laughed  outright,  and  reminded  Edward 
that  Quc»en  Margaret  was  still  in  their  power. 

"Aye,  Richard,  but  she  is  deprived  of  her 
weapons  and  her  claims. — She  is  now  harmless. 
We  need  not  extend  our  vengeance  further." 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  the  Duke; 
"have  you  forgotten  her  taunts,— her  persecu- 
tions  ?  By  heaven,  Edward,  she  was  the  worst  of 
the  three." 

"That  may  be,"  said  the  King  in  a  firm 
tone,  "  but  our  vengeance  must  end  here.  No 
Plantigenet  has  ever  stained  his  hands  with 
the  blood  of  a  female.  We  have  already  per- 
formed  much  to  requite  her  for  the  evil  she  has 
done  to  our  house.  Deprived  her  of  her  con- 
sort;  bereaved  her  of  her  son;  taken  her  from 
the  zenith  of  power,  and  plunged  her  into  abject 
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miserj.    On  my  soul,  Richard,  what  would  you 
have  more  ?" 

"  If  any  thing  could  be  done  to  add  a  few  more 
drops  of  bitterness  to  her  cup,  I  would  do  it," 
aid  Gloucester,  with  a  sardonic  smile. 


M  3 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

Kffmjm  finds  the  body  of  his  Father— Tie 

Awmydhiom. 

Tbb  roar  of  battle,  the  shrieks  and  groans  of  the 
woonded,  and  the  shoots  of  the  victors  had 
scarcely  been  boshed,  when  Jasper  of  Hatfield 
with  his  strong  and  numerous  army  of  Welsh 
partisans  reached  the  vicinity  of  Tewksbury. 
With  bitter  disappointment  he  heard  of  the  total 
defeat  of  the  Lancastrian  army.  The  queen's 
generals  had  not  listened  to  his  parting  words, 
and  had  become  the  victims  of  their  own 
ignorance  of  warfare,  and  glaring  indiscretion. 

Pembroke,  deeply  distressed  upon  hearing  of 
the  brutal  murder  of  young  Prince  Edward,  saw 
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ertry  expectatioD  of  Tengeance  and  success, 
vbich  he  had  till  now  cherished,  vanisbed  iato 
thin  air. 

The  hope  of  Lancaster  was  utterly  goae  ;  the 
gnnnd  both  he  and  his  forces  occupied  was  a 
post  of  imminent  danger.  Hastily  disbanding 
bis  levies,  the  jealous  Welsh  returned  to  thi-ir 
niDuntabs  to  grieve  in  silence  over  the  oblitera- 
tion of  the  Red  Rose  standard. 

One  taU  slender  figure  followed  not  iu  the 
footsteps  of  his  countrymen.  Hastily  bidding 
them  &rewell,  be  pursued  his  lonely  way  to  the 
&tal  battle-field.  The  clouds  were  chasing  each 
other  hurriedly  athwart  the  heavens,  which 
■eemed  to  have  changed  with  the  fortunes  of  the 
day.  The  moon  in  fitful  glances  looked  down 
upon  the  solitary  wanderer  over  the  scene  of 
death,  Hundreds  of  the  shtin  lay  heaped  to- 
gether, preparatory  to  interment  on  the  field. 
The  contortions  of  the  features  of  the  dead, 
marked  here  in  rigid  character  the  stem  detc 
mination   of  hostile  anger,  and  there  the  plac 
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sleep  of  passion  had  been  quenched  under  the 
unexpected  blow. 

The  stranger  passed  on  among  heaps  of  dead, 
from  pile  to  pile,  in  a  hurried  search  of  some 
particular  body.  Eagerly  his  dark  wild  eyes 
traversed  in  one  direction  and  then  in  its  oppo- 
site, until  they  were  suddenly  riveted  on  a  noble 
form  dabbled  in  blood,  but  too  well  known  to  be 
mistaken  for  any  other. 

"  My  father !  my  father !"  cried  the  son  of 
Harlech  in  anguish  ;  "  dear  to  me  as  life,  aye, 
once  dearer  to  me  than  existence,  though  my  affec- 
tion was  so  ill  exhibited —  to  thee  an  unnatural,  an 
unfeeling  son,  despite  my  filitd  regard  ;  worthless 
descendant  that  I  am  of  a  noble  line.  Here 
Kyniin  paused  amid  his  grief,  for  he  became 
aware  of  footsteps  approaching.  Turning  round, 
he  saw  only  a  solitary  individual,  who  was  busy 
among  the  bodies  in  search  of  plunder ;  so  busy 
as  scarcely  to  notice  him. 

In  silent  self-condemnation,  Kyiifin  pnssed  bis 
bauds  against  his  temples,  and  kneeling  on  the 
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mihy  trampled  and  gory  as  it  was,  remained 

some  time  in  a  half-insensible  state. 
The  day-dawn,  dispersing  the  mist  that  bad 

CDfered  the  horizon,  recalled  his  own  position  to 

bis  distracted  mind.  To  remain  and  become  a 
prisoner  of  the  Yorkists,  drunk  with  insolence 
and  victory,  coidd  be  of  no  benefit  to  the  fallen 
cause,  to  his  noble  father's  remains,  or  to  himself. 
He  observed  the  sword  still  in  the  cold  hand  of 
Hailedi's  chieftain.  He  reflected  it  was  a 
valued  relic  of  his  ancestors.  He  took  it,  pressed 
it  passionately  to  his  lips,  gave  a  wild,  farewell 
giance  at  the  mangled  remains  of  his  brave 
are,  and  withdrew  from  the  scene  of  the 
^S^y*  ^ith  a  pace  as  rapid  as  he  thought  was 
consistent  with  avoiding  the  notice  of  the 
Yorkists,  who  might  be  returning  from  the  pur- 
&uit  of  the  Lancastrians.  He  saw  none,  even  the 
joy  of  victory  was  silenced  in  the  fatigues  they 
bad  undergone ;  all  being  wrapped  in  slumber. 

Kynfin  reflected  upon  the  deniands  of  duty 
towards  his  sole  remaining  parent,  his  mother. 
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and  directed  his  steps  to  his  late  father's  home. 
He  proceeded  imobserved.  At  the  dose  of  the 
second  day  from  leaving  the  blood*stained  field 
of  Tewkesbury,  he  felt  greatly  &tigued.  This 
induced  him  to  seek  a  night's  lodging  at  all 
hazards,  in  a  small  ion,  near  the  road-side.  He 
approached  the  door,  and  a  loud  laugh  of  revelry 
caught  his  ear.  He  knocked,  and  was  at  once 
conducted  into  a  low  roomy  kitchen,  where 
several  persons  were  seated  round  a  table,  covered 
with  homely  provisions,  and  in  the  midst  of  them 
a  bowl  of  warm  ale. 

The  night  was  boisterous  and  rainy,  and  as 
the  drops  pattered  against  the  casement,  and  the 
wind  whistled  without,  the  cheerfulness  within  was 
appreciated,  even  by  Kynfin,  oppressed  as  he  was 
with  thouglits  of  his  own  condition. 

On  the  entrance  of  the  stranger,  the  men 
seated  at  the  table  cast  upon^Kyniin  a  suspicious 
look. 

"  A  soaking  wet  night,  young  man,"  said  one 
of  them — a  tall,  dark,  ill-looking  £nglishman. 
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**  Not  Sony  to  get  under  shelter ;  excellent  pro- 
vender, we  can  strongly  recommend  it/'  and  he 
struck  his  hand  upon  the  wdl-supplied  board. 
His  words  were  lost  upon  Kynfin,  who  had 
thrown  himself  into  a  chair  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  apartment,  and  only  answered  these  re- 
marks by  vrildly  staring  at  the  party. 

The  company,  somewhat  surprised,  exchanged 
glances  with  one  another,  then  whispered  and 
laughed  alternately. 

**  CSome,  come,  gentlemen/'  said  one  of  them, 
named  Jervis  ap  Griffith ;  "  I  am  a  Welshman, 
if  I  am  not  mistaken,  this  stranger  is  a  country- 
man." Then  lowering  his  voice,  he  continued : 
'*  I  think  I  am  right,  he  is  neither  a  madman 
nor  an  idiot,  but  what  we  call  in  our  good 
Welsh,  an  Awenydhion."* 

**  By  the  beads  of  St.  Jerom,  that  is  a  long 
jabbering  word,  what  does  it  mean  ?"  inquired 
Sir  Roger,  the  name  by  which  they  addressed 

*  See  WarriDgton's  History  of  Wales. 
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the  dark  Englishman.  All  the  rest  laughed  in 
chorus. 

Ap  Griffith  looked  annoyed ;  but  upon  again 
being  asked  to  give  an  explanation  of  what  an 
Awenydhion  meant,  replied : 

"  An  Awenydhion  means,  gentlemen,  a  per- 
son visited  with  a  poetic  genius,  or,  if  you  will 
have  it  so,  possessed  by  an  invisible  spirit,  who 
puts  a  written  scroll  into  his  mouth,  that  gives 
him  supernatural  power.  Such  persons  are 
sometimes  silent,  and  sometimes  seized  with  a 
fit  of  frantic  enthusiasm.  But  to  cut  the  story 
short,  these  people  can  be  made  useful,  for  ex- 
ample, in  a  case  like  ours.  Sir  Roger.''  Thus 
concluded  Jervis,  laying  a  stress  upon  the  last 
sentence,  and  giving  his  companion  a  knowing 
wink. 

*'  Indeed  1"  said  Sir  Roger,  rubbing  his  hands 
with  incredulous  look. 

'*  If  you  have  these  strange  animals  in  your 
country,  on  my  life  I  should  not  like  to  live 
among  you,"  observed   one  of   the  company. 
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Many  similar  remarks  were  made,  and  the  sub- 
ject brought  to  a  close  by  drinking  to  the  health 
of  the  Awenydhion.  The  cries  for  more  ale 
continued,  vulgar  jokes,  and  songs  of  little  har- 
mony, feU  confusedly  upon  the  ear.  At  length 
they  drank  so  deeply,  that  the  presence  of  the 
stranger  and  the  taleof  the  Awenydhion  completely 
escaped  their  memory.  Ap  Griffith  and  his 
dark  companion  talked  aside  from  the  rest ;  but 
as  the  bowl  was  replenished,  the  speakers  began 
to  be  more  unguarded  in  their  conversation. 

^*  You  have  not  struck  the  bargain    yet,  Sir 
Roger,"  said  Ap  Griffith,  pertinaciously  ;  "  say, 

dear  and  smooth,  what  is  the  reward  for  the 
Earl  of  Pembroke  and  his  nephew,  dead  or 
alive  ?  I  know  the  sanctified  hypocrite  well.  I 
have  a  grudge  against  him ;  I  lived  once  under 
his  castle  walls,  and  slaughtered  scores  of  his 
deer,  for  which  he  threatened  to  hang  me. 
Mewn  gwirionedd  !  if  I  don't  strangle  him  first, 
the  Lancastrian  dog,  yn  enw  goodness  I  I  won- 
der how  he  feels  after  such  a  scattering  of  the 


256  GLADYS    OF    HJi&LECU. 

Red  Rose  leaves."  After  these  comments,  Ap 
Griffith  rose  end  staggered  forward,  shouting 
with  fxtreme  eagerness  : — 

"  Edward  of  York  for  ever !  down  with  the 
Ijancastrians,  down  with  thar  blood  for  ever." 

"  Bravo,  Ap  Griffith,  you  are  the  ffUow  for 
me,  y-e-8,  y-e  s,  you  are  the  fellow  for  me,"  re- 
peated Sir  Koger,  scarcely  able  to  articulate. 
"  Bring  me  that  rebel,  Pembroke,  dead  or  alive, 
you  shall  be  made  a  gentlemao  of,  as  sure  as 
King  Edward  sits  upon  the  throne  of  England. 
Y-es,  you  shall  be  made  a  gentleman  of.  By 
the  beads  of  St.  Jerom,  you  shall." 

"  Do  you  think  he  will  make  a  knight  of  me. 
Sir  Roger  ?  why,  that  is  the  height  of  my  am- 
bition. Ha,  ha  !  thiit  would  be  grand.  Well, 
if  you  will  keep  the  bargain,  I  will  undertake  to 
trap  the  Earl  in  the  neighbourhood  of  his  own 

it  him  know,  too,  that  his  friend 

er  did  it." 

fell  asleep,  and  sood  afterwards  the 

mrty  broke  up  for  the  oight,  leaving 
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KynSn  alone  in  the  kitchen.  Embers  were  still 
gleaming  upon  the  hearth,  and  all  around  was 
nlent,  save  the  chirping  of  the  crickets.  The 
intention  which  had  just  been  divulged,  was  so 
agitating  to  the  feelings  of  the  son  of  Hariech, 
that,  weary  and  feverish  from  fatigue  as  he  was, 
he  could  not  sleep.  The  moment  he  was  alone, 
he  rose,  opened  the  window,  and  felt  refreshed 
by  the  external  air,  though  damp.  The  rain  was 
still  falling,  white  misty  clouds  were  resting  on, 
and  breaking  over  the  adjacent  hills. 

"  I  have  been  taken  for  an  Awenydhion,  in* 
deed !  drunken  fools !"  ejaculated  Kynfin  to 
himself;  "  they  shall  not  be  undeceived.  Jasper 
of  Hatfield,  you  shall  not  perish  by  one  of  Ed- 
ward's villainous  agents,  without  my  making 
every  endeavour  to  rescue  you  fi'om  such  an 
end.  They  think  that  I  am  possessed.  I  will 
bear  with  them  till  my  point  is  gained  !  They 
shall  find  to  their  cost,  that  the  stranger  was  no 
Awenydhion,  nor  an  idiot ;  road  1  well  I  may 
be  mad,  misfortune  may  make  me  so.      My 
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home,  my  desolate  home,  how  can  I  ever  re- 
turn to  thee  ?  I  even  now  see  it — my  shadow 
will  make  it  darker.  Can  my  mother — my  de- 
voted mother — be  cheered  by  the  presence  of 
him  who  has  been  the  author  of  this  desola- 
tion  ?"  Absorbed  by  bitter  reflections,  the  son  of 
Harlech  remained  before  the  window  till  the 
sun  rose. 

At  an  early  hour,  preparations  for  departure 
were  in  busy  progress,  on  the  part  of  the  in- 
mates of  the  house.  Horses  and  ponies  stood 
ready  saddled  in  the  yard,  surrounded  by 
men  and  boys  jabbering  half  English,  half 
Welsh. 

The  son  of  Harlech  hired  a  strong  pony, 
and  was  the  first  to  sit  down  to  the  morning 
fepast.  While  he  was  at  the  table,  Sir  Roger 
and  Ap  Griffith  made  their  appearance. 

"  By  the  beads  of  St.  Jerom  I  if  the  poetic 
genius  is  not  down  before  us,"  cried  the  knights 
facetiously.  "  Whither  are  you  bound,  friend  ? 
do  you  travel  west  ?" 
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''  To  the  mountains,  twenty  miles  this  side 
of  Pembroke/'  said  Kynfin,  abstractedly. 

Ap  Griffith  took  a  seat  near  him,  and  imme- 
diately entered  into  conversation  in  his  own  lan- 
guage. Kynfin  soon  knew  the  character  of  the 
roan,  and  how  to  play  his  part.  He  managed 
with  this  understanding  to  work  deeply  on  Ap 
Griffith's  weak  and  superstitious  mind. 

^*  What  is  the  greatest  folly  in  a  man  ?  was 
Caturg's*  inquiry  of  the  seven  learned  men," 
observed  Kynfin,  looking  steadily  into  his  com- 
panion's face.  "  Ystyffan,  the  Bard  of  Teilo, 
gave  this  reply : — '  The  wish  to  injure  another 
without  having  the  power  to  effect  it.'  That 
power,  man,  thou  lackest." 

"  Under  your  guidance  I  shall  have  that 
power,  I  entreat  you  to  go  with  us,"  said  Ap 
Griffith,  respectfully. 

*  Caturg  was  an  Abbot  of  Llancarfan,  in  Glamorgan. 
He  was  sumamed  the  Wise,  and  ib  nambered  among  the 
saints  of  the  sixth  century.  Taliesin,  the  chief  of  the 
Bards,  completed  his  ediicntion  under  this  celebrated 
sage,  whose  Truisms  and  Aphorisms  are  still  extant. 
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**  Twenty  miles  this  side  of  Pembroke  I  travel. 
If  you  would  have  my  company  follow  me.  I 
follow  no  mortal''  His  wild  eyes  were  upon 
them  all;  starting  upon  his  feet,  he  repeated 
various  incoherent  sentences,  and  the  next  mo- 
ment was  in  the  yard. 

''  He  is  a  wizard,  or  a  madman,  I'll  stake 
my  life !  Why,  nothing  can  be  done  with  such 
a  fellow  as  that,"  exclaimed  Sir  Roger. 

"  Indeed,  truth,  Sir  Roger.  I  no  like  not  to 
go  with  him,  he  can  be  of  great  use  to  us," 
said  Ap  Griffith,  cramming  his  mouthful  and 
preparing  to  leave  the  table.  "  We  have  a  bevy 
of  Lancastrians  to  pass  through,  remember  that. 
Sir  Roger.  You  do  not  know  the  nature  of 
these  Awenydhions,  come,  let  us  go  with  him  ; 
indeed,  truth,  the  aid  we  require  he  will  bestow 
upon  us, — we  shall  get  out  of  him  what  we 
want" 

"  The  devil  only  knows  what  you  do  want," 
retorted  Sir  Roger,  annoyed  at  being  disturbed 
at  his  breakfast     "You  Welshmen  are,  with- 
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out  exception,  the  most  superstitious  dogs  I 
ever  came  across." 

Ap  Griffith  looked  angry,  and  Sir  Roger,  de- 
pendant upon  him,  thought  it  prudent  to  yield. 

**  I  suppose  you  must  have  it  all  your  own 
way,"  said  he ;  ''  all  I  can  say  is,  I  would  sacri^ 
fice  much  if  I  could  only  be  certain  of  getting 
Pembroke  and  young  Richmond  into  my  power. 
Aye,  by  the  beads  of  St.  Jerom  !  I  would  go  a 
great  length  to  stain  my  fingers  with  their 
blood,  to  finish  the  Lancastrians,  the  last  of  the 
Lancastrians." 

When  they  appeared  in  the  yard,  the  first 
person  they  beheld  was  the  son  of  Harlech,  lean- 
ing over  the  back  of  his  pony,  gazing  intently 
upon  the  hills  before  him.  Suddenly  he  sprang 
upon  his  nag,  and  trotted  out  of  the  stable  yard, 
leaving  the  Englishman  and  his  companion  to 
follow  at  their  leisure.  They  had  hardly  gone 
a  mile,  and  had  reached  a  bare  extensive  moor, 
where  all  halted  but  Kyn6n,  who  simulated  to 
exhibit  a  strange  power  over  his  steed.     After 
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violently  snorting  in  the  air,  and  striking  his 
fore  feet  upon  the  turf,  the  nag  dashed  over  the 
dangerous  and  uneven  ground,  and  left  all  the 
rest  of  the  party  far  behind. 

"  Stop,  stop  !  for  mercy's  sake  stop  1"  cried 
Sir  Roger,  quite  out  of  breath.  "  I  can't  stand 
this  horrid  work.  Let  our  guide,  who  can  be 
no  other  than  a  devil,  go  to  the  devil." 

They  drew  up,  and  some  of  the  party  seemed 
highly  amused  at  the  swiftness  with  which  the 
poetic  genius  rode  over  the  marsh.  Many  re- 
marks were  made,  jokes  intervening,  and  the 
whole  of  the  company  at  length  was  restored 
to  good  humour,  before  rejoining  their  strange 
companion. 

Several  other  adventures,  and  some  singular 
manoeuvres  on  the  part  of  the  Awenydhion,  as 
they  deemed  him,  occurred  before  they  reached 
the  town.  There  he  had  previously  told  them 
he  should  take  his  leave.  During  the  ride,  Ap 
Griffith  found  many  opportunities  of  holding 
conversation  with  the  genius,  and  had  given  him 
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bis  oonfidenoe  and  received  a  satisfactory  reply. 
There  was  a  good  understanding  built  up  be- 
tween them.  Ap  Griffith  appeared  in  high  glee. 
He  assured  Sir  Roger  he  might  consider  the 
Earl  and  his  nephew  already  secured. 

Kynfin  hastened  forward  to  gain  the  castle 
of  Pembroke  before  the  morning,  if  possible.  He 
left  his  companions  at  a  public  house  to  r^ale 
themselves  in  the  same  way  as  they  had  done 
the  previous  night. 

On  his  admittance  to  the  castle,  Kynfin  was 
shown  into  the  presence  of  Jasper  Tudor  and 
his  nephew. 

"  What !  Kynfin,  the  son  of  Harlech  ?  This 
is  an  unexpected  pleasure/'  exclaimed  the  Earl, 
warmly  shaking  him  by  the  hand.  *'  You  have 
soon  followed  on  our  steps.  What  tidings  do 
you  bring  of  our  shattered  house  ?  Not  cheer- 
ing, I  fear.  Edward  is  not  likely  to  show  us 
mengr.'* 

**  Your  words  are  too  true,  Jasper  of  Hatfield," 
replied  Kynfin,  sorrowfully.     "  I  have  come  on 

VOL.   L  N 
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ao  errand  of  the  utmost  importance.  The  dis- 
closure will  cause  you  great  anxiety.  £dward 
is  seeking,  by  foul  means,  to  destroy  the  last  of 
the  Lancastrians/' 

''How/'  cried  Pembroke,  looking  ahrmed, 
"  how  came  you  by  this  information  f* 

"  By  a  strange  coincidence." 

The  son  of  Harlech  then  related  the  parti- 
culars of  his  meeting  with  Sir  Roger  and  hi^ 
accomplices — how  he  had  worked  upon  the 
deer-stalker's  weak  mind,  and  had  learned  from 
him  the  most  minute  particulars  of  their 
scheme. 

"My  spirit,  I  have  told  Ap  Griffith,  shall 
wander  over  Coed  GwyH,  the  spot  they  have 
fixed  upon  to  accomplish  the  bloody  sacrifice." 

A  faint  smile  passed  over  Kynfin's  fiioe,  and 
he  continued : — 

*'  Sir  Roger  is  to  write  a  letter  to  you,  signed 
with  the  names  of  several  leading  Lancastrians 
in  the  neighbourhood,  in  which  he  will  request 
the  favour  of  your  company,  on  a  particular 
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night,  at  a  secret  meeting,  to  be  held  at  the 
Monastery  of  Pendergast,  an  hour  before  mid- 
night. This  is  a  ruse  to  entrap  you  on  your 
road,  waylay,  and  murder  you.  Their  perfidious 
intentions  do  not  end  here.  The  moment  they 
have  succeeded  with  you,  they  are  to  repair  im- 
mediately to  the  easde,  with  a  fictitious  message 
from  yourself,  commanding  the  Earl  of  Rich- 
mond,  your  nephew,  to  join  them  without  a 
moment's  hesitation.  Relying  upon  their  suc- 
cess here,  their  determination  is  to  dispatch  him 
on  the  spot  where  your  assassination  will  have 
been  perpetrated,  and  then  to  bury  you  both  in 
the  same  grave,  afterwards  bearing  the  welcome 
news  to  the  King.'' 

**  Most  treacherous !"  ejaculated  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke.  ''A  fearful  escape  for  us!  We 
are  greatly  indebted  to  you,  my  worthy  kinsman, 
for  our  preservation.  We  must  now  see  how 
we  can  best  make  this  premeditated  villany 
re-act  upon  its  authors.'' 


n2 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Treachery  frustrated — A  Stratagem — Justifi- 
able doubts. 

The  Earl  of  Pembroke  and  his  nephew  impa- 
tiently awaited  the  arrival  of  the  letter  from  Sir 
Roger.  Kynfin,  at  their  request^  took  up  his 
temporary  quarters  at  the  Castle. 

In  a  few  days  the  expected  letter  arrived. 
It  was  couched  in  language  agreeing  wdl  with 
what  Kynfin  had  already  stated  in  substance. 
The  bearer  of  this  treacherous  epistle,  a  lad,  was 
instructed  to  wait  for  a  reply.  The  Earl  asked 
the  messenger  some  simple  questions.  He  then 
wrote  that  he  would  be  punctual  at  the  Mo- 
nastery. 
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**  They  will  think  they  have  me,  Kynfin,"  said 
Jasper  Tudor,  suddenly  appearing  in  the  hall 
with  the  letter  in  his  hand.  ^*  Here  is  the  invita- 
tion. Unthinking  knaves !  dearly  indeed  will  we 
make  them  pay  for  their  conspiracy.  Let  us 
settle  upon  our  arrangements  immediately.  We 
have  no  time  to  lose.  Suppose  Sir  Roger 
should  have  more  men  in  ambush  than  we  cal- 
culate. It  is  advisable  that  we  should  be  pre- 
pared for  them." 

'*  We  cannot  be  too  cautious/'  answered  Kyn- 
fin.  **  I  would  recommend  you  to  send  a  score 
of  men,  disguised  as  freebooters,  to  conceal  them- 
sdves  in  Coed  Gwyll,  to  remain  quiet  till  they 
hear  a  call  from  your  bugle." 

**  It  shall  be  done,"  said  Pembroke. 
*'  Put  mail  under  your  jerkin,  and  take  all  the 
arms  you  can  conceal,"  added  Kynfin. 

"Am  I  to  understand  the  son  of  Harlech 
wiH  risk  his  life  with  mine?*'  rejoined  Pem- 
broke. 

*' Assuredly,  my  brd;   yet  I  can   take   no 
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active  p^rt  in  the  contest.  Blood  1  blood!  I 
have  enough  on  my  oonacienoe.'' 

A  4sloud  passed  over  his  face,  and  his  words 
died  upon  his  pale  lips.  The  soft  eyes  of  Aliaoo, 
and  the  mangled  remains  of  his  father,  appeared 
to  bis  imagination,  and  he  became  absent  and 
silent. 

Pembroke  and  the  son  of  Harlech  mounted 
their  horses  at  the  tqppointed  time,  and  left  tbe 
castle  to  pursue  their  hazardous  ride  to  "  Coed 
GwyU." 

^'  We  have  a  good  six  miles,"  observed  Kyn- 
fin.     "  The  night  favours  us." 

'*  Aye,  methmks,  if  the  monks  of  St.  Martin 
knew  of  this  atrocious  design,  they  would  in 
right  earnest  offer  up  their  prayers  on  our  be- 
half." 

The  moment  they  reached  the  beaten  track 
which  leads  to  the  Priory  of  Pendeigast,  they 
travelled  briskly,  setting  their  horses  on  the  trot. 
They  now  and  then  exchanged  a .  few  words — 
no  more.    An  hour  had  elapsed.    The  dump 
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of  dark  trees,  standing  a  little  to  the  right» 
warned  them  of  approaching  the  place  of  dan- 
ger. Pembroke  felt  for  his  bugle,  and  remarked, 
with  some  little  nervousness,  that  the  moon 
was  rising,  and  would  opportunely  come  to 
their  aid. 

To  this  Kynfin  made  no  reply.  On  entering 
the  wood,  he  remarked,  in  a  whisper,  that  the 
watchword  must  not  be  forgotten,  and  that  it 
would  be  necessary  to  be  careful  of  their  own  men. 
Tliey  proceeded  in  silence  for  a  short  distance 
further,  when  Kynfin  again  whispered, 

**  Pembroke,  I  see  them — be  wary  I" 

The  words  hardly  passed  Ap  Dafydd's  lip, 
before  Jervis  darted  forward  and  seized  the  reins 
€)£  his  horse.  In  an  instant  they  were  surrounded 
by  Sir  Roger  and  his  accomplices. 

A  blast  from  the  Earl's  bugle  gave  the  alarm. 
At  the  same  moment,  Kynfin,  in  an  expert  man- 
ner, threw  a  loose  hood  over  Ap  Griffith's  head, 
and  sprang  from  his  horse.  This  was  the  work 
of  a  moment.  Pembroke's  men  made  their  ap- 
pearance, and  Sir  Roger,  in  attempting  to  drag 
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the  Earl  from  his  saddle,  received  a  dagger  in 
his  breast,  and  expired. 

Ap  Griffith,  who  had  discovered  the  Awenj  d- 
hion,  was  giving  him  the  most  abusive  language, 
when  his  brains  were  dashed  out  by  the  Earl's 
men ;  and  thus  closed  his  career  of  villany. 

Young  Henry  of  Richmond  received  hisunde 
with  breathless  eagerness,  and  learned  the  details 
of  the  murderous  afifair  with  deep  emotion. 

"You  may  thank  Kynfin  for  this  success," 
said  the  Earl  of  Pembroke.  '*  He  has  not  only 
acted  the  part  of  a  kinsman  and  a  friend,  but  of 
a  daring  and  experienced  soldier.  He  accom- 
plished his  purpose  unarmed,  in  a  manner 
worthy  of  his  name." 

''  Speak  not  so  of  me,"  interrupted  Kynfin, 
"you  will  drive  me  from  you.  I  hate  com- 
mendation, of  which  I  am  undeserving ;  my 
private  history  is  not  known  to  you,  Jasper  of 
Hatfield." 

Notwithstanding  this  eccentricity,  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke  and  the  whole  household  became 
daily  more  attached  to  Kynfin. 
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Young  Henry,  with  a  very  natural  curiosity, 
endeavoured,  but  in  vain,  to  discover  a  clue  to 
his  peculiar  character.  That  some  secret  affair 
dwelt  upon  his  mind,  every  one  was  aware ;  he 
was  pitied  in  conseijuence,  though  no  one  knew 
the  cause. 

A  day  or  two  after  the  forgoing  defeat  of  the 
conspirators,  the  Countess  Dowager  of  Pembroke, 
Lady  Herbert,  who  for  several  years  had  been  a 
second  mother  to  ycung  Henry  of  Richmond, 
came  on  a  visit  to  the  Castle.  The  first  wish 
she  expressed  was  to  see  Kynfin  Tudor,*  their 
preserver. 

The  son  of  Harlech  was  embarrassed  in  the 
society  of  the  Countess  and  her  daughters.  They 
brought  up  bitter  recollections,  increased  the 
wildness  of  his  eyes,  and  made  him  more  restless 
than  ordinary.  After  a  few  days'  usage  to  their 
society,  he  became  more  reconciled ;  Lady  Her- 
bert's gentle  kindness  evidently  won  upon  him. 

*  Tbe  second  too  always  takes  the  mother's  maiden 
name  in  Wales* 

N  3 
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Jasper  of  Hatfield  would  not  hear  ci  Kynfin 
leaving  the  Castle.  He  had  frequently  urged  it» 
for  he  felt,  though  at  times  he  would  shrink 
from  the  thought,  that  he  had  duties  to  perform 
elsewhere.  This  was  fortunate,  because  hostili- 
ties were  again  impending  over  the  persecuted 
noblemen. 

One  day,  after  the  family  had  partaken  of  the 
evening  meal,  Kynfin,  touching  Jasper  of  Hat- 
field on  the  shoulder,  requested  some  private 
conversation. 

"  Let  the  Countess  and  her  children  leave  the 
Castle  to-night,  my  lord,"  were  Kynfin's  startling 
expressions. 

*'  Are  you  in  earnest  ?"  inquired  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke,  looking  bewildered. 

"  In  right  earnest,"  repeated  Kynfin ;  **  Mor- 
gan Thomas,  brother-in-law  to  Sir  Roger 
Vaughan,  has  hostile  intentions.  He  has  been 
bribed  by  King  Edward,  and  is  now  raising 
troops  to  lay  siege  to  this  stronghold.  Leave 
the  care  of  the  Countess  to  me ;  I  will  escort  her 
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to  her  residence  this  night,  while  you  begin  your 
preparations  for  defehoe." 

An  hour  or  two  later,  the  Countess  and  her 
fiimily  left  the  fortress  well  mounted ;  and  before 
day-break  reached  their  destination  in  safety. 
The  Countess  took  leave  of  the  son  of  Harlech 
with  r^ret,  giving  him  a  valuable  ring  in  re- 
membrance of  his  services. 

Ap  Daiydd  returned  to  the  Castle,  and  found 
the  inmates  m  great  confusion,  being  under  no 
small  alarm. 

'*  This  is  a  serious  affair,^  remarked  Pembroke; 
''but  only  what  I  expected.  I  fear,  Kynfin, 
with  our  handful  of  men,  we  shall  find  it  a  diffi- 
cult undertaking  to  resist  Morgan's  army." 

Kynfin  was  silent,  he  replied  only  by  a  move- 
ment of  the  head,  in  way  of  an  answer. 

The  besiegers  were  before  the  castle.  Every 
hour  Kynfin's  manner  became  more  and  more 
reserved.  Some  of  the  garrison  declared  they 
had  seen  him  at  night,  going  over  to  the  enemy's 
border.     This  was  correct*     He  had  let  himself 
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out  at  the  portal ;  bad  stood  under  the  castle- 
walls,  ooQtemplatiDg  the  enemy's  camp,  the 
gleaming  bivouac  fires,  and  the  discordant  voices, 
not  yet  hushed.  It  was  equally  true  he  had 
stealthily  passed  on  to  the  moat,  crossed  it  and 
entered  the  n^lectful  enemy's  camp.  There  he 
ventured  to  inquire  fn*  Dafydd  Thomas,  assuring 
the  sentinel  who  challenged  him,  that  Thomas 
was  a  great  firieod,  and  he  had  business  with  him 
which  would  admit  of  no  delay.  Happily,  the 
sentinel  whom  be  accosted,  was  under  Dafydd 
Thomas's  orders,  and  the  mao,  without  hesi- 
tation, conducted  him  to  his  master's  tent. 
There  a  cordial  greeting  took  place  between  the 
friends. 

Dafydd  Thomas  and  Kynfin  in  early  life  had 
been  on  terms  of  intimate  friendship.  During 
Margaret's  sojourn  at  Harlech,  Dafydd  Thomas 
had  accompanied  his  unde  thither  to  pay  her 
homage.  From  that  time,  a  friendship  had 
commenced  between  Kynfin  and  himself.  They 
had  followed    and   fought  together  under  the 
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banner  of  the  Red  Rose,  and  had  joined  their 
voices  in  the  cry  of  victory  at  the  battle  of 
Wakefield. 

They  talked  over  the  perils  and  adventures  of 
those  days.  Kynfin  found  Dafydd  the  same 
generous,  kind-hearted  friend  as  ever.  Dafydd 
lamented  the  changed  appearance  of  Kynfin,  and 
sympathized  with  him  in  his  misfortune.  In 
speaking  of  his  own  affairs,  he  regretted  deeply 
the  savage  disposition  of  his  brother. 

"  Wen,  Dafydd,"  said  Kynfin,  at  length,  wish- 
ing to  introduce  the  subject  which  had  brought 
on  his  visit ;  **  I  am  about  to  ask  you  a  great 
favour.  When  I  heard-  that  you  were  here,  I 
could  scarcely  credit  that  you  could  raise  your 
hand  against  the  house  of  Lancaster,  whose  cause 
you  once  so  warmly  embraced.  To  me  it  is  in- 
comprehensible. I  find  it  is  too  true  you  are 
running  with  the  current,  instead  of  standing  out 
to  the  last  in  supporting  the  few  individuals  re- 
maining of  that  noble-hearted  line.  Now^ 
Dafydd,  1   must  tell  you  that  the  Earl  of  Pern- 


278  OliADTS  OP  OARLSCH. 

broke  and  his  nephew,  are  my  friends  and  rda- 
tioDS.  I  oome  on  their  account  to  plead,  that 
you  win  not  deliver  them  to  the  tyrant  Edward ; 
but  save  them  from  pej-secution  and  death.  I 
know  the  castle  cannot  stand  a  long  siege,  that 
it  must  fall  into  the  hands  of  vour  brother, 
sooner  or  later.  I  know  that  no  mercy  will  be 
shown  them,  unless  you,  Dafydd — you  aid  them 
to  escape." 

Dafydd  appeared  not  a  little  embarrassed. 
Drawing  nearer  to  his  friend,  he  said  : 

*'  I  own  I  am  under  the  banner  of  the  White 
Rose.  Circumstances  have  brought  me  to  this. 
Let  me  imdeceive  you  ^  my  heart  remains  warm 
in  the  cause  of  the  Red  Rose.  In  their  adver* 
sity,  no  one  sympathizes  with  them  more  than 
mysdf.  I  have  formed  plans-  to  place  them  fiur 
beyond  the  reach  of  their  persecutors.  A  vessel 
is  now  at  Tenby,  in  which  I  intend  they  shall  sail 
for  France.  This  cannot  be  accomplished  till 
the  casde  is  in  our  hands,  and  they  are  our 
prisoners.     Thus,  Dafydd  Thomas  is  the  same 
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Dafydd  Thomas  as  ever,  in  heart  and  soul,  if 
fivced  to  appear  otherwise/' 

Kynfin  shook  his  hand  warmly.     The  friends 

talked  over  their  plans  to  deceive  Morgan,  and 
assist  the  escape  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  and 
bis  nephew. 

It  was  agreed  that  Kynfin  should  return  to 
the  casUe,  and  deliver  up  the  fortress  to  his 
brother  Dafydd  Morgan;  then  Dafydd  should 
persuade  his  brother  to  give  Kynfin  a  high  office 
in  the  castle,  oot  of  gratitude.  In  that  manner 
he  would  be  able  to  communicate  with  the 
prisoners,  when  the  arrangements  for  them  to  be 
secretly  conveyed  to  Tenby  could  be  carried  into 
effisct 

Kynfin  at  first  hesitated  at  these  airange- 
ments ;  but  seeing  there  were  no  other  that 
could  be  adopted,  he  consented. 

The  friends  then  separated,  each  to  play  his 
part  in  deceiving  Morgan  Thomas.  Upon  re- 
tracing his  steps,  the  first  person  Kynfin  met 
in  the  castle  was  young  Henry,  who  imme- 
diately exclaimed : 
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''  Well,  Ap  Dafydd ;  may  I  ask  what  has  kept 
you  so  long  from  your  post  ?  my  uncle  thinks 
your  conduct  strange." 

Kynfin  instantly  coloured,  and  inquired  where 
he  was. 

"  In  the  hall,''  replied  Henry  of  Richmond ; 
"  and  in  bad  spirits.'* 

The  spacious  apartment  looked  more  than 
usually  gloomy.  As  he  entered,  Jasper  Tudor, 
who  had  his  back  towards  him,  started  at 
Kynfin's  footsteps ;  but,  upon  seeing  his  kins- 
man, smiled  at  his  own  fears  while  he  in- 
quired, 

"  What  news  ?" 

Ap  Dafydd  wore  his  usual  sorrowful  expres- 
sion, as  he  said : 

"  He  was  afraid  there  was  no  chance  of  escap- 
ing the  enemy ;  and  the  castle  must  be  sacri- 
ficed. But,  Jasper  of  Hatfield,"  continued  he, 
"  be  not  alarmed,  the  savage  Morgan  Thomas 
shall  not  deliver  you  over  into  Edward's  hands." 

Although  these  words  were  delivered  with 
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much  warmth  of  mamier,  both  the  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke and  his  nephew  felt  iU  at  ease. 

When  Kynfin  had  withdrawn,  Henry  of  Rich- 
mond expressed  his  fears  that  Kynfin's  assurances 
were  of  little  worth.  He  was  so  eccentric  in  his 
conduct,  so  changeable  in  character,  that  it  was 
impossible  to  place  entire  confidence  in  him. 
"  If  the  castle  is  sacrificed,'*  said  he,  "  we  are 
sacrificed." 

"  Henry,  you  wrong  him,"  said  Pembroke ; 
''  I  have  more  confidence  in  Kynfin  than  in  any 
one  living  besides." 

Elarly  on  the  following  morning  a  furious 
attack  was  made.  Every  one  was  at  his  post, 
and  acted  with  great  bravery.  Kynfin  of  a 
sudden  was  missed.  The  next  instant  young 
Henry  rushed  into  the  presence  of  the  Earl  of 
Pembroke,  exclaiming : — 

**  My  uncle,  Kynfin  Tudor  has  betrayed  us. 
The  castle  is  taken.'' 

"Impossible,"  cried  Pembroke;  but  before 
he  could  utter  a  second  sentence  the  apartment 
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was  filled  with  armed  men,  and  they  were 
instantly  made  prisoners.  Kynfin  was  amongst 
the  number,  and  assisted  in  bmding  them. 

''  Did  I  not  teD  you,  unde,  that  I  could  phoe 
no  trust  in  the  eccentric  son  of  Harlech  ?"  said 
Henry  of  Richmond,  as  they  dragged  them 
along  together. 

Jasper  of  Hatfield  was  petrified  with  astoni^- 
ment ;  he  endeavoured  to  catch  Kynfin  Tudor's 
eye,  but  its  glance  was  averted. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

ITfee  agreeable  surprise — An  Ocean  refuge — 
Foreign  courtiers — The  unexpected  captivity. 

An  entire  night  and  the  whole  of  the  following 
day  the  captives  were  left  to  themselves  in 
the  dieerless  dungeons  of  their  own  castle. 
Young  Henry's  reproaches  were  bitter  against 
Ap  Dafydd ;  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  pointedly 
avoided  the  subject^  and  never  mentioned  his 
name. 

Both  had  thrown  themselves  upon  their  straw 
beds;  the  young  Earl  had  just  fallen  into  a 
broken  slumber,  when  the  sound  of  approaching 
footstqw  caught  Pembroke's  ear.  He  started 
up,  the  heavy  bars  of  the  dungeon  were  quickly 
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drawn  back,  and  Kynfin  Tudor,  with  his  friend 
stood  before  him. 

''  Jasper  of  Hatfidd,  haste ! — Dress  in  these 
dothes/'  cried  Kynfin,  placing  a  bundle  of  rai- 
ment before  him ;  *'  young  Henry  of  Richmond 
will  do  the  same/' 

'*  Kynfin,  Kynfin  T'  ejaculated  Pembroke  in 
a  tone  of  suppressed  joy,  **  you  have  not  for- 
saken us,  I  knew  you  would  not/' 

The  son  of  Harlech  again  urged  them  to  lose 
no  time. 

**  Step  lightly — ^follow  us,"  pursued  Kynfin ; 
"  we  hope  soon  to  place  you  beyond  the  reach  of 
your  persecutors." 

They  passed  hastily  through  dark  rooms  and 
winding  galleries,  and  reached  the  outer  gates  in 
safety.  But  their  perils  did  not  end  there. 
They  had  to  follow  their  conductors  through  the 
heart  of  the  camp,  where  they  were  liable  to  be 
continually  intercepted  by  sentinels.  Dafydd  had 
foreseen  and  prepared  for  theur  challenges.  He 
evaded  all  questions,  gave  the  watch-word   of 
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the  nighty  and  passed  on.  In  this  manner  the 
fugitives  gained  a  farm-house,  where  they 
ibounted  horses  ready  in  waiting,  without  cans- 
ing  suspidon. 

Arriving  in  safety  at  Tenby,  they  embarked 
on  board  the  merchant  vessel  procured  for 
their  use.  Fortunately  the  wind  and  tide 
being  in  their  favour,  they  were  soon  under 
weigh. 

Their  deliverer  had  accompanied  Pembroke 
and  young  Richmond  to  the  beach ;  and  as  they 
were  about  to  step  into  the  skiff,  to  reach  the 
ship,  moored  a  little  distance  off,  Kynfin  took 
Pembroke's  hand,  and  said : — 

*^  Jasper  of  Hatfield,  permit  me  to  go  with 
you  to  France.  My  home  here  is  overshadowed. 
I  cannot  return  to  it.  My  country  rises  before 
my  sight  like  a  barren  wilderness ; — my  heart  is 
blighted ; — let  me  then  go  with  you,  I  shall  be 
happier  in  a  foreign  land." 

"  Welcome,  welcome,"  replied  the  Earl,  "  I 
shall  enjoy  the  society  of  one  to  whom  I  owe 
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80  much,  whom  I  siooerely  regard— flhare  ray 
exile!  Kynfin,  draw  my  afiection  still  doaer 
round  you.  It  will  contribute  to  our  mutual 
happiness/' 

The  akiflP  pushed  from  the  shore,  Kynfin  was 
at  the  hdm,  he  sat  with  his  eyes  riveted  on  the 
land,  the  expression  of  his  oountenanoe  changed. 
Greater  sadness  gathered  upon  his  brow,  and 
then  a  momentary  gleam  of  pleasure  came  over 
his  careworn  features. 

He  was  abandoning  his  home,  perhaps,  for 
ever,  and  how  keenly  did  lliat  word  ^^home"  pierce 
his  heart !  His  mother,  he  knew,  was  happier 
without  his  presence*  He  loved  her  with  a 
deep  earnest  love ;  but  she  would  not  see  his 
careworn  face,  watch  his  restless  and  peculiar 
habits,  and  not  be  deeply  pained. 

All  this  by  his  absence  would  be  spared,  she 
would   be  tar  happier  without  her  miseraUe 

son. 

He  turned  and  looked  into  the  reflecting 

waters,  and  seemed  as  if  he  expected  them  to 
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respond,  "Yes,    far    happier— ^fer — ^£ur    hap* 
pier. 

"  Luff,  lu£f ;  come  aloogsid6»  lads !"  repeated 
the  rough  voice  of  the  skipper  from  the  deck. 
In  an  instant,  Kynfin  roused  from  hb  mekn- 
choly  reflections,  steered  the  boat  as  he  was 
directed.  They  were  soon  on  board,  and  were 
received  by  the  crew  with  marked  respect. 

During  the  passage,  Pembroke  had  opportur 
nities  of  studying  Kynfin's  character.  The 
more  he  penetrated  into  his  motives,  the  more 
he  saw  reason  to  admire  him.  There  was  thus 
exhibited  a  benevolence  and  reflnement  which  a 
superficial  observer  would  not  discover,  reserve 
was  a  prominent  trait  in  his  character.  He  was 
never  known  to  utter  a  bitter  word  against  any- 
one  but  himself.  He  shrank  from  the  presence 
of  strangers,  avoiding  society ;  yet  there  was 
something  so  prepossessing  about  him,  that  he 
always  attracted  attention,  and  imperceptibly 
drew  every  heart  towards  him. 

One  evening  while  they  were  on  deck,  theji 
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were  struck  by  the   appearance  of  the  atmo- 
sphere. 

''  We  shall  have  a  storm/'  observed  Kynfin, 
"  our  boat  is  Dot  one  to  weather  a  tempest/' 

*'  You  think  there  is  danger  then  ?"  said  Pem- 
broke. 

«  We  shall  require  all  hands  on  deck  1"  con- 
tinued the  son  of  Harlech,  and  went  in  search 
of  the  captain,  who  said : — 

"  We  are  not  far  off  the  French  coast ;  to  be 
candid,  I  do  not  half  like  the  squall  that  lowers 
in  the  distance.  If  my  Lord  Pembroke  had 
not  expressed  a  wish  to  be  landed  farther  up 
the  Channel,  we  should  do  better  in  run- 
ning further  down ;  with  such  a  wind  as  this 
in  our  teeth,  we  shall  not  easily  work  up  against 
it." 

With  the  darkness  of  the  night,  the  storm  in- 
creased. "  All  hands  on  deck/'  was  the  skipper's 
first  order.  Kynfin's  services  were  most  valu- 
able. The  greater  the  danger,  the  more  calm 
he   appeared,  to   the   surprise   of  aU;   nautical 
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activity  and  skill  were  shown  on  his  part  very 
prominently  on  that  fearful  occasion. 

As  it  was,  they  were  driven  on  the  coast  of 
Britanny,  where  they  were  compelled  to  land. 
The  vessel  had  received  considerable  damage, 
and  was  not  in  a  condition  to  proceed  further 
towards  her  original  destination  Pembroke 
disappointed  at  this  delay,  resolved  not  to  wait 
for  the  vessel,  but  go  on  at  once  to  Paris.  They 
remained  at  a  small  fishing  village  to  recover 
themselves  from  their  fatigues. 

Jasper  of  Hatfield  proposed,  that  since  they 
had  arrived  in  the  dominions  of  Francis,  Duke 
of  Britanny,  they  could  hardly  be  so  devoid 
of  politeness  as  not  to  pay  him  their  respects. 

Kynfin  was  averse  to  such  a  visit.  He  urged 
that  no  time  should  be  lost  in  proceeding  to 
Paris. 

Henry  of  Richmond,  on  the  contrary,  set  his 
heart  upon  going  to  the  Duke,  and  begged  his 
uncle  to  disregard  Kynfin 's  scruples.  It  was 
therefore  arranged,  that  they  should  start  the 

VOL.  I.  o 
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following  morning  to  pay  court  to  the  voluptuous 
Francis  of  Britany. 

Kynfin  disappeared  for  a  time  the  same  night, 
and  just  as  they  were  on  the  point  of  passing 
out  of  the  stable  court,  came  up  to  Jasper  of 
Hatfield,  breathless,  and  taking  hold  of  his  horse's 
head,  exclaimed  : — 

"Jasper  of  Hatfield,  turn  to  the  west;  you 
will  repent  of  the  step  you  are  taking !" 

The  young  Earl  of  Richmond  again  interposed. 
The  good  Earl  of  Pembroke  and  his  nephew 
then  proceeded  upon  their  route  to  the  court. 

'*  Kynfin  is  not  in  his  senses,  I  am  sure  of 
that,"  remarked  the  young  Earl,  laughingly. 

''He  is  a  peculiar   man,"   was  Pembroke's 

laconic  reply. 

'*  You  always  take  his  side,"  answered  his 
nephew,  evidently  a  Uttle  piqued. 

*'  If  I  do,"  replied  Pembroke,  in  a  hasty 
manner,  "  I  have  good  cause  for  dobg  so." 

After  a  tedious  ride,  the  Duke's  summer 
residence  came  in  sight   of   the   visitors,  who 


GLADYS   OF   HARLECH.  291 

were  strudc  at  the  magnificence  of  the  structure. 
They  soon  after  gained  admittance,  and  were 
conducted  into  the  presence  of  the  Duke,  who 
received  them  with  coldness.  One  person  of 
his  court  only  remained  in  his  presence  during 
the  interview.  That  person  was  Landois,  who 
proved  afterwards  the  greatest  enemy  of  the 
accomplished  strangers;  he  was  the  Duke's 
prime  minister. 

''To  quit  your  realm  without  first  waiting 
upon  your  Highness,"  said  Pembroke,  much 
embarrassed  at  the  reception  which  had  been 
given  him,  *'  would  have  been  discourteous ;  we 
are  on  oar  way  to  Paris.  This  will  be  a  suffi- 
cient excuse  for  our  brief  visit." 

The  moment  these  words  had  escaped  him, 
he  felt  he  had  betrayed  himself. 

Scornful  exultation  faintly  pourtrayed  itself 
upon  the  visage  of  Landois  at  that  moment, 
whfle  an  expression  of  the  Duke's  seconded  his 
suspicion.  A  rapid  dialogue  passed  between 
them   in  the   Italian   tongue.     The  grand  fa- 
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vourite  then  made  his  exit,  and  did  not  return 
for  some  time.  During  that  interval,  the  Duke 
became  more  affable,  conversed  upon  the  topics 
of  the  day,  and  save,  England,  all  foreign  powers 
were  touched  upon.  He  led  his  guests  into  a 
noble  saloon,  where  refreshments  were  served 
up  to  them  in  great  state,  and  the  time  was 
passed  until  Landois'  re-appearance,  in  com- 
pany with  another  of  the  Duke's  favourites, 
Lescun,  whose  presence  was  as  forbidding  as 
that  of  the  minister  Landois  himself,  but  who 
had  not,  like  the  latter,  touched  a  bribe  from 
the  King  of  England. 

Ill  at  ease,  the  Lancastrian  nobles  rose  to  take 
their  departure.  The  Duke  bowed  with  great 
courtesy,  and  said  in  good  English, 

"  Gentlemen,  at  the  gates  my  mandate  awaits 
you." 

Lost  in  conjecture,  Pembroke  and  his  nephew 
strode  hastily  down  the  long  corrider,  at  the  ter- 
mination of  which,  they  were  surrounded  by  the 
Duke's  serfs ;  these  immediately  presented  them 
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with  a  scroll  of  paper,  having  the  Duke's  sig- 
nature and  seal  attached.  To  Pembroke's 
surprise,  it  contained  an  order  that  they  were 
not  to  cross  the  borders  of  the  dukedom;  but 
to  remain  at  Vannes»  where  they  would  enjoy 
the  comforts  and  luxuries  of  an  establishment 
suited  to  their  rank  and  station.  Should  they 
attempt  to  evade  that  mandate,  they  were 
threatened  with  imprisonment. 

Thus  they  were  kept  in  a  kind  of  honourable 
custody.  Pembroke  thought  of  returning  at 
once  to  the  Duke,  and  upbraiding  him  with  his 
inhospitable  conduct.  Upon  mature  conside- 
ration, he  forbore,  and  permitted  himself  to  be 
attended  by  the  Duke's  guards  as  far  as  the 
village,  where  they  proposed  remaining  for  the 
night. 

''  Had  I  but  listened  to  Kynfin  Tudor,"  said 
Pembroke,  bitterly ;  "  see,  Henry,  how  we  have 
been  requited ! — ^Edward  of  York  is  the  author 
of  this  insult.'' 

As  he  alighted  from  his  saddle^  and  was  about 
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to  enter  the  inD|  Kynfin  ap  Dafydd  i4>peared  in 
the  doorway.  He  had  been  uneasy  about  them, 
had  foHowed  their  footsteps  from  the  fishing 
Tillage,  and  had  only  now  to  learn  the  latest 
misfortuae,  which  had  beiallen  the  last  of  the 
Lancastrians. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A   Fhreign  Home  —  The    Compirajcy  —  The 
Plotters  Defeated — A  Leave-taking. 

But  a  few  days  passed  before  the  Duke  of  Bri- 
tanny  sent  an  escort  to  conduct  the  exiles  to 
Yannes.  A  residence  had  been  prepared  for 
their  reception.  Kynfin  accompanied  them.  In 
the  most  painful  state  of  reflection  on  the 
future,  they  travelled  in  profound  silence. 

On  approaching  Vannes,  they  were  received 
by  the  inhabitants  with  cordiality,  a  gratifying 
circumstance  to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  and  bis 
nephew,  as  it  removed  from  their  minds  much 
reasonable  apprehension.  *'  Happiness,  or  at 
least  tranquillity,  may  be  yet  in  store  for  us/' 
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flashed  across  Jasper  Tudor's  mind,  as  he  re- 
solved that  he  would  reconcile  himself  to  his 
fate. 

Several  months  passed  after  they  had  settled 
in  their  foreign  home.  Kynfin  was  considered 
of  the  household.  His  singularity  rather  in- 
creased than  diminished.  He  spent  whole  days 
upon  the  ocean,  greatly  to  the  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke's anxiety,  who  felt  occasionally  something 
like  disappointment  in  the  son  of  Harlech.  He 
had  watched  an  opportunity  to  speak  to  him  in 
private,  but  was  unsuccessful,  until  one  evening 
he  found  him  upon  the  beach  alone,  when  he 
addressed  him  : 

*'  Well,  worthy  kinsman,  ever  solitary  and 
disconsolate,  of  late  you  have  avoided  me. — 
What  has  wrought  this  change  ?** 

*'  I  have  much  upon  my  mind,  Jasper  of 
Hatfield.  Think  not,  for  a  moment,  that  I  am 
changed  towards  you,  my  kind  and  generous 
friend."     This  was  uttered  with  deep  pathos. 

*'  If  you  were  less  reserved,  and  more  con- 
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fiding  in  your  friends,  you  would  be  happier, 
Kyofin,"  replied  the  Earl,  in  a  kind  tone  of 
voice.  "  I  own  that  of  late  there  have  been 
many  circumstances  which  have  created  sus- 
picion in  others,  and  caused  me  anxiety." 

Kynfin  sighed — Pembroke  continued : 

"  I  have  watched  you  going  more  than  once 
to  yonder  vessel,  at  her  moorings.  It  is  a  pri- 
vateer, I  imagine?" 

''  It  is,"  replied  the  son  of  Harlech,  rashly. 
*'  I  have  on  board  her,  some  good  friends." 

'*  Friends  1"  repeated  the  Earl,  with  a  look 
of  astonishment ;  "  I  should  have  deemed  you 
the  last  individual  with  whom  I  am  acquainted, 
who  would  have  held  communication  with  such 
lawless  people?" 

"  It  is  so,"  replied  Kynfin  Tudor,  colouring. 
He  then  drew  the  Earl's  arm  within  his  own, 
directing  their  footsteps  towards  the  rocks,  where 
they  would  be  screened  from  observation.  He 
was  well  aware  they  were  watched. 

''  Kynfin/'  said  the  Earl,  looking  earnestly  at 
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him ;  "  mystery  tinctures  all  your  actions.  It 
would  require  supernatural  power  to  unravel  the 
intricacies  of  such  a  mind.    Tell  me  what  you 

apprehend-r-who  is  watching  us  ?  You  are  &n- 
ciful." 

''  I  would  it  were  so,  and  that  I  could  say 
there  was  no  danger/' 

*'  Danger/'  repeated  the  Earl ;  "  what  mean 
you,  Kynfin  ?" 

'*  Imminent  danger/'  repUed  Kynfin ;  **  I  have 
long  had  suspicion,  but  not  till  lately  have  I 
been  able  to  discover  that  there  is  a  conspiracy 
against  your  life,  and  that  of  your  nephew.  Ed- 
ward of  York,  your  old  enemy,  is  again  at  his 
intrigues." 

'*  Is  Francis  of  Britanny  in  league  with  him  ?" 
demanded  the  Earl,  with  increasing  anxiety. 

"  No  1  we  must  do  the  Duke  justice,  of  ac- 
quitting him  of  any  share  in  so  base  a  plot. 
Edward  is  too  sensible  of  this  disgrace;  any 
scheme  against  your  life  would  reflect  upon  him 
in  the  sight  of  the  Duke.     He  does  not  deem 
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his  ground  secure  there.  He  is  afraid  of  the 
Duke  turning  against  him,  and  he  is  cautious, 
though  thirsting  still  for  the  blood  of  the  Lan- 
castrians. But  he  does  not  the  less  labour  to 
gratify  bis  vengeance,  violating  sound  policy. 
I  am  not  suspected,  good  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
therefore  it  is  easier  for  me  to  acquire  informa- 
tion of  what  is  plotting.'' 

"  An  enviable  position  is  ours,"  remarked 
the  Earl ;  '*  tell  me  the  particulars  of  this  con- 
spiracy, and  how  you  made  the  discovery  ?" 

^  You  have  heard  me  speak  of  la  petite  Jac- 
queline, Jasper  of  Hatfield,  and  you  have  seen 
the  child  once.'' 

**  Yes,  I  remember,  methinks  la  petite  en- 
fant  has  a  strange  hold  upon  your  affection . 
This  is  not  the  first  time  you  have  mentioned 

* 

her  name  to  me." 

*'  I  am  fond  of  children,"  said  Kynfin,  with  a 
smile  passing  over  his  features,  not  un  mingled 
with  sadness.  "  It  is  true,  I  own,  it  may  ap- 
pear strange  that  the  little  innocent  possesses 
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such  an  influence  over  my  feelings ;  in  confidence 
I  impart  it,  she  is  the  only  one  to  whom  I  speak 
of  my  sorrow.  Her  sympathy  is  sweet,  she  is  an 
angel  monitor.  Her  innocent  ways  repel  demon 
thoughts,  at  least  for  a  time.  Tell  me  not  of 
gloomy  monks,  of  repenting  saints,  of  cunning 
priests ;  they  have  never  conferred  upon  me  half 
the  benefit  that  this  innocent  child  has  worked 
for  me.  I  will  tell  you  how  she  is  connected 
with  my  unravelling  the  existence  of  a  plot, 
which  concerns  us  all  so  deeply.  One  Jean  de 
Groits,  a  confederate  of  the  minister  Landois,  is 
to  be  a  chief  actor  in  the  project  with  the  child's 
uncle.  La  petite  happening  to  hear  him  and 
the  others  talking  over  their  plan,  which  in- 
cluded ourselves,  she,  though  only  half  compre- 
hending what  she  heard,  became  alarmed  on  my 
account,  and  in  the  most  artless  manner  related 
it  to  me.  She  mentioned  that  they  were  only 
waiting  an  opportunity  to  murder  you,  and 
talked  of  throwing  your  bodies  into  the  sea. 
She  said  she  was  afraid  her  father  had  some 
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connection  with  the  conspiracy,  which  made  her 
unhappy.     He  was  her  only  parent,  and  she  was 
sure  if  he  were  concerned,  it  was  to  oblige  her 
wicked  unde,  her  dislike  of  whom,  for  his  ma- 
licious character,  she  always  declared.  When  she 
lost  her  mother,  he  told  her  she  might  soon  get 
another  as  good.     *  How  cruel,'  said  the  poor 
child,  *  I  hated  him  from  that  day.'     To  relate 
the  many  incidents  which  happened  in  tracing 
out  the  design  of  our  enemies,  would  occupy 
too  much  time.     After  meeting  several  of  the 
conspirators  at  Louis   Agustine's  house,  I  re- 
peatedly followed,  the  ruffians    unseen,  to  the 
rendezvous  in  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  and 
overheard  their  unguarded  remarks.    Repeatedly 
heard  them  dispute,  and  r^ret  they  had  taken 
Louis  Agustine  into  their  confidence.     Landois' 
name  was  frequently  mentioned  in  connection 
with  their  plans.     More  than  once,  Jasper  of 
Hatfield,  that  man  himself,  in  disguise,  I  have 
seen  among  the  conspirators.     The  main  point 
with  them,  was  to  keep  the  secret  of  their  in- 
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termeddling  in  the  murder  from  Duke  Francis. 
You  may  ask  why  I  did  not  earher  acquaint  you 
with  these  circumstances.  I  reply,  that  as  long 
as  there  remained  an  uncertainty  with  regard  to 
securing  and  defeating  their  villany,  it  was  im- 
politic. The  tables  are  now  about  to  be  turned. 
At  a  certain  hour  to-night,  they  hope  to  accom* 
plish  their  atrocious  deed,  therefore  keep  at 
home.  Go  not  to  the  banquet  in  the  city, 
^  where  you  are  expected.  Snares  are  laid  for 
the  assassins ;  they  will  be  foiled.  The  vessel,  as 
I  said,  contains  friends,  countrymen  of  my  own. 
The  captain  and  his  officers  are  gentlemen  of 
good  family,  who  before  the  time  of  the  late 
troubles,  possessed  lands  and  property  to  a  large 
amount.  Since  then,  they  have  been  deprived 
of  their  estates  by  the  Yorkists,  and  expatriated. 
They  have  found  a  home  upon  the  seas.  They 
have  taken  to  roam  the  ocean  in  order  to  live, 
and  stand  at  bay  with  virtue  to  evade  want. 
Habit  has  somewhat  degenerated  them,  I  own, 
but  they  still  support  the  cause  of  Lancaster/ 
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whenever  opportunity  occurs.  They  are  no 
shuffling  renegades  from  a  noble  cause.  I 
know  their  leader ;  I  knew  him  in  better  times, 
opulent  and  honest.  He  has  invited  me  to  join 
them  on  the  condition  of  rendering  me  assist- 
ance to  defeat  the  emissaries  of  Edward.  Jasper 
of  Hatfield,  your  look  distresses  me.  1  cannot 
recall  my  words— the  promise  was  given ;  the 
conditions  are  signed.  I  depart  before  the  re. 
cession  of  another  tide ;  and  with  me  two  of  the  ' 
conspirators  of  Edward  shall  be  carried  off,  bound 
hand  and  foot.  In  the  hold  of  that  bark,  the 
Eryr,  they  shall  repent  in  irons  of  their  foul 
design.  In  her  course,  a  wanderer  over  the 
waste  of  waters,  I  shall  be  borne  from  those 
whose  memory  will  be  dear  to  me,  with  the  con- 
solation that  I  have  not  ineffectually  served 
them.'* 

"  You  win  not  leave  us  Kynfio  ?"  said  the 
Earl  of  Pembroke,  greatly  agitated.  "  There 
can  be  no  necessity  for  your  joining  the  pirates 
on  our  account.     I  have  treasure ;  I  will  ransom 
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you.     Remain  with  your  friend  Jasper,  for  his 
sake  remain,  if  from  no  other  motive." 

Kynfin  refused  to  listen  to  the  entreaties  of 
his  friend. 

The  Earl  proposed  that  the  villain  should  be 
at  onoe  seized.  It  was  dear  the  Duke  Francis 
had  no  concern  in  the  atrocious  affair.  He 
would  order  condign  punishment  upon  its 
authors.  His  favourite  Landois  should  be 
exposed. 

**  That  man  carries  dangerous  weapons,  Jasper 
of  Harlech  ;  whoever  crosses  his  designs,  though 
unawares,  will  have  to  suffer  bitterly  all  that  un- 
sparing vengeance  can  inflict.  I  have  made  a 
promise  to  la  petite  not  to  expose  her  father. 
Louis  Agustine  would,  in  the  event  of  my  dis- 
covering the  plot,  be  brought  to  shame,  and  to 
public  execution.  I  should  never  forgive  myself. 
Therefore,  let  me  keep  my  peace  of  mind,  I  pray 
you.  I  have  bound  you  to  secrecy ;  you  wiU 
honorably  keep  it,  I  know.  What  I  have 
arranged  must  not  be  undone.     I  have  not  time 
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to  enter  into  all  the  windings  and  turnings  of  this 
iotricate  affair — it  would  now  be  a  valueless 
narration.  Let  me  assure  you  I  have  acted 
with  pure  devotion  to  our  common  cause.  We 
may  meet  again,  my  good  friend,  under  happier 
auspices.  The  step  I  have  taken  will  not  con- 
demn me  in  your  eyes  at  least.  Bear  in  mind 
that  I  seek  not  a  pirate's  life  from  choice,  but 
an   overwhelming  necessity." 

Kynfin  was  seen  afterwards  scaling  the  rocks, 
having  lefl  his  companion  to  pursue  his  way 
back  across  the  sands  alone.  He  then  re- 
paired to  pay  his  hurried  ferewell  to  his  little 
friend. 

A  gentle  knock  at  Louis  Agustme's  spacious 
saloon  entrance,  caused  the  agile  Jacquline  to 
spring  forward  to  the  door,  to  receive  the  well- 
known  visitor. 

**  Oh,  Monsieur  Kynfin,  I  am  so  happy  you 
are  come !  What  made  you  so  late  ?"  exclaimed 
the  child,  taking  him  by  the  hand,  and  leading 
him  up  to  her  father,  who  was  seated  at  a  small 
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table,  with  some  wine,  bread,  and  fruit  before 
him. 

Looking  up  into  Kynfin's  sorrowful  counte- 
nance, she  assayed  a  guess  at  what  was  passing 
in  his  mind,  but  it  was  a  vain  conjecture. 

''  I  am  come  to  take  leave  of  my  litde  friend, 
and  of  Monsieur  Agustine,''  said  Kynfin,  seating 
himself,  and  placing  the  child  upon  his  knee. 

**  What  I  Monsieur,"  cried  Louis,  **  are  yoii 
going  away  fix>m  Vannes?  Wherefore?"  he 
eagerly  inquired,  and  his  fiuse  grew  at  once  pale 
and  anxious. 

"Urgent  circumstances  call  me,  or,  rather, 
send  me  away,''  replied  Kynfin,  fixbg  his  gaze 
steadily  upon  that  of  Agustine,  who  cast  down 
his  eyes  and  looked  every  moment  more  con- 
fused. 

"  Go  into  the  garden,  Jacquline,  ma  petite" 
whispered  Kynfin.  "  I  will  seek  you  there  pre- 
sendy.     I  must  talk  to  your  father  in  private." 

Scarcely  had  the  door  closed,  when  the  son  of 
Harlech  turned  to  address  hb  comnanion : — 
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**  Louis  Agustioe,  you  can  half  imagine  my 
reason  for  quitting  Vannes  thus  hastily,  after 
what  I  mentioned  to  you  yesterday.  You  can 
half  guess  that  I  know  you  to  be  a  confederate 
in  this  conspiracy  against  the  lives  of  the  two 
English  Earls,  who  took  refuge  in  your  country, 
rdying  upon  an  ho^itality  which  you  intend  to 
violate.  You  know  all  the  vile  conooctors  of 
this  base  plot — ^you  have  aided  and  abetted  them. 
You  know  as  well,  that  you  have  been  acting 
contrary  to  the  honour  of  the  Duke,  your  rulei: 
and  governor.  You  are  aware  that  Duke  Fran- 
cis issued  an  edict  to  the  eflfect  that,  should  any 
ooe  in  his  Dukedom  injure  either  of  the  noble 
English  refugees,  he  should  be  punished  accord- 
ing to  the  strict  laws  of  Britany.  You  know, 
Monsieur  Agustine,  you  and  your  brother  have 
been  in  correspondence  with  Edward  of  Eng- 
land ;  and  Landois,  the  Duke's  minister,  is  at 
the  bottom  of  all.  Tempted  by  bribes  to  enter 
into  a  conspiracy,  and  finally  become  a  foul  as- 
Msb,  you  would  sacrifice  my  fiiends  and  com- 
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panioos  in  exile,  and  you  would  destroy  your 
own  soul  for  a  little  paltry  gold.  Attempt  no 
justification  of  what  admits  not  of  extenua- 
tion. I  am  in  possession  of  letters  which  have 
passed  between  you  and  the  degraded  agents 
of  Edward  of  York.  I  have  discovered  the 
secret  of  your  plot.  Tremble,  flagitious  man ! 
you  may  well  tremble  1  My  whisper  would 
at  this  moment  place  the  axe  of  the  execu- 
tioner  over  your  neck,  and  send  you,  with  your 
accomplices,  to  share  the  reward  of  the  first 
murderer  T' 

Louis  Agustine  felt  a  chill  come  upon  his 
heart ;  for  a  moment  he  became  paralyzed ;  then 
he  fell  upon  his  knees,  and  in  abject  terror  im- 
plored mercy. 

Kynfin's  excitement  cooled,  when  Jacquline  s 
innocent  voice  sounded  from  the  garden.  The 
man  before  him  was  that  child's  only  parent. 
His  contempt  and  indignation  were  in  an  instant 
exchanged  for  pity. 

"I  did  not  come  here,"  Kynfin  continued. 
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"for  the  sole  purpose  of  upbraiding  you.  I 
came  to  hear  a  confession  of  penitence,  and  then 
to  part  friends." 

Kynfin  here  took  two  or  three  turns  up  and 
down  the  room,  as  if  to  restore  his  self-posses^ 
sion,  and  proceeded  - — 

"  Though  it  is  in  my  power  to  bring  you  to 
condign  punishment,  I  shall  not  do  so.  I  feel 
that  you  are  not  bad  by  nature,  but  too  apt  to 
err  at  the  solicitation  of  others,  rather  than  from 
your  own  impulses.  Remain  here  unsuspected, 
and  regarded  as  before  by  the  citizens.  Let 
my  words  prove  a  salutary  warning.  None 
shall  know  of  your  giiilt.  In  return,  Monsieur, 
I  demand  that  you  enter  into  no  more  degrading 
negotiations  for  the  committal  of  foul  ofFences, 
nor  into  more  conspiracies  against  unfortunate 
exiled  nobles,  and,  if  not  an  earnest  friend  to 
my  noble  kinsmen,  that  you  prove  in  their  be- 
half a  man  of  uprightness  and  virtue — that  you 
will  warn  them  against  any  danger  which  you 
may  know  is  impending  over  their  heads — and 
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I  shall  be  recompensed  for  my  forbearuioe  to- 
wards you." 

The  Frenchman,  spare  of  person,  and  Dot  rf 
an  in  disposition  by  nature,  fdt  fw  a  momeot 
unable  to  rise  from  his  kneeling  posture,  so 
much  was  he  agitated.  He  felt  his  guilt  He 
acknowledged  Kynfin's  forbearance,  and,  sm- 
oerely  repenting,  would  have  blessed  the  sod  ci 
Harlech,  could  he  have  uttered  assurances  of  ; 
which  his  quivering  tongue  refused  to  articulate  } 
a  syllable. 

**  I  have  parted  good  friends  with  your  father, 
Jacquline,  ma  petite,  now  I  have  come  to  look 
at  you  and  speak  to  you  for  the  last  time,"  said 
Kynfin,  as  he  entered  the  garden. 

"  These  are  cruel  words,  Monsieur  Kynfin/' 
said  the  child,  as  she  presented  him  with  a  gar- 
land of  flowers  for  a  keepsake.  *'  If  you  had 
not  told  me  that  you  were  going  away  to  do 
some  good,  I  should   never  again   be   happy.  \ 

What  shall  I  do  when  you  are  gone,  dear,  kind 
Monsieur  Kynfin?    No  one  will  speak  to  me 


i  - 
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of  Eogland,  your  beautiful  oountry,  of  which 
I  do  love  to  hear ;  and  do  you  know  why,  Mon- 
sieur ?" 

"Because,  Jacquline,  you  lived  there  when 
you  were  a  very  little  girl." 

"  It  was  my  mother's  native  land.  All  that 
belonged  to  her  remains  dear  to  me.  But, 
Kynfin  Tudor,  you  are  going  away  from  me, 
and  I  have  so  many  things  to  say  I  can  remem- 
ber none.  Tell  me  when  you  will  come  back 
to  Vannes  ?  The  days  will  be  weary  when  you 
are  gone.  Do  not  say  that  you  will  never  more 
come  to  cheer  me.  I  shall  wander  about  the 
garden  alone,  and  often  repeat  your  name  there 
— ^yes,  a  thousand  times.  I  shall  whisper  to  my 
flowers  how  unhappy  I  am.  Why  do  you  leave 
us  ?  why  make  me  so  unhappy  ?" 

She  then  threw  her  arms  around  his  neck, 
and  placed  her  lips  to  his.  Her  little  heart 
beat  convulsively,  and  tears  started  into  her 
eyes. 

"  You  must  not  weep  in  this  way,  my  Jac- 
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quiine  bach.     You  make  our  parting  still  more 
sad." 

Kynfin  pressed  the  child  affectionately  to  his 
breast,  and  then  whispered  in  her  ear : — 

**  You  know,  Jacquline,  ma  petite,  that  it  is 
to  save  your  father,  I  leave  this  sunny  land.  I 
promised  his  safety  should  be  secured.  Go  and 
comfort  him.  He  is  unhappy.  Teach  him,  as 
you  have  taught  me,  to  know  from  what  source 
comfort  may  be  had." 

Once  more  the  son  of  Harlech  kissed  the 
child,  teDing  her  that  the  hour  was  approaching, 
and  he  dared  not  remain  longer. 

Farewells  were  repeated  again  and  again. 
Kynfin  then  turned  hurriedly  from  the  flower- 
garden,  bounded  down  a  flight  of  steps  which 
led  directly  to  the  sea- shore,  and  looked  across 
the  bay  to  discover  if  any  one  was  yet  moving 
on  board  the  "  Eryr  bach."  The  jolly-boat  at 
that  moment  was  in  the  act  of  being  lowered. 
Shortly  after,  she  pushed  off,  manned  by  some 
of  the  Eryr's  fearless  crew.    The  son  of  Harlech 
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gave  a  shrill  whistle,  which  brought  Hiein  to  the 

spot  whcf€  he  stood. 

g^^r  '*  Good  luck  to  tricking  the  Frenchmen  ! — 

}fffS''      K^  Ivick  !''  repeated  each  voice,  as  they  stepped 

r-ftil!.  -      ^P^Q  ^h®  shore.     Two  of  the  crew  remained  in 

the  boat,  while   the   rest  accompanied   Kynfin 

Tudor  through  the  outskirts  of  the  town,  till 

they  gained  the  spot  where  the  assassins  were  to 

pass  on  their  murderous  errand. 

Night  was  over  the  streets,  that  had  become 
wholly  deserted.  The  pirates  watched  for  their 
prey  with  increasing  anxiety.  At  length  the 
unsuspicious  wretches  made  their  appearance, 
and  were  at  once  easily  overpowered  by  the 
strong  hands  of  the  sea-rovers,  who  gagged  and 
bound  them  almost  before  they  could  recover 
from  their  amazement.  Thus  were  the  men 
secured,  dragged  into  the  boat,  and  without  the 
smaUest  disturbance  in  either  the  town  or  neigh- 
bourhood, embarked  in  the  freebooters'  vessel,  to 
be  conveyed  to  a  far-distant  land,  from  whence 
return  was  hopeless. 

VOL.  I.  P 
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The  white  sob  of  Ae  Ei]rr  woe  looseoed, 
and  she  flew  along  like  a  swallow  on  the  wings 
of  the  wind  The  French  coast  soon  fiuled  in 
the  horizcMi,  and  the  hcMne  of  Ap  Dafydd  was 
now  the  pirate's  baik. 


END   OF  TOL.   I. 
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CHAPTER    I. 

youthful  Captive — Juvenile  patriotism — 
Family  fears  alleviated. 

Clouds  were  gathering  thick  upon  the  hills,  a 
drizzling  rain  was  falling,  which  at  times  drivm 
along  by  the  gale  through  the  narrow  passes, 
abounding  in  the  vicinity  of  Cwm  Bychan, 
almost  blinded  Sir  Gilbert  Stacey  and  his  com- 
panions, as  they  were  returning  from  the  chase 

YOL.   u.  B 
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to  Harlech  Castle,  Edward  of  York  having  some 
time  before  appointed  that  Knight  the  keeper  of 
the  fortress,  not  long  after  its  ancient  chieftain 
and  his  family  had  been  driven  from  the 
walls. 

The  rain  soon  became  doubly  disagreeable  to 
sportsmen  weary  with  fatigue.  Slipping  at  every 
step,  the  fog  becoming  every  moment  more 
dense,  tind  fearing  to  be  bewildered,  they  were 
ready  to  abandon  the  idea  of  reaching  their  des- 
tination that  night,  could  they  but  discover  any 
kind  of  shelter. 

"  Marry  !  I  would  give  a  king's  ransom  if  we 
could  find  a  cottage,  or  even  a  shed,''  cried  Sir 
Gilbert.  ''  I  fear  we  shall  lose  ourselves  in  this 
accursed  fog;  and  it  won't  be  the  first  time 
either,  since  I  came  into  this  uncivilized  land. 
Spear  me,  if  it  were  not  for  a  fine  buck  now  and 
then,  I  would  see  these  outlandish,  heathenish 
places  at  the  devil,  before  I  would  set  my  foot  in 
them  again.  Curse  the  stones !  I  shall  break  my 
neck,"  exclaimed  Sir  Gilbert,  loudly  and  pet- 
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tisUy,  whQe  he  halted  for  the  fiftieth  time  to 
recover  a  false  step. 

His  companioDSy  who  were  a  little  in  advance, 
simply  responded  by  a  loud  laugh,  and  throwing 
themselves  down  amongst  the  heath  on  the  side 
of  the  path,  awaited  his  arrival  patiently. 

The  moment  Sir  Gilbert  joined  them,  he 
declared  he  would  go  no  further,  and  immedi- 
ately sent  off  some  of  the  younger  of  the  party 
in  search  of  a  shelter. 

Scarcely  had  they  taken  their  departure,  when 
a  light  footstep  coming  down  some  rude  stone 
steps,  a  little  distance  from  Cader  y  Cil,  attracted 
their  attention.  The  figure  of  a  little  maiden, 
with  flowing  locks  of  raven  hue,  appeared  bound, 
ing  along  with  deer -like  agility,  until  she  suddenly 
halted  at  a  mass  of  rock,  just  opposite  where  the 
Saxoos  had  seated  themselves. 

Surprised  at  the  sight  of  the  strangers,  she 
cast  at  them  a  hasty  and  searching  glance  from 
her  brilliant  eyes,  and  then  bounded  up  the  steps 
again,  without  uttering  a  word. 
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Sir  Gilbert  caUed  to  the  child,  and  entreated 
her  to  stop ;  but  the  fsEdry-Iike  form  had  vanished* 
Two  esquires,  at  the  Knight's  request,  set  off  in 
her  pursuit  Even  the  exhausted  keeper  rose, 
and  put  himself  on  the  look-out,  muttering : 

"We  are  near  a  habitation,  no  doubt;  we 
have  only  to  secure  the  frightened  chQd,  and  we 
shall  be  housed  for  the  night." 

At  length,  after  searching  in  every  direction, 
they  were  returning  to  Sir  GQbert,  when  the 
little  creature  was  discovered  behind  a  shelving 
rock.  She  had  concealed  herself  there,  in  hopes 
her  pursuers  would  pass  without  observing 
her. 

The  noisy  exclamation  which  proceeded  from 
the  Saxon  strangers  on  the  discovery,  thrilled 
hrough  the  child's  frame.  Scarcely  knowing 
what  she  did,  she  placed  herself  in  a  defensive 
attitude^  ridiculously  enough.  In  the  interim, 
Sir  Gilbert  and  his  party  came  up,  and  though 
they  pressed  round  her,  she  kept  the  same  bold 
front. 
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**  Out  upon  you  I  little  saucy  wench ;  what 
makes  you  show  so  formidable  ?  We  have  no 
wish  to  hurt  you/'  said  one  of  the  party, 
approaching  to  take  her  by  the  hand. 

''  You  shall  not  toudi  me,''  cried  the  child, 
dinging  dose  to  the  diff,  and  holding  up  a 
knotted  stick,  which  she  shook  in  a  menadng 
manna* ;  while  she  repeated  in  good  English : 

**  You  Saxons  shall  not  touch  me ;  you  have 
no  right  to  come  here  and  disturb  my  happy 
glen ;  you  have  no  right  to  shoot  my  red  deer. 
Away  with  you — ^you  shall  not  touch  one,  you 
Saxons !" 

*' Marry!  Who  told  you,  my  saucy  little 
has— who  told  you,  my  littld  minx,  that  we  had 
no  right  to  foUow  the  chasa  here  ?  I  should  like 
to  know  that,"  observed  Sir  Gilbert,  arriving 
just  in  time  to  hear  the  last  two  sentences. 

"  I  tell  you !"  replied  the  child,  looking  ex- 
tremdy  indignant  ;  "  you  are  oruel-hearted 
Saxons.     I  won't  tell  you  anything." 

*'  There  is  fire ;  there  is  spirit  for  you  !"  said 
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one  of  the  esquires,  moving  a  few  steps  irom 
the  child,  and  joining  the  rest  of  his  companions 
in  a  hearty  langh. 

Sir  Gilbert  alone  declared  it  was  no  laughing 
matter,  standing  in  the  wind  and  rain,  and 
night  coming  on  rapidly. 

''  Seize  that  child !"  he  cried.  ^*  Depend  upon 
it  she  belongs  to  the  freebooters  who  have  made 
such  havoc  among  my  black  cattle.  None  but 
a  freebooter's  brat  would  act  in  this  way.  Secure 
her !" 

^^  That  is  if  we  can  catch  the  wild  cat.  Sir 
Knight/'  said  several  voices  present,  laughing 
immoderately,  and  approaching  the  child. 

''  Come,  no  more  of  this  nonsense,''  resumed 
the  Keeper,  with  increasing  impatience.  "  I  tell 
you  what,  little  minx — conduct  us  to  a  dwelling 
where  we  can  find  accommodation  for  the  night, 
or  we  will  take  you  a  prisoner  to  Harlech." 

"  I  won't  conduct  you  anywhere,"  replied  the 
child,  with  a  look  of  scorn,  rather  than  fear. 
*'  There    are    no    dwellings    here    for   Saxon 
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Yorkists ;  no,  no,  none  for  them ;  I  know  of 


none." 


C( 


Beshrew  me !  you  obstinate  minx,  you  shall 
saS&r  for  this.  Bring  her  along/'  cried  Sir 
Gilbert,  in  an  ill  humour;  and  he  began  his 
return  homeward. 

The  child  could  make  no  further  resistance. 
They  kept  her  prisoner,  and  with  a  strong  girdle 
attached  round  her  waist,  she  was  led  along  by 
Henry  Stourton,  Sir  Gilbert's  nephew.  They 
proceeded  till  they  were  joined  by  young  Staoey 
and  his  party,  who  had  been  seeking  in  vain  for 
a  shelter  in  which  to  pass  the  night. 

*'  Confound  the  fog  1  I  have  lost  my  black 
terrier,"  exclaimed  Stacey,  the  moment  he 
reached  his  companions.  "  I  have  been  whistUng 
and  hooting  for  the  last  hour,  and  all  to  no  pur- 
pose. What  are  all  you  jabbering  about?— 
what  a  nice  Utde  lass ! — ^Where  did  you  pick  her 
upr 

<<  You  have  lost  a  little  fun  in  her  capture,'' 
said  one  of  the  party,  who  gave  Stacey  the  parti- 
culars. 
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'*  What  are  you  going  to  do  with  her  V*  he 
demanded. 

**  Take  the  little  wendi  to  the  castle.  She  is 
one  of  the  freebooters'  children.  You  know 
they  have  done  us  more  harm  than  good,"  re- 
joined Sir  Gilbert. 

At  every  step  the  wind  and  rain  increased.  It 
was  with  difficulty  they  kept  the  right  path,  and 
long  after  midnight  when  tfaey  reached  Har* 
ledi. 

During  their  journey  over  the  bleak  hills, 
little  Gladys,  who  was  in  reality  the  captfve 
child,  was  silent  and  dejected  about  her 
grandmother.  She  thought  how  ^  would  be 
distracted  at  her  absence,  and  how  poor  Howel 
and  Kathmne  would  be  wandering  over  the  rocks 
in  search  of  her,  and  return  in  despair.  She 
thought  of  trying  to  escape,  and  how  joyful  would 
be  the  meeting  with  her  grandmother.  While 
she  was  thus  occupied  in  thought,  the  party  and 
their  prisoner  stood  before  the  portal  of  Harlech. 
*'  My  honoured  Sir  Gilbert^  what  has  been  tiie 
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matter;  what  has  detained  you?^  cried  Lady 
Staoey,  hastening  to  meet  them  as  they  entered 
the  ban. 

"Nothing  serious,  mother/*  replied  young 
Stacey  ;  "  we  strayed  rather  further  than  usual, 
and  were  overtaken  by  the  mist.  We  have 
brought  something  for  you,  mother — something 
from  the  mountains." 

Here  he  pushed  little  Gladys  forward. 

In  mute  astonishment  the  poor  child  glanced 
around  her.     The  doors  were  closed,  a  large, 
blazing  fire  illuminated  the  hall  of  her  ancestros. 
The  same  old  tapestry,  as  before,  hung  upon  the 
walls :  even  some  of  the  rude  carved  furniture 
was  familiar  to  her.     But  then  where  was  Ap 
Jevan?     Where  was  her  mother,  her  grand - 
mother,  her  unde,  Kynfin  ?    they  were  all  once 
there.     Now  she  was  there  alone,  among  Saxon 
Yorkists.      Strange  voices  were  in   her  ears; 
strange  faces  around  her.     She  saw  and  heard  it 
an,  and  stood  in  the  midst  of  her  enemies,  as 
if  unconscious  of  their  scrutinizing  gaze. 
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''Who  are  your  parents?''  inquired  Mavil 
Stacey,  with  some  ouriosity. 

Gladys  made  no  reply.     Again  she  was  im-  I 

portuned  by  questions.  \ 

"  Y  Saison  1  y  Saison !"  repeated  she,  with 
strong  emphasis ;  then  springing  across  the 
apartment,  she  hid  herself  in  one  of  the  recesses 
in  the  waU.  \ 

''What  a  strange  little  creature,"  remarked  ; 

Mavil ;  "  are  you  sure,  (ather,  that  you  have  not 
got  hold  of  some  mountain  idiot  ?  What  do 
you  think  we  can  do  with  such  a  nonentity? 
Why  did  you  bring  her  here  ?" 

"  Don't  weary  me  with  questions ;  I  want  my 
supper,"  answered  Sir  Gilbert.  "Leave  the 
child  alone.  We  will  have  at  her  presently,  and 
she  shall  be  made  to  confess  who  stole  Sir 
Gilbert  Stacey's  black  cattle." 

"  What  1  does  she  belong  to  some  of  those 
barbarous  people  ?" 

"  Aye,  I  believe  you,  or  she  would  not  have 
been  here  now,"  said  the  Knight,  as  he  raised  a 
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goblet  of  ale  to  his  parched  lips ;  and  then  tak- 
ing his  seat  at  the  board,  helped  himself  bounti* 
fiilly  to  the  smoking  dish  of  venison  before 
him. 

"  I  never  felt  so  hungry,  weary,  and  thirsty,  in 
my  life,  mother,"  said  yomig  Stacey,  seeming  a 
place  by  her  side;  *'you  have  no  idea  how 
wretched  and  comfortless  we  have  been  all 
day/* 

"  Yes,  I  have,"  said  Lady  S  tacey,  smiling, "  for 
it  has  been  wretched  enough  here.  That  poor 
diild,  what  is  to  be  done  with  her  ?  she  must 
be  as  hungry  as  you  are." 

Stacey  immediately  rose,  and  after  some  re- 
luctance on  the  part  of  the  child,  she  was 
placed  at  the  table. 

Every  one,  as  they  sat  round  the  good  cheer, 
appeared  happy  and  contented,  save  the  hapless 
mountain  girl,  whose  food  remained  untouched- 
before  her,  while  h&  dark  blue  eyes  wandered 
from  one  strange  face  to  another,  with  an  ex-> 
pression  not  to  be  misunderstood. 
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Mavil  began  ezaming  the  ehild'a  dress,  aod 
observed  to  ber  mother  that  it  was  of  do 
common  texture. 

''See  here,  father,  if  she  has  not  got  the 
Lancastrian  badge,"  pointing  to  a  silver  swan, 
which  fiutened  the  kerchief  round  faer  nedc. 
"  How  came  a  freebooter's  child  by  this  ?'' 

''Best  known  to  herself,"  remarked  Sir 
Gilbert :  "  if  not  by  fair,  by  foul  means/*  He 
then  turned  toward  Gladys,  who  had  become 
the  object  of  general  attraction. 

"  What  a  commanding  and  singular  expres- 
sion she  has,"  observed  Henry  Stourton  to  his 
companion ;  "  there  is  much  incipient  intellect 
concealed  under  those  long  lashes,  and  that 
spacious  forehead ;  she  is  a  little  beauty  too !" 

"  There  is  no  disputing  that,  but  she  bears 
signs  of  becoming  a  very  haughty  one,"  replied 
his  compc^nion. 

"  We  ought  to  make  some  allowances  for  her 
position,"  rejoined  the  charitable  Henry  Stour- 
ton. 
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When  the  sportsmen  had  made  a  hasty  re- 
past, they  withdrew  to  their  respective  chambers, 
having  unanimously  agreed  that  the  examination 
of  the  captive  child  should  be  drferred  until  the 
morrow. 

When  Gladys  found  herself  alone  in  her 
diamber,  she  fell  upcm  her  knees,  buried  her 
face  in  her  hands,  and  wept.  She  thought  of 
those  in  the  Cwm,  what  a  night  they  would  pass, 
and  all  from  her  own  folly.  Had  she  but 
spoken  more  guardedly  and  less  feelingly,  she 
might  still  hare  been  by  the  side  of  her  dear 
grandoaotlier.  These  thoughts  tended  to  in- 
crease her  palpitation,  and  make  her  still  more 
pained  to  be  absent  from  Cader  y  Oil.  She 
at  lei^;di  fell  asleep  from  exhaustion,  and  did 
not  awake  till  summoned  before  Sir  Gilbert,  at 
a  late  hour,  on  the  following  morning. 

"I  hope  the  fire  of  yesterday  has  been 
damped,  young  minx.  I  shall  have,  I  trust,  a 
more  reasonable  child  to  deal  with  to^y,"  said 
the  keeper. 
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**  Let  me  impress  upon  you,  little  one,  that 
upon  your  answers  to  my  questions  your  fate 
depends.  If  you  are  not  the  child  of  a  free- 
booter,  you  know  who  stole  my  black  cattle — 
you  cannot  deny  it" 

"  I  cannot  tell  you/'  said  Gladys  in  a  calm 
tone,  "  I  cannot  utter  a  word  to  injure  my  own 
people.  If  the  Saxons  encroach  upon  our  land» 
they  must  expect  such  things." 

"  You  had  better  take  care,  young  one,  and 
not  speak  thus  .boldly,"  said  her  interrogator, 
evidently  surprised  at  the  mountain  girl's  good 
address.     "  Is  your  father  a  Lancastrian  ?" 

''Our  private  history  is  our  own  secret," 
replied  Gladys,  mournfully. 

"  Well,  well,  we  won't  hamper  about  that ;  all 
I  want  to  know  is  about  these  confounded  free- 
booters, who  have  been  persecuting  me  ever 
since  I  came  into  the  country.  If  you  will  only 
tell  me,  my  little  wench,  the  honest  truth,  you 
shall  return  to  your  home  laden  with  presents 
from  Mistress  Stacey,  and  all  the  rest  of  the 
family  here." 
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"  No/*  replied  Gladys,  "  I  would  not  accept  a 
present  from  a  Saxon  and  a  Yorkist." 

"How  dare  you  use  these  insinuations 
against  the  Saxons  ?  I  ask  once  more,  who  was 
the  leader  of  those  who  stole  my  black  cattle  ? 
At  your  peril,  refuse  to  answer  me/'  cried  Sir 
Gilbert,  with  an  angry  gesture. 

A  haughty  expression  passed  over  Gladys' 
face,  and  yet  her  answer  was  in  a  soft  and 
geotle  tone  :— 

"  No,  Saxon  knight,  you  may  use  threats  if 
you  please,  but  I  will  not  betray  my  people.  I 
am  not  afraid  of  any  one,  as  long  as  I  know 
I  am  doing  right.'' 

"  Singe  a  Jew  !  if  this  is  to  be  borne,"  cried 
the  keeper,  in  a  frenzy  of  passion ;  "  and  from 
one  so  young,  too.  I  have  not  done  with  you 
yet,  you  pert  minx.  You  shall  be  stretched 
upon  the  rack,  and  made  to  tell.  If  civil  words 
won't  do-— on  the  rack,  yes,  on  the  rack,  you 
obstinacious  little  fool  1"  and  he  started  up,  and 
dragged  the  child  across  the  hall. 
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"  Noy  no,  Sir  Gilbert,  this  must  not  be !" 
cried  Liady  Stacey^  flying  to  the  chQd's  rescue 
with  her  maternal  feeling  in  her  heart.  "  What, 
my  honoured  sir !  put  so  tender  a  frame  in  irons, 
in  torture — no,  I  will  not  permit  such  barbarity. 
It  would  disgrace  us  for  life/' 

"Very  well,  madam,''  replied  Sir  Gilbert, 
white  with  rage;  'Mf  the  rack  is  done  away 
with,  why,  then,  do  away  with  our  holy  religion  ! 
Dreadful  innovations  on  time-honoured  customs. 
Well,  if  it  shall  not  be  the  rack,  it  shall  be  the 
dungeon.  Interfere  in  that,  at  your  peril.  I 
am  determined  I  wiQ  know  who  stole  my 
black  cattle." 

Lady  Stacey,  with  her  usual  tact,  said  no 
more.  He  had  been  so  repeatedly  annoyed  by 
the  mountain  horde,  that  it  was  alwavs  a  sore 
point  to  touch.  He  was  now  more  than  usually 
nettled.  Lady  Stacey  pressed  Gladys'  hand  ten- 
derly ;  and  as  the  gaoler  disappeared  with  the 
little  captive,  she  could  not  refrain  from  tears. 

The  mountain  child  was  conducted  to  a  com- 
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fortless  apartment,  where  scarce  a  loop-hole  kt 
in  a  ray  of  light'  Never  tffl  now  did  she  feel 
the  hopelessness  of  her  situation.  The  outer 
gate  grated  on  its  hinges ;  she  heard  it  dose 
and  shut  Ittr  out  from  all  that  was  dear  to  her 
upon  earth.  The  national  hatred  against  her 
Sazon  neighbours  was  increased.  She  lifted  up 
her  voice  in  piteous  wailing;  it  was  unheard 
save  by  an  echo  from  the  neighbouring  cell. 
She  shrieked,  and  with  the  weariness  of  her 
grie^  sank  to  sleep  at  last,  in  her  cheerless 
sbode,  a  prisoner  within  the  walls  whidi  justice 
eaDed  her  own.  Here  Gladys,  poor  girl,  passed 
many  weary  nights. 

The  evening  when  Gladys  disappeared  from 
the  Cwm  was  never  to  be  forgotten  there. 
From  the  setting  sun  to  the  rising  day,  faithful 
Howd  and  his  wife  were  upon  the  hills  seeking 
for  her. 

Ap  Jevan's  widow  paced  from  room  to  room 
in  agony  of  mind,  callii^  upon  the  name  of  her 
*  wyies  bach.*'    The  words  vibrated  along  the 
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lone  walls  of  Cader  y  Cil,  and  left  her  more 
disconsolate  than  before.  Katherine  returned 
in  the  morning  with  no  intelligence  of  her  mis- 
tress bach.  Howd  collected  some  of  his  neigh- 
bours, and  went  once  more  up  the  glen,  ia 
another  direction,  on  the  same  enquiry. 

"Some  one  has  been  here/'  said  Howd, 
examining  the  ground.  "  Listen !  I  thought  I 
heard  a  sound.*' 

A  piteous  moaning  of  some  animal  in  distress 
immediately  drew  their  attention  to  the  spot, 
where  a  little  black  terrier  was  discovered 
wedged  in  between  the  rocks.  The  creature 
had  fallen  from  the  height  above,  and  one  of  its 
legs  was  broken. 

**  Dyn  anwyl  I  why,  this  belongs  to  the  Saxon 
knight,"  said  one  of  the  men.  *'  Depend  upon  it, 
they  were  here  last  night,  and  have  carried  away 
our  mistress  bach.'' 

'<  I  will  find  that  out,"  said  Howd.  Taking  the 
animal  under  his  arm,  he  set  out  at  once,  buoyed 
up  by  the  hope  of  discovering  the  child.     Howel 
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was  a  man  not  to  be  daunted.  By  much  ma- 
noeuvering,  be  got  admitted  into  the  castle,  and 
gained  the  desired  information,  with  which  he 
returned  to  Cader  y  Oil. 

Distressed  as  all  were  there,  it  was  a  satisfac* 
tion  to  know  that  the  child  was  safe.  She 
had  neither  been  drowned  in  the  lake,  fallen  over 
a  precipice,  nor  been  gored  to  death  by  a  stag^ 
These  reflections  were  consolatory.  For  a  time 
they  lessened  their  grief  by  planning  a  thousand 
stratagems  for  the  restoration  of  the  wyres 
bach.  One  was  no  sooner  formed,  than  it  was 
rejected  for  another,  and  that  in  its  turn  gave 
place  to  one  which  shared  a  like  fate.  It  is 
fortunate  for  humanity  that  shadowy  consola- 
tioDs  will  so  often  lighten  substantial  misery. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

A  Contrabandut-^The  JTeird  Lady— The  Inr- 
cantation — Superstitious  Dupes. 

•*  Dyn  anwyl  I  Shonyn  !  there  is  a  vessel  in  the 
bay.  I  can't  say  any  how  I  like  the  cut  of  her 
gib|  I  believe  she  comes  fix^m  the  French  coasts 
but  she  is  not  our  sort,  that's  as  dear  as  a 
herring." 

Thus  spoke  the  hoarse  voice  of  a  short, 
square-built  sailor,  as  he  entered  a  smuggler's 
cottage  upon  the  beach,  and  taking  off  his  wet 
jacket,  threw  it  over  a  barrel  before  the  fire  to 
dry. 

'<  Well  now,  did  not  I  tell  you,  Morgan,  that 
we  were  a  set  of  fools  to  let  our  men  be  off 
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before  our  kegs  wen  safe  stowed  away  among 
Ae  h31s»"  said  Ids  oonqiaDion  suHenly ;  "*  mewn 
gwirionedd  1  if  you  ever  catdi  me  talked  over 
again.  She  is  a  revenue  shark,  VU  be  bound, 
and  a  nice  glory  hole  we  are  in.'' 

*'  Yn  nw'r  Brenhin !  'I  am  vexing  in  my  heart 
about  it/'  responded  Morgan,  sorrowfully  "  I  only 
wish  the  k^  were  two  hundred  miles  from 
this  spot,  and  then  I  wo«ld  say  Shonyn'  goeh, 
I  would  not  care  a  cockle  for  any  one  of  them 
sharp-toothed  gentry— but  what  is  to  be  done  ? 
we  shall  be  nabbed." 

''  Mewn  gwirionedd !  if  I'H  be  nabbed/'  said 
Shonyn,  starting  up  with  a  grim  smile ;  then 
moving  to  the  entrance,  he  placed  a  strong  bar 
across  the  door.  On  returning  to  his  seat,  he 
eyed  his  comrade  for  a  few  minutes  in  silence, 
and  turning  to  a  young  female  who  was  busily 
engaged  at  the  further  end  of  the  room,  he  ex- 
claimed with  sharpness  :— 

**  Peggy,  girl,  don't  be  shifting  about  there, 
but  serve  up  our  supper.     We  want  to  be  off." 
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'^  Yn  enw  Tad  1  what's  in  the  wind  now  ?  ** 
exclaimed  Morgan.  ^*  Shonyn,  you  are  not  going 
to  cut  and  run,  and  leave  the  kegs  ?** 

''  Twt,  nonsense  I  do  you  think  the  smuggler 
of  Madoc,  bold  Shonyn  Goch,  would  do  that  ? — 
not  he.  rU  tell  jou  what  I  am  about  to  do — I 
am  going  to  pay  the  Dewihes^  of  Gdst  a  visit. 
She  will  set  our  heads  above  water,  if  we  only 
promise  the  old  lady  a  keg  of  the  best  spirits/' 

"  Dyn  anwyl,"  ejaculated  his  companion,  "  you 
had  better  not  count  upon  that.  Should  she  be 
in  one  of  her  dark  humours,  she  will  not  have 
the  civility  even  to  admit  you." 

"Twt,  twt,  nonsense  1  I  know  better  than 
that.  Whenever  I  propose  anything,  Moi^gan, 
you  are  sure  to  douse  the  glim,  and  make  it  all 
pitch  colour ;  you'd  better  send  us  dean  ovw- 
board  at  once." 

''Well,  Weill  Shonyn,  my  lad,  don't  lose 
temper,  I  don't  want  to  quarrel,"  replied  his 
companion,  soothingly.  "  Let  us  drink  to  our 
success,  and  you,  Peggy  bach,  will  too,  won't 

*  The  witch  or  prophetess. 
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you,  girl  ?  "  added  he,  holding  the  cup  to  the 
youDg  woman's  lips. 

*'  No,  no,  Morgan !  it  would  not  come  from 
my  heart  if  I  did,"  said  Peggy,  hastily  pushing 
the  mug  from  her.  *'  No  good  will  come  from 
getting  the  Dewines  to  hoist  up  her  curse  upon 
the  strange  vessel." 

**  O'r  beth  wirion !  why,  what  is  the  matter 
with  the  girl  ?"  cried  the  sailor,  much  surprised. 

"  She  is  a  fool,  gone  mad,  and  if  she  repeats 
that  again,  I  will  cut  her  tongue  out  of  her 
head,"  retorted  the  smuggler,  with  much  irrita- 
tion. 

Mor^n  smiled,  the  girl  remained  perfectly 
still,  as  if  she  had  been  too  long  accustomed  to 
abusive  language,  to  take  any  notice  of  the  in- 
sult. Shortly  afterwards,  Shonyn  and  his  coni- 
panion  quitted  the  cottage  for  the  house  of  G£st. 

Shonyn  was  out  of  humour.  They  walked 
on  in  silence  till  they  reached  the  knoll  which 
brought  them  in  full  view  of  the  picturesque 
creek  of  Borth,  where  the  strong  and  commodious 
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mansion   m  which  the  Dewines   resided 
situated. 

''Why,  the  old  lady  is  iBominated,"  cried 
Morgan,  stopping  to  take  brealli,  and  fixing  his 
eyes  upon  the  stream  of  light  which  shone  finom 
several  windows,  again  reflected  in  the  faat 
advancing  tide.     "  I  guess  she  has  company." 

''Come  on,  come  on/'  said  Shonyn,  im- 
patiently ;  "  if  she  has,  it  is  of  no  consequenoe. 
I  will  see  her,  any  how.'' 

"You  have  never  seen  her,  lad/'  inquired 
his  companion,  "  have  you  ?"  placbg  his  hand 
familiarly  on  his  friend's  shoulder. 

"  No,"  replied  his  comrade,  moodily.  Again 
they  pursued  their  way,  both  relapsii^  into 
silence,  till  they  readied  the  steps  leading  to  the 
entrance  of  the  ominous  habitation,  when 
Bhonyn  suddenly  addressed  his  companion  : — 

"I  have  been  thinking,  Moif:an,  you  had 
better  remain  here.  She  is  a  ticklish  crsatuFe 
to  manage.  One  of  us  will  be  oiough  for  her 
at  a  time.     You  may  rest  assured,  111  lay   on 
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the  tallow,  and  do  the  uttermost  to  make  all^ 
run  smooth/' 

Morgan  was  more  pleased  than  otherwise  at 
this  arrangement,  and  accordingly  waited  out- 
side while  Shonyn  hastened  up  the  steps,  and 
knocked  for  admittance.  Several  times  he 
knocked  before  the  door  was  flung  rudely  open, 
and  then  closed  immediately  on  the  smuggler  of 
Madoc. 

After  some  awkward  explanation  with   regard 
to  the  purport  of  his  visit,  the  far-famed  Dewines 
of  G£st  thus  harangued  her  unwelcome  visitor : — 
"  What  1  you  blind  beetle,  you  think,  do  you, 
like  all  the  rest  of  your  scrubby,  cowardly  tribe, 
that  by  ikt  rewards  and  wheedling,  you  can  turn 
the  Lady  of  G6st  round  your  finger,  as  you 
would  an  eel,  ha !  ha  I     Let  me  tell  you  that 
you  are  mistaken,  you  shall  not  fling  a  custard  in 
my  face.     What  care  I  for  your  kegs  of  extra 
fine  spirits.      Aha !  you    may   well   turn  pale, 
roaster  smuggler,  the  Lady  of  Gtet  has  enough 
already  to  sail  your  sloop  in,  and  drown  your* 
VOL.   II.  c 
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self.  She  will  do  this  if  you  give  her  more  of 
your  flattering  words,  you  trembling  caitifif. 
Whist  1  whist  I  have  a  care,  I  say,  lest,  before 
you  look  me  in  the  face,  I  send  you  headlong 
into  the  devil's  dominions." 

Shonyn  hastily  rose,  and,  putting  his  cap  over 
his  death-like  features,  began  mechanically  to 
move  towards  the  door,  hoping  to  make  a 
stealthy  exit. 

The  witch  saw  his  object,  and  immediatdy 
exclaimed,  "  So,  ho !  blind  beetle,  you  would 
escape  like  a  terrified  fly  from  a  spider.  The 
web  has  caught  you ;  try  the  latch,  master 
Madoc."  As  she  concluded  these  words,  she 
started  from  off  her  stool  with  a  wild  gesture, 
and  laughed  louder  than  before :  "  So,  ho  !  here 
is  a  wedding,  it  seems,  between  an  ass's  mouth 
and  a  bundle  of  thistles."  Then,  stretching  her- 
self upwards  to  her  full  height,  which  was  nearly 
five  feet  eleven,  she  pushed  her  cap  from  her 
forehead,  and  throwing  down  two  sticks  cross- 
wise upon   the  floor,  began   dancing  with  the 
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agility  of  a  girl  in  her  teens,  cutting  capers  in  the 
air  and  screaming  with  strange  delight  at  her 
own  wonderful  achievements. 

Never  had  Shonyn  Goch  been  so  awe-stricken 
in  his  life.  The  peculiarly  wild  expression  of 
her  large,  yet  acute  features,  were  now  rendered 
perfectly  hideous  by  long  straggling  gray  hairs, 
which  had  broken  loose  and  were  waving  and 
shaking  in  all  directions  over  her  gaunt  honey 
shoulders.  The  green  fire  of  her  widely  ex- 
panded eyes,  gleamed  through  her  locks,  her 
nostrils  dilated,  her  parchment  skin  wrinkled 
and  grew  more  sallow  as  her  excitement  in- 
creased. Her  thin  long  frame  terminated  in 
spindle  legs,  ornamented  with  yellow  clocks  upon 
red  hose,  exposed  as  far  as  the  knee,  added  still 
more  to  the  singularity  of  her  appearance. 

Poor  Madoc !  minutes  were  hours  as  he  stood 
with  his  eyes  rivetted  upon  the  supernatural  female 
dancing  before  him,  and  declaiming  in  words 
of  which  he  could  not  guess  the  import.  Every 
musde  in  his  &ce  seemed  to  quiver  to  each  step 

c  2 
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she  took,  and  a  thousand  resolutions  were  in- 
ternally forming  at  the  same  time,  that  should 
the  ogress  permit  him  to  leave  her  dwelling,  he 
would  never  again  cross  her  threshold,  or  know, 
ingly  come  within  two  hundred  cable- lengths  of 
her  house.  Still  the  Lady  of  G6st  danced  on 
and  on.  The  poor  wretched  man  standing  in 
the  same  petrified  position,  endeavouring  to  pre- 
vent his  teeth  from  chattering  in  vain,  and  his 
knees  from  knocking  together.  He  called  to 
his  recollection  the  number  of  bloody  fights  and 
cruel  scenes  to  which  he  had  been  privy  from  his 
youth  ;  but  none,  fiightful  and  appalling  as  they 
might  have  been,  had  caused  him  the  terror  that 
this  witch  of  G6st  inspired.  She  must,  he 
thought,  be  a  genuine  daughter  of  hell.  He 
shuddered,  turned  giddy,  became  chill  and  sick, 
and  then  sank  into  a  chair,  no  longer  able  to 
preserve  his  self-control. 

"  You  infant,  you  trembling  coward,"  cried 
the  Lady  of  GSst,  suddenly  desisting  from  her 
amusement,  and  striding  up  to  the  spot  where 
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the  smuggler  sat :  "  We  have  had  enough  of 
each  other/'  she  screamed,  and  immediately 
seizing  him  by  the  arms  under  the  magic  of 
terror,  which  she  had  inspired,  pinioned  them  to 
bis  side.  She  then  pushed  him  along  the  pass- 
age, shouting  in  his  ears  : — 

"  Go  fool !  else  ^hall  the  mandrake's  shriek 
Startle  thy  brain  so  soft  and  weak ! 
rn  kill  an  infant,  hearest  thou  that ! 
And  rub  thy  brow  with  the  innocent's  fa^^ 
Thou  shalt  drink  from  the  hollow  charnel-house  skull, 
Where  the  black  cat  lapped  till  her  stomach  was  full. 
Of  the  mad  dog's  foam,  and  the  owlet^s  brain, 
And  drops  from  the  gibbeted  murderer's  chain. 
Mixed  with  herb-juice  that  grows  on  the  tomb 
Of  the  wretch  self-slain,  when  his  hour  had  come  !— 
Away  !  or  else  by  my  magic  I  swear 
I  will  bring  to  torment  thee  the  demon  of  air. 
That  shall  rend  thee,  as  hell-dogs  rend  their  brood 
When  tempted  to  virtue  by  spirits  good : 
Dost  thoa  think  to  cozen  one  like  me  ? 
Avaunt,  I  will  nothing  achieve  fur  thee !" 

With  these  concluding  words  the  Dewines 
hurled  him  over  the  steps,  slamming  the  door 
violently  upon  its  hinges,  and  the  smuggler  of 
Madoc  fell  prostrate  beyond  the  threshold. 
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The  night  had  by  this  time  become  palpably 
dark.  A  low  murmuring  breeze  whistled  through 
the  stunted  oaks  which  surrounded  the  building, 
and  the  continued  dashing  of  the  waves  against 
the  rocks  made  the  spot  still  more  dieerless. 

There  for  some  time  the  smuggler  lay,  stupi- 
fipd  by  his  fall,  if  not  by  fear.  When  he  at 
length  attempted  to  rise,  he  felt  like  a  chQd. 
His  iron  sinews  became  flaccid,  his  limbs  were 
palsied.  He  heard  his  companion  calling  to 
him  from  the  sands,  but  had  no  power  to 
reply. 

Morgan,  guessing  something  wrong  had  oc- 
curred, hastened  to  the  spot.  He  was  alarmed 
at  finding  his  companion  seated  upon  the  ground^ 
to  which  posture  only  he  had  as  yet  been  able  to 
raise  himself.     He  was  almost  speechless. 

"  O  Duw  anwyl  Shonyn,  what  has  the  Dew- 
ines  done  to  you?"  exclaimed  he,  stooping  down 
and  endeavouring  to  lift  him  up. 

"  Och  !  take  me  away,  take  me  away,  Morgan 
g^Sls,"   muttered    the   smuggler ;     **  I    would 
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rather  be  hung  than  die  at  this  woman's 
door/* 

After  some  difficulty,  Morgan  succeeded  in 
moving  him  from  the  dreaded  precincts. 

Scarcely  half  an  hour  had  passed  away,  when 
a  boat  under  fuU  sail  rounded  the  point,  and 
was  making  for  the  creek.  The  crew  landed 
just  bdow  the  house  of  G£st.  Six  rough-look- 
ing fellows  leaped  out  of  her,  and  immediately 
ran  up  the  steps  of  the  mansion  as  if  they  had 
been  long  accustomed  to  do  so. 

'*  Mother,  good  mother,"  repeated  the  fore- 
most of  the  figures,  drawing  his  fingers  across 
the  window,  '*  recaU  what  you  last  said,  I  am 
sorry  for  what  has  passed.  You  would  not  have 
Dhu  ap  Rhys  and  his  brave  men  perish.  We 
have  stretched  a  long  arm  to  gain  the  house  of 
G£st  to-night.  Let  us  in,  pray  let  us  in,  good 
mother  ?" 

•'  What  is  it  you,  Dhu,.  my  own  brave  boy 
himself?"  eagerly  responded  the  witch,  drawing 
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back  the  huge  bolts  and  throwing  the  door 
open. 

''  However  you  have  requited  me,  Ap  Rhys, 
however  much  you  have  pained  me,  it  shall 
never  be  said  the  Lady  of  G£st  refused  to  admit 
the  bold  DhU|  who  made  the  Yorkists  feel  his 
stout  hand,  who  spilled  their  blood  upon  the  plain, 
who  took  the  rebek  in  their  own  nets,  and  stiQ 
lives  to  annoy  them.  Welcome,  thrice  welcome, 
rover  of  the  seas.**  She  then  held  out  her 
sinewy  hands  to  the  handsome  young  man,  and 
conducted  him  to  a  seat,  while  a  strange  gleam 
of  pleasure  flashed  across  her  features  as  she 
gazed  intently  upon  his  &oe. 

The  rest  of  the  party  now  entered  the  apart- 
ment, and  quickly  arranged  themselves  on  a 
long  settle,  as  they  were  directed. 

**  Serve  the  men,"  shrieked  the  hostess.  Im- 
mediately  a  dwarfish  child,  with  broad  high 
shoulders  and  a  huge  head,  made  his  appear- 
ance, and  after  going  backwards  and  forwards 
from  the  kitchen  to  the  apartment  where  the 
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table  stood,  several  times,  laden  with  dishes,  an 
excellent  and  plentiful  meal  was  served  up. 

The  men  talked  among  themselves,  while 
Dhu,  his  mate,  and  their  hostess,  scarcely  volun- 
teered a  remark. 

''  Mother,''  at  length  exclaimed  Dhu,  **  have 
you  heard  anything  of  the  strange  vessd  ?  She 
is  making  for  this  part  of  the  coast,  and  we 
expect  will  be  down  with  the  tide  in  the  morn- 
ing. We  are  in  great  trouble  about  it,  mother. 
Our  cargo,  as  you  know,  is  not  yet  run  in 
land.  What  would  you  recommend  us  to  do  ? 
These  revenue  fellows  are  not  pleasant  to  deal 
with.**  Dhu  hesitated ;  he  perceived  the  Dewines 
change  colour,  as  the  wildness  in  her  eyes  be- 
came more  remarkable. 

''  What  are  you  after,  boy  ?**  said  she,  in  a 
stem  conunanding  tone.  **  Why  do  you  not 
speak  out  plain,  instead  of  beating  about  the 
bush?  this  is  unlike  you,  Dhu." 

"  Wen,  mother,  to  be  honest,  I  did  not  know 
how  you  would  take  it — you  remember  how  I 
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incurred  your  displeasure  last  time — but  here 
goes  1  Mother  you  can  help  us — the  knot,  the 
fatal  double  knot  1" 

The  same  thing  had  been  requested  by  the 
smuggler  of  Madoc.  She  had  refused  him  in 
the  manuer  which  has  already  been  seen.  But 
what  could  she  say  now,  when  Dhu  ap  Rhys, 
the  commander  of  the  '*  Eryr  bach/'  was  the 
supplicator  ? 

**  Rovers  of  the  sea,  your  hearts  are  of  iron, 
but  your  heads  of  self/'  muttered  the  Dewines, 
as  slowly  taking  the  ominous  handkerchief  fix>m 
h(T  bosom,  she  held  it  up  before  tbem. 

**  Dhu  Ap  Rhys,  I  will  do  what  you  wish ; 
yet  you  will  be  sorry  for  it/* 

In  repeating  the  last  sentence,  she  placed  her 
hand  across  her  brow,  and  stared  ftill  into  the 
lace  of  the  melancholy-looking  man,  W(ho  was 
sitting  opposite.  His  eyes  met  hers,  and  an 
involuntary  shudder  passed  over  his  frame. 

Ap  Rhys,  struck  by  the  Dewines'  strange 
manner  towards  his  mate,  took  no  notice,  but 
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merely  asked  the  Lady  of  G6st  why  she  spoke 
so  ominously. 

"  I  shall  not  satisfy  you/'  responded  the  witch, 
gloomily. 

Moving  away  from  him,  she  sat  down  upon 
a  low  stool,  arranging  her  dishevelled  hair. 
Some  minutes  aflerwards,  she  again  held  up 
the  handkerchief,  and  then  exclaimed  with  a  vnld 
gesture:^* 

**  See,  Dhu  ap  Rhys  I  the  deed,  has  not  yet 
been  done.     Shall  it  be  done  ?" 

'*  Yes,  good  mother,"  replied  the  pirate,  im- 
patiently. 

The  handkerchief  fell  instantly  upon  her  lap ; 
and  looking  up  at  them  all,  she  tied  the  fatal 
douUe  knot.  Then  she  began  humming  a  low 
diige,  and  continued  it  at  intervals  the  rest  of 
the  evenmg,  much  to  Dhu's  annoyance.  He 
tried  in  various  ways  to  divert  her  attention. 
She  would  give  no  heed  to  him,  and  at  length, 
rising  suddenly,  retired  to  her  own  apartment. 
The  men  now  ranged  themselves  round  the 
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fire  for  the  nightt  oountiog  upon  some  hours' 
rest,  when  they  were  suddenly  roused  by  loud 
blasts  of  wind,  which  shook  the  foundation  of 
the  building  with  its  terrible  gusts.  The  feathers 
and  shells,  which  hung  in  festoons  upon  the 
walls,  flapped  and  rattled.  Some  old  pieces  of 
tapestry  swung  to  and  fro,  with  ceaseless  mo- 
tion ;  the  very  chairs  appeared  to  be  restless ; 
while  there  was  a  mingling  of  sounds  altogether 
confusing ;  the  moment  seemed  marked  by 
something  unearthly, 

Dhu  felt  strangely  uneasy.  Starting  upon 
his  feet,  he  endeavoured  to  compose  himself. 
Then  walking  up  and  down  the  apartment,  he 
discovered  that  his  mate  was  missing.  Asto- 
nished at  the  circumstance,  he  hastily  interro- 
gated his  sleeping  comrades,  who  seemed  equally 
}is  much  astounded  as  their  captain. 

'*  He  and  that  confounded  woman  are  in 
leiigue  Against  me.  I  know  something  passed 
between  them.  I  saw  it.  Zookers !  the  fellow 
could  not  have  got  out  without  her  being  privy 
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to  it.  Such  bolts !  such  locks  1  Aha !  I  don't 
like  the  look  of  affairs :  bad — decidedly  bad  I  On 
my  soul  I  Ap  Dafydd,  I  thought  you  were  an 
honourable  man !" 

Suspicion  was  a  failing  in  the  rover's  charac- 
ter. It  was  now  roused,  and  not  easily  quelled. 
He  once  more  threw  himself  upon  his  sheep's- 
skin  pallet,  but  it  was  not  till  break  of  day  that 
sleep  visited  his  eyes. 

While  it  was  yet  early,  the  witch  of  G6st 
strode  into  the  large  room.  Stooping  over  the 
yet  slumbering  men,  she  inquired  in  a  sepulchral 
tone  if  they  had  not  been  disturbed  by  the  wail- 
ings  of  the  drowning  crew. 

^*  No,  good  mother,  no,"  hastily  replied  Ap 
Rhys.  *'  On  my  soul  1  it  has  been  a  terrific 
night,  enough  to  awake  the  dead." 

*'  What !  boy,  has  no  female  form  appeared 
to  you,  nor  piteous  wailings  rung  in  your 
ears?  I  have  seen  her.  I  have  heard  them. 
The  blood  of  the  innocent  be  upon  you !'' 
cried  the  witch:    and  a  fierce  flash  from  her 
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large  eyes  made   even   the  daring   pirate  feel 
awed. 

'*  The  deed  was  done  for  you»  rover  of  the 
seas— done  for  you/'  continued  she.  '*  It  will  be 
a  blot  upon  my  conscience.  It  was  done  for 
you,  Ap  Rhys.  I  would  never  have  wrecked 
that  vessel  for  another  mortal.  For  you  I  could 
die." 

No  sooner  had  she  uttered  these  words  than 
she  began  shaking  the  men  violently  by  the 
shoulders,  and  screaming  at  the  top  of  her 
voice : — 

"  Whist  I  whist !  the  sun  is  high.  This  is 
no  longer  a  place  for  you.  Risci  sluggards ! — 
b^one  r' 

"  But,  good  lady  of  Gdst,  listen  to  me/'  inter- 
posed Dhu  ap  Rhys. 

''No,  Dhu,  I  listened  to  your  voice  last 
night,  when  to  all  others  I  was  deaf.  Go,  ask 
the  smuggler  of  Madoc  of  the  reception  he 
received  at  my  hands.  You  could  not  have 
treated  a  Jew  or  a  dog  worse  than  I  did  that 
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man ;  and  that,  too,  was  done  for  you.  I  knew 
he  had  injured  the  commander  of  the  Eryr,  and 
was  jealous  of  him — fool  as  he  was — but  wits 
make  nooses  for  themselves,  Dhu,  ha  !" 

A  flash  of  deep  red  mounted  into  Dhu's  face 
for  a  moment.  He  reproached  himself  for  the 
ill  will  he  had  felt  towards  her,  while  he  ex- 
claimed : — 

"  Your  actions  are  so  mysterious  that  I  do 
not  understand  you,  mother.  What  has  become 
of  my  mate  ?  You  assisted  him  to  escape  last 
night." 

"  Whist !  whist !  out  upon  you !  Ap  Rhys. 
You  doubt  my  sincerity,  ungrateful  boy:  you 
take  friends  for  enemies,  and  enemies  for  friends. 
You  make  much  ado  about  nothing,  hot-brained 
younker  I  Begone  1  I  say  begone !  and  never 
cume  again  upon  such  a  mission  as  you  did  last 
Bight.  May  your  heart  be  lighter  when  we 
next  meet.  Bear  not  down  on  the  coast  to-day, 
keep  in  land,  and  go  stow  your  lumbering  kegs 
iu  the  hills.     Whist !  whist !     Think  of  turns 
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and  Udes  like  a  man,  and  be  ready  for  alL 
Not  another  word  I  Commander  of  the  £ryr, 
begone  V* 

The  pirate,  followed  by  his  men,  with  the 
voice  of  the  Dewines  still  sounding  in  their  ears, 
reached  the  spot  where  they  had  on  the  previous 
night  so  securely  moored  their  boat 

"She  is  goneT  repeated  every  voice,  and 
each  looked  at  the  other  in  mute  astonish- 
ment 

Dhuy  whose  indignation  and  rage  knew  no 
bounds,  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence  by 
invoking  the  hottest  vengeance  upon  the  Lady 
of  G^t  So  loud  and  excited  was  his  voice, 
that  it  must  have  reached  her  ears;  and  no 
doubt  she  Imighed  long  and  loud  at  the  rover's 
superstition  and  folly. 

*'  Zookers  1  I  have  been  duped  long  enough 
by  this  accursed  woman.  I  will  bear  it  no 
longer.  I  have  as  good  a  mind  as  ever  I  had 
in  my  life  to  go  back  and  strangle  her.  Con- 
fusion !     The  devil  take  her  and  my  mate  too ! 
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I  said  they  were  in  league  against  me — and  all 
undo-  the  mask  of  friendship  V* 

*'  AroSy  aros,  be  calm,  captain/'  said  Gam,  who 
was  a  good-hearted  fellow^  worthy  of  a  more 
honest  employment  than  that  of  a  smuggler 
and  a  pirate ;  placing  his  hand  upon  his  fiery 
commander's  arm.  Gam  repeated  eagerly : — 

**  Curse  not  that  woman,  we  shall  vex  on  it. 
Take  patience,  take  patience,  and  think  on  it  a 
little  longer ;  let  us  go  up  to  the  valley,  and  look 
after  the  nags,  that  we  may  lose  no  time  in  run- 
ning our  cargo.     The  tide  will  serve  in  a  couple 
of  hours,  and  we  can  then  bring  them  up  in  the 
6]vat  boat ;  see  here  1  have  the  key  the  Dewines 
gave  me  as  I  passed  out,  and  she  tell  me  very 
good,  all  would  go  well,     '  le  yn  wir '  ap  Rhys, 
an  will  go  wdl,  I  am  quite  certain  ;  she  no  go 
to  play  the  old  devil  with  us,  as  you  talk,  no 
indeed,  truth,  she,  she  care  too  much  for  you, 
captain,  quite  certain,  quite  certain." . 

*'  Hold,  you  jabbering  idiot,"  shouted  Dbu, 
shaking    o£f    the   hand    which  retamed  him. 
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"  Get  out  of  my  way,  all  of  you,  leave  me  to 
myself." 

**  To  the  foot  of  the  rocks  captain/'  persisted 
Gam,  with  a  good-tempered  smile.  **  If  you  see 
on  it  good,  we  will  go." 

**  Aye,  go  to  the  devil,  if  you  like,  you  pro* 
vokiog  rascal,"  retorted  the  rover ;  "  but  zookers  I 
mind,  carry  that  hag,  witch,  Dewines,  or  what- 
ever you  choose  to  call  her,  along  with  you." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

-4  Disaster  at  Sea — The   Rescue — Parental 

Anxiety  relieved. 

'*  Luff,  man,  square  her  yards  to  the  wind,  in 
with  the  main-sail,  double  reef  the  top -sail,  set 
the  storm-jib,  get  her  under  snug  canras,"  roared 
the  hoarse  voice  of  the  captain  on  board  the 
strange  vessel,  which  had  caused  the  smugglers 
8o  much  alarm. 

"  Holy  St.  Katherine,  how  gloomily  the  mise- 
rable land  looms  in  the  distance,"  muttered  a 
spare  sickly-looking  Frenchman,  addressing  the 
commander;  ''is  there  any  chance  of  our 
reaching  Harlech  before  morning  ?'* 

**  Not  a  hope,  we  shall  have  enough  to  do  to 
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keep  ojf  the  land,  with  such  a  sea,  and  such  a 
coast  for  a  lee-shore/'  replied  the  captain.  ''  It 
is  a  shame  that  those  lubberly  Welshmen  did 
not  t^  me  before  that  the  coast  was  dangerous, 
and  there  was  a  difficulty  in  procuring  a  pilot 
I  would  not  have  run  her  down  here,  not  I. 
Deuce  take  the  rascals  !  there  is  one  satisfactioui 
they  will  share  our  &te,  come  what  may." 
*^  Holy  St  KatherinCi  save  us/'  murmured 

■ 

the  Frenchman,  and  shrugging  up  his  shoulders* 
half  buried  himself  in  his  doak. 

"  Santa  Maria  will  help  us/'  whispered  a 
soft  voice  in  the  Frenchman's  ear ;  *'  only  let  us 
pray,  dear  father,  let  us  hope  we  shall  yet  gain 
the  fortress  befora  the  tide  turns  in  the 
morning/' 

"  Holy  St  Katherine !  may  your  words  come 
true,  my  child/'  cried  Louis  Agustfne,  pressing 
his  daughter  to  his  heart ;  '*  but  see,"  he  would 
have  said,  as  he  anxiously  looked  around,  "  those 
dark  black   douds,  the  shrieking   birds,  these 

« 

forerunners,  do  not  look  like  it  ?" 
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Jacquline  saw  what  was  passing  in  his  mind, 
and  remained  silently  gazing  in  the  direction  of 
the  castle,  which,  with  the  moon,  had  suddenly 
disappeared  from  their  sight.  She  continued 
occasionally  lifting  up  her  thoughts  in  prayer, 
and  hoping  for  the  best. 

Though  the  hour  was  late,  and  the  moon  re- 
mained invisible  from  the  thickness  of  the  at- 
mosphere, the  Frenchman  and  his  daughter 
stayed  upon  deck.  Nothing  would  induce  them 
to  go  below.  In  mute  despair  they  sat  clinging 
to  each  other.  A  kind-hearted  sailor  lashed 
them  to  the  rail,  to  prevent  them  from  being 
washed  overboard,  if  the  sea  rose  higher. 

"  Santa  Maria !  holy  St.  Katherine  1  the 
Holy  Saints  of  Jerusalem  have  mercy  on  us  I*' 
were  words  which  continually  fell  from  the 
Frenchman's  lips,  as  the  darkness  and  the  roar- 
ing of  the  wind  among  the  rigging,  the  shouting, 
the  voice  of  the  captain,  and  the  dashing  of  the 
angry  waves  smote  his  ear  in  loud  and  continual 
repetition,  sure  harbingers  of  danger. 
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In  the  midst  of  all  these  confusing  sounds 
Jacquline  started ;  she  thought  she  heard  wail- 
ing sounds.  The  next  moment,  Gito,  the  cabin- 
boy,  seized  her  garments,  and  repeated  in  a 
trembling  voice : — 

"  Wele,  wde  1  (see,  see) !  meistres  bach  1  There 
goes  the  spirit  of  the  seas,  the  Dewines !  the 
Dewines  I  her  double-knotted  handkerchief  flaps 
in  the  wind.     We  are  lost !  we  are  lost  I*' 

The  captain  at  that  moment  came  up,  and 
exclaimed  in  an  angry  voice : — 

**  See  there.  Monsieur  Agustine,  see  those 
cowardly  scoundrels  !  There  is  not  a  man  that 
will  raise  hie  hand  to  save  my  ship.  Those 
beggarly,  superstitious  Welshmen  have  turned 
the  heads  of  the  rest  of  my  crew ;  they  have 
seen  the  spirit  of  the  seas — fools !  the  terrible 
woman  of  GSst,  forsoutb.  They  say  no  power 
on  earth  can  save  our  vessel,  and  so  they  will 
not  try.'' 

*'  Wele,  wele,  the  Dewines  I  the  I>ewine8 1 
her    double-knotted  handkerchief  flaps  in  the 
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wind.  We  are  lost !  we  are  lost  !*'  again  rung 
b  their  ears. 

Scarcely  had  the  exclamation  died  away,  when 
the  foam-crested  waves  ran  higher,  for  the  gale 
still  freshened.  The  ship  heaved  and  plunged,  the 
seas  broke  dean  over  the  decks ;  utter  darkness 
prevailed,  for  a  red  lantern  light  on  the  tops, 
which  before  gleamed  across  the  deck,  swung 
loose  from  its  lashbgs,  and  fell  into  the  sea. 

The  steersman  was  not  at  the  helm;  no 
sailors  at  the  sheets ;  no  look-out  forward.  Left 
to  chance,  the  unfortunate  vessel,  unmanagable, 
scudded  before  the  wind  with  frightful  rapidity. 
All  on  board  felt  destruction  inevitable. 

"  Mon  Dieu !  Mon  Dieu !  Save  the  ship, 
save  my  child  1"  shrieked  Louis  Agustine,  in 
agony.  "  Santa  Maria !  Holy  St.  Katherine, 
save  her,  save  my  child !" 

Jacquline  was  on  her  knees,  and  with  uplifted 
hands  gazed  into  the  dark  firmament,  occasion- 
ally illumined  by  vivid  flashes  of  lightning.  She 
prayed  with  a  fervency  her  spirit  had  never  felt 
before. 
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Stin  the  vessel  drove  onward  in  her  destructive 
course.  The  land  loomed  near,  the  rocks,  the 
dangerous  rocks  on  which  the  surge  broke, 
and  the  foam  flashed  and  leaped  with  frantic 
enei^,  surrounded  them  on  all  sides.  Tbey 
were  embayed.  At  length  with  one  simultaneous 
cry  fit>m  the  affrighted  crew,  the  vessel  struck 
and  bilged  at  the  same  moment. 

That  part  of  the  ship  occupied  by  the  French- 
man and  his  daughter  at  the  moment,  happened 
to  get  so  firmly  wedged  in  a  deft  of  rock  where 
she  had  struck,  that  they  were  apparently  in 
safety ;  save  from  tlie  angry  foam  which  flew 
over  them  and  drenched  them  to  the  skin.  The 
ship  had  parted,  and  they  were  left  almost  alone  on 
the  part  of  the  wreck  to  which  tbey  were  fixed. 
They  heard  the  cries  of  the  crew  engulfed  in 
the  raging  waters.  They  heard,  but  could  not 
see  them,  still  less  render  them  assistance.  Very 
soon  those  cries  were  hushed  in  death,  amid 
the  raging  of  the  angry  waters. 

After  some  time  the  father  and  child»  who 
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had  remaiDed  almost  in  an  unconscious  state 
upon  the  part  of  the  wreck  on  which  they  were 
preserved,  wet,  cold,  and  exhausted,  saw  the 
darimess  which  had  for  so  many  hours  veiled 
the  land,  bc^n  to  disperse,  and  daylight  appear. 
Jacqueline,  rousing  herself,  soon  became  aware 
that  they  were  dose  under  the  Land. 

^  Oh  father,^'  said  she,  "  we  are  safe,  we  ar« 
dose  to  the  shore." 

**  Impossible,"  ejaculated  the  Frenchman  un- 
closing his  eyes,  and  fixing  them  a  moment 
upon  the  deep  waters  which  surrounded  them. 
Then  he  again  relapsed  into  a  state  of  stupor. 

'*  Santa  Maria !  what  shall  I  do  ?"  cried  Jac- 
queline,  looking  anxiously  into  his  face.  "  He 
is  so  cold  and  wet,  he  will  die  for  want  of 
warmth."  She  endeavoured  to  unfasten  the  rope 
by  which  they  had  been  secured  to  the  timber 
by  the  sailor  who  had  perished.  The  tide  had 
fallen,  the  portion  of  the  deck  on  which  they 
rested,  was  now  left  high  and  dry.  She  looked 
about  for  aid. 

VOli.   II.  D 
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Her  father's  first  word  was  to  bless  his  child, 
and  thank  the  saints  for  having  preserved  their 
Uves.  He  began  to  look  wildly  about  him ;  his 
back  was  to  the  land. 

**Give  me  your  hand,  ma  petite^^  said  he, 
attempting  to  rise  and  disentangle  the  rope.  "  I 
think  I  can  stand  now.     Where  is  the  shore  ?" 

"  Stay  an  instant/'  cried  the  maiden,  disen- 
tangling the  rope  from  herself,  when  a  moment 
before  so  happy  and  joyous,  but  too  hasty  in 
her  efforts,  she  lost  her  balance  and  fell  over 
the  wreck  into  the  waves  beneath. 

The  agony  of  the  father  was  wrought  up  to 
madness.  He  raved,  shrieked  aloud,  called  upon 
the  angry  waters  to  deliver  up  his  child,  and 
struggled  in  vain  to  set  himself  free  from  the 
rope  which  still  attached  him  to  the  ship's  rai]^ 
but  the  more  be  tried  the  less  was  his  success. 

"  Let  me  die  with  her,  only  let  me  go  to  her. 
Ye  saints  in  heaven,  ye  saints  on  earth  are  you 
all  deaf  to  the  distracted  entreaties  of  a  paren  L 
Give  me  back  my  child — give  me  back  my  child." 
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He  soon  became  exhausted.  Strange  noises 
sounded  in  his  ears,  and  he  sank  down  in* 
sensible. 

A  light-built  boat,  with  snow-white  sails, 
appeared  at  this  moment  making  for  the  wreck. 
One  person  alone  was  in  the  stem  sheets.  He 
had  heard  the  cry  of  the  afflicted  parent,  and 
was  about  to  render  him  assistance,  when  the 
light  garment  of  Jacqueline  floating  on  the  waves 
drew  his  attention.  She  was  safely  lifted  into 
his  boat. 

"  The  Dewines  was  right,  her  prophetic  words 
have  come  true,"  muttered  Kynfin  Tudor,  as  he 
stroked  back  the  long  flowing  hair,  and  looked 
into  the  pale  face  of  the  maiden,  who,  though  no 
longer  a  child,  still  retained  sufficient  traces  of 
her  former  person  to  be  recognized. 

"*  Jacqueline !  ma  petite  Jacqueline !  have  I 
oome  too  late  to  save  thee  ?"  He  clasped  her 
affectionately  in  his  arms,  and  tried  if  her  heart 
still  beat.  "  She  breathes,"  said  he,  hastily 
wrapping  her  in  his  boat  doak.     He  then  gave 
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her  a  little  wine  from  a  bottle  in  the  locker- 
The  next  instant  he  boarded  the  remnant  of  the 
wreck  on  which  her  father  lay  prostrate  and 
half  insensible.  No  sooner  had  he  reached 
the  Frenchman  than  he  cut  away  the  cords. 
He  carefully  placed  him  at  the  side  of  his 
daughter,  and  steered  towards  Cricceath,  the 
nearest  haven,  resolving  to  seek  assistance  from 
the  castle  at  that  place.  It  was  not  long  before 
he  reached  the  shore,  and  driving  his  boat  up 
among  the  large  stones  of  the  beach,  he  hallooed 
for  assistance.  An  answer  was  instantly  given 
from  the  rocks  above,  and  shortly  after  a  noble- 
looking  youth  made  his  appearance  upon  the 
shore. 

"  There  was  a  wreck  last  night,  I  know," 
exclaimed  he,  addressing  the  stranger.  "  I  am 
glad  to  see  you  have  saved  some  of  the  unfor- 
tunate people,  you  have  only  to  bring  them  up 
to  the  castle.  We  will  take  care  of  them.  Whit, 
a  lady  ?    I  hope  she  is  not  dead  ?" 

"  I  hope  not,"  repeated  the  mate  of  the  Eryr, 
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for  such  Kynfin  had  become,  taking  her  in  his 
arms,  and  without  another  remark  scaling  the 
rocks  with  surprising  rapidity,  never  stopping 
tin  he  had  given  Jacqudine  into  the  hands  of  the 
good  mistress  of  the  castle. 

"  Restore  her,  restore  her,"  he  cried  with 
energy.  **  Something  must  be  done  immediately, 
or  she  will  die.  For  the  love  of  heaven  do  all 
you  can  for  the  maiden,  good  lady." 

The  next  moment  Kynfin  Tudor  retraced  his 
steps  to  the  beach,  and  delivered  up  Louis  Agus« 
tine  to  the  care  of  young  Conyers.  This  all 
executed  in  a  very  short  time,  he  became 
again  sole  tenant  of  his  boat,  beating  about 
amongst  the  breakers.  It  soon  bore  away  and 
looked  a  speck  upon  the  horizon. 

When  Monsieur  Agustine  was  in  some  degree 
recovered  from  the  shock  he  had  experienced, 
and  the  stupor  which  the  sudden  disappearance 
of  his  child  had  caused.  Mistress  Conyers  assured 
him  that  his  daughter  was  recovering  rapidly, 
and    conducted    him    to    her    room,   that  he 
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might  be  oonvinoed  her  pleasing  annouDcemeiit 
was  correct. 

The  bewildered  man  looked  long  upon  her 
face,  and  pressed  her  hand  to  his  lips. 

"  How  can  this  be  ?"  said  he.  "  Jacqueline, 
my  child,  I  saw  you  die  with  my  own  eyes.  I 
heard  your  cry.  I  saw  you  immersed  in  the 
boiling  wa?«8.  Did  I  dream  it  ?  It  must  have 
been  a  dream  surely  ?  My  child  is  spared  to 
me — she  is  ^ared  to  me ;"  and  the  Frenchman 
wept  for  joy.'* 

For  some  days  they  remained  at  Cricceath, 
Mistress  Conyers  loading  them  with  attentions. 

One  afternoon  Louis  Agustine  inquired  the 
particulars  of  their  escape  from  the  wreck,  and  to 
whom  they  were  indebted. 

"Why,"  replied  Ethelred  Conyers,  "I  can 
hardly  tell  you.  He  was  a  singular-looking  man, 
gentleman-like  in  manner,  but  half  pirate  in  look, 
with  such  a  strange,  wild  pair  of  eyes." 

"  Were  his  eyes  dark,  and  was  he  tall  and 
slender  ?"  inquired  the  maiden. 
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"  Yes,  and  his  hair  was  thrown  very  much 
back  from  his  ample  forehead/'  was  the  reply. 

"  It  is  lie !  it  is  he,  no  doubt !"  cried  Jacque- 
line, "  it  is  my  old  friend/' 
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CHAPTER    IV, 

The  Wreck  visited  —  Local  Superstition  —  A 
Pilot's  Caution  against  Weird  Women-- 
Explanation. 

*'  The  vessel  is  wrecked,  and  every  soul  on  board 
lost,"  cried  young  Stacey,  suddenly  entering  the 
apartment  at  Harlech,  where  the  family  were 
assembled  at  breakfast. 

"  Wrecked !  lost !"  responded  every  voice 
round  the  table,  with  a  mingled  look  of  horror 
and  surprise. 

*'  I  fear  there  can  be  no  mistake  about  that»'' 
replied  the  youth ;  '^  they  say  one  end  of  her  can 
be  seen  upon  the  rocks — that  her  masts  are  gone, 
and  several  of  her  timbers  have  already  been 
picked  up  on  the  coast." 


GLADYS   OP   HARLECH.  57 

''  Woe  18  me  1  this  is  sad  indeed,  my  little 
niece,  my  poor  sister's  only  child/'  ejaculated 
Lady  Stacey,  in  deep  distress.  Mistress  Mavil 
turned  pale,  and  immediately  followed  her  mother 
out  of  the  room. 

"  On  my  sword !  this  is  an  unfortunate 
affair/'  muttered  Sir  Gilbert,  suddenly  becoming 
serious.  Walking  across  the  apartment  he  stood 
for  some  time  looking  out  of  the  window. 

''  I  have  been  thinking,  Edward,"  said  he, 
hastily  turning  round,  ''  that  this  is  a  mere 
rumour.  Some  of  the  people  on  board  may 
have  been  saved.  Go  over  to  the  other  side  and 
asoortain  the  particulars.  Go  too,  if  you  can  go, 
to  the  wreck." 

Young  Stacey  hastened  down  the  cliffs  in  com- 
pany with  his  kinsman,  Henry  Stourton.  They 
leaped  into  a  boat  and  steered  their  course  to  the 
Carnarvonshire  shore. 

After  beating  about  some  time  in  the  bay 
with  a  head  wind,  the  tide  too,  dead  against 
ttiem,  they  were  divided  in  opinion  as  to  what 
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course  they  should  take.  The  creek  of  Madoc 
was  before  them,  and  the  boatman  iofonned 
them  that  some  of  the  bodies  had  been  washed 
up  there.  This  only  increased  their  anxiety  to 
reach  the  spot.  The  tide  was  still  ebbing,  and 
there  were  doubts  whether  there  would  be  suf- 
ficient water  to  take  them  down  the  channel. 

"  Come,  Edward,  I  will  settle  the  matter," 
cried  Henry  Stourton  ;  **  suppose  we  go  to  the 
wreck  first,  and  to  Madoc  in  our  way  back. 
We  will  just  look  at  the  hull,  or  what  is  left  of 
it.     It  is  not  likely  it  will  stand  another  tide." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  responded  young 
Stncey;  *'mind  the  sheet,  we  had  better  not 
carry  so  much  canvas.  It  will  be  squally  round 
that  point — Eh,  pilot  ?" 

"  le  yn  wir,  (yes,  indeed ;)  my  jacket.  Master 
Edward.  We  shall  catch  it  presently,"  answered 
the  sailor,  scanning  the  horizon,  and  putting  on 
rather  a  serious  face. 

'*  Pshaw,  master  pilot,  there  is  no  occasion  to 
look  so  serious.     We  are  not  boys  to  grow  iaint* 
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hearted.  Let  her  come  roand  a  little — there ; 
that  will  do.  Now  for  a  wet  beard.  We  are 
in  for  it.  How  the  surf  flies  about  our  ears,'' 
irociferated  young  Stacey,  as  it  dashed  in  white 
foam  over  the  bows.  The  little  boat  bounded 
over  the  billows^  with  surprising  sea- worthiness 
nothwithstanding. 

They  were  within  a  (table's  length  or  two  of 
the  wreck,  when  the  pirate's  boat,  with  its  white 
Muk,  came  driving  before  the  wind,  dipping  its 
bow  into  the  water  as  it  darted  close  along-side 
them. 

"  That's  a  proud  little  thing  as  ever  I  saw," 
exclaimed  young  Stacey. 

"  le  yn  wir,  Master  Edward ;  she  is  one  to  do 
her  work/'  replied  Griffith,  shutting  one  eye, 
and  fixing  the  other,  which  sparkled  through 
its  shaggy  eyebrow  upon  the  object  in  question. 
"  I  don't  believe  th^e's  a  boat  on  the  coast  that 
can  beat  her." 

''  By  St.  George  she  is  a  dean- built  thing," 
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rejoined  Edward,  admiringly ;  *'  can't  you  tell  us, 
old  fellow,  to  whom  she  belongs  ?" 

**  Why,  people  say  on  it,  about  here,  that  Dhu 
ap  Rhys  owns  her,  as  well  as  the  vessel  you  see 
yonder,  moored  under  the  rocks,"  answered  the 
pilot,  with  some  little  hesitation. 

"  And  who  is  this  Dhu  ap  Rhys,  I  don't  re- 
collect having  heard  his  name  ?" 

'*The  fishes  1  Master  Edward.  What  you 
never  heard  of  Dhu,  the  great  pirate,  and  most 
daring  smuggler  on  this  coast.  There  never 
was  such  a  daring  sea-bird.  He  beats  the  go- 
vernment chaps  like  nothbg  at  all.  As  to 
Shonyn  Goch,  he  is  a  new-bom  in&nt  to  him. 
I  suppose  you  have  heard  of  that  man  ?" 

"  Yes,  the  smuggler  of  Madoc,  you  mean. 
We  all  know  that  fellow,  and  you  too,  Griff — 
you  know  more  of  him  than  you  will  own.  You 
are  deep  fellows  in  these  parts.  Take  care  jou 
are  not  hauled  up  some  of  these  days." 

''  Indeed,  truth.  Master  Edward,  I  fear  vou 
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grow  very  harsh  upon  us,  Shonyn  Goch  is  no 
friend  of  mine/' 

**  Well,  Griff,  you  have  some  good  points 
about  you,  but  you  must  not  blow  the  gaff 
upon  us — soho  1  here  is  the  wreck." 

**  Master  Henry  is  right,  these  timbers  won't 
hold  another  tide.  Haul  down  the  jib— steady. 
You  want  to  go  aboard,  I  suppose,  young  gentle- 
man ?"  said  the  pilot. 

"  To  be  sure  we  do,"  was  the  reply,  and  they 
were  quickly  scrambling  upon  the  wreck.  They 
discovered  some  property  belonging  to  the 
Frenchman  yet  safe,  and  stowed  it  away  in  their 
boat.  Having  satisfied  their  curiosity,  they 
pushed  off,  up  sail,  and  away  in  the  direction  of 
Madoc. 

The  tide  was  coming  in  fast.  There  was 
much  flood  in  the  river,  and  they  got  up  the 
channel  without  difficulty,  running  ashore  just 
below  Shonyn's  cottage. 

'*  Suppose  we  go  and  inquire  of  the  people 
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here ;  I  should  like  to  know  if  any  of  the  poor 
souls  escaped/'  said  Edward. 

''  I  should  like  to  see  a  smuggler's  cottage. 
Let  us  go  in/'  rejoined  Henry. 

"  What  sort  of  looking  fellow  is  this  rascal, 
Shonyn  GocfaT  asked  Edward.  *'Not  very 
handsome,  I  have  heard." 

"  No !  something  of  the  carrot  about  him," 
replied  Griff,  drily,  **  with  eyes  like  that  little 
creature  you  Saxons  call  a  ferret." 

"  le  yn  wir,  Master  Edward,  some  thing  like 
on  it,  that  way.*' 

"What  XL  description,"  said  Edward.  His 
companion  laughed  heartily,  and  they  took  their 
way  to  the  hut.  To  their  annoyance  the  smug- 
gler's cottage  was  locked,  and  even  the  windows 
barricaded. 

"  Yn  enw  T&d  !'*  there  is  something  the  mat- 
ter here,"  said  Griff,  investigating  the  premises 
minutely.  "  The  old  shark  is  either  hiding 
himself,  or  has  cut  clean  awav." 

"  Well  this  is  provoking,"  said  Edward,  with 
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a  look  of  much  disappointment.  ''We  are 
losing  lime,  too,  had  we  not  better  go  to  those 
people  on  the  beach  ?  They  may  be  able  to  give 
lis  a  more  accurate  account  of  the  wreck.  We 
want  to  see  the  poor  fellows  thrown  ashore. 
Aba,  who  knows,  the  poor  Frenchman  may  be 
one  of  them." 

On  reaching  the  spot  they  found  several 
women  standing  over  the  bodies  of  two  of  tbe 
saQors,  washed  up  on  a  piece  of  the  wreck. 
The  pilot  asked  them  some  questions  in  his  own 
lai^age. 

"  What  are  all  these  gesticulations  ?  What 
do  these  women  mean  with  grave  faces,  pointing 
all  in  the  same  direction?"  inquired  young  Stacey, 
with  impatience,  and  no  little  curiosity. 

"  They  say,**  said  Griff,  "  that  the  Dewines  of 
G£st  was  on  the  waters  last  night.  She  was 
the  cause  of  the  vessel  being  lost." 

The  pilot  purposely  avoided  entering  into 
particulars  the  moment  Edward  Stacey  began  to 
question  him.     He  hurried  them  away,  on  the 
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plea  that  if  they  did  not  go  out  with  the  tide, 
they  would  not  return  to  Harlech  that  night. 

After  they  had  pushed  off  from  the  shore, 
young  Staoey,  in  a  determined  tone,  again  asked 
the  pilot  to  tdl  them  all  about  this  wonderfiil 
woman,  this  Dewines  of  G6st,  and  what  she 
could  have  to  do  with  drowning  a  set  of  honest 
fellows." 

Griff  grinned,  was  silent,  and  shook  his 
head,  with  an  indication  of  dislike  to  rater  upon 
the  subject. 

"  Come,  come,  old  fellow,  this  won't  do,  you 
shall  satisfy  us  upon  this  point.  You  know 
all  about  her,"  interrupted  young  Staoey. 

'*  I  believe  the  man  is  afraid  of  her,"  said 
Henry,  laughing. 

"  To  be  sure  he  is,"  replied  his  companion. 
"  He  thinks  she  could  upset  our  boat  and  drown 
us  in  a  calm,  strangle  us  without  a  cord,  and 
send  us  puff  into  the  lower  regions  with  her 
breath." 

"  Don't  talk  on  it  that  light  way,  Master  Ed- 
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ward ;  no,  don't ;  if  you  knew  all  I  do  about  the 
Dewines,  you  would  be  more  careful  what  you 
say." 

*'  Well,  old  felloWy  perhaps  we  should,  if  you 
would  but  tell  us/' 

''  I  never  comes  upon  the  waters,  Master  Ed- 
ward, never,"  said  Griff,  with  great  emphasis  on 
the  n^ative,  **  without  I  says  to  myself,  St. 
Cyric*  keep  me  from  coming  across  the  spirit  of 
the  seas,  save  me  from  her  curse.  Young  Saxons 
jnay  laugh,  but  the  day  may  come  that  they  will 
be  sorry  for  it.     I  am  not  the  only  one  that  can 
teD  you,  that  she  has  been  seen  scores  of  times, 
floating  with  her  knotted  handkerchief  over  the 
waves  of  this  bay.     She  was  here  last  night, 
and  you  know  what  she  has  done." 

"Now  do  you  really  believe  it?"  said  young 
Staoey,  with  a  smile.  "  On  my  honour,  master 
pSot,  when  one  looks  at  your  broad  shoulders  and 
muscular  frame,  one  wonders  such  whimsies  can 
make  you  fear.     But  to  the  point,  I  should  like 

*  The  patron  aaint  of  the  Welsh  mariners. 
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to  see  this  extraordinary  woman,  who  frightens 
80  many  stout  hearts.  Some  of  these  days  I 
will  go  and  pay  the  old  Dewines  a  visit/' 

"  O,  Duw  anwyl  I  Master  Edward,  you  had 
better  not,  you  would  never  come  back  with  your 
head  safe  upon  your  shoulders — she  hates  a 
Yorkist  as  we  do  the  devil." 

**  So— ho,  she  condescends  then  to  take  a  part 
in  the  affairs  of  the  nation,'*  retorted  young 
Stacey. 

"  Why,  yes,  Master  Edward,  I  headed  say 
she  has  good  reason.  The  White  Rose  party 
has  been  no  friend  to  her." 

"  How  ?"  inquired  Stacey,  deeply  interested ; 
'*  come,  you,  Griff,  know  the  secrets  of  her  his- 
tory— ^let  us  have  them." 

"  The  fishes  I  not  I,  Master  Edward ;  why,  if 
you  were  to  promise  me  a  ship  load  of  the 
best  spirits,  I  could  not  tell  you — the  devil  only 
knows  them." 

'*  Perhaps  you  can  inform  us  how  long  she 
has  been  in  this  part  of  the  country  ?" 
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*'  About  ten  years ;  but  sbe  comes  and  goes 
oontiDualfy,  do  one  knows  whither/' 

**You  don't  know  then,  from  whence  she 
comes?*' 

*'  No,  I  heard  some  one  say  that  she  had 
been  seen  at  the  battle  of  Tewkesbury." 

"  Indeed,  have  you  ever  seen  her,  Griff?" 

*'  Yes,  master  Edward,  I  have  seen  her  once, 
only  once,"  repeated  the  seaman,  in  a  tremulous 
voice,  while  his  weather-beaten  cheeks  became 
livid. 

**  Do  you  know  of  any  one  besides,  who  has 
seen  this  witch  spirit;  what  sort  of  looking 
animal  is  she  ?" 

^  le  yn  wir ;  I  know  a  few  who  have,  and  she 
neariy  fi^htened  their  souls  out  of  their  bodies. 
As  to  her  looks,  she  is  tall,  has  large  saucer 
qres,  and  very  long  grey  hair." 

The  pilot  shuddered  as  he  finished  the  sen- 
tence, and  taking  up  some  of  the  tackle  of  the 
boat,  moved  forward,  evidently  anxious  that  they 
abould  run  into  the  land. 
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''There  goes  the  smuggler's  bark,"  ex- 
daimed  young  Stacey,  turning  round ;  "  there 
is  no  mistaking  her,  with  her  light  build  and 
white  sails.  By  St.  George,  if  she  is  not 
makiog  for  the  creek  of  Borth.  It  does  not 
look  as  if  he  were  much  afraid  of  the  she-wolf. 
How  is  that,  GriflF  ?" 

"  Why,  people  say  on  it  here,  master  Edward, 
that  Ap  Rhys  himself  has  a  bit  of  the  devil 
about  him,  and  he  and  the  Dewines  go  hand  in 
hand  together.  All  I  know  is,  that  she  has 
vaults  which  lie  deep  under  the  water,  and  thffe 
she  always  lets  him  store  away  his  goods.  The 
fishes  1  master  Edward,  if  it  were  not  for  her,  he 
could  not  defy  man  and  the  devil  in  the  way  be 
does.     The  whole  country  is  afraid  of  them.'* 

"  Ho,  ho,  master  pQot,  she  aids  the  smugglers, 
does  she  ?"  cried  young  Staoey,  with  a  look  of 
triumph.  "  The  truth  is  out  at  last.  This  is 
the  way  the  rascals  carry  on  their  trade.  Wbyi 
Griff,  what  an  old  fool  you  are.  You  and  your 
countrymen  aUow  yourselves  to  be  duped  in  this 
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bare&ced  way  ?  Henry,  I  say/'  added  he,  turning 
to  his  cousin,  **  this  affair  must  be  probed/' 

"  Or  Tad  !  master  Edward,  if  you  hold  your 
own  life  dear,  listen  to  me,''  cried  Griff,  with  a 
look  of  terror ;  '^  have  nothing  to  do  with  this 
woman— have  nothing  to  do  with  her;  none 
ever  meddled  with  her  without  repenting.  In- 
deed,  truth,  master  Edward,  don't  have  any* 
thing  to  do  with  her.  Anwyl !  anwyl  1  I  wish 
I  had  never  opened  my  lips  about  her.  I  would 
have  cut  my  tongue  out  of  my  head  if  I  had 
thought,  master  Edward,  you  would  have  taken 
it  in  this  way.     St  Cyric  save  us  T' 

**  You  provoking  old  fellow  ;  I  never  saw  your 
equal  in  superstition.  Mark  me.  Griff,  if  you 
don't  disclose  all  you  know  about  the  proceed- 
ings of  this  woman ;  if  you  equivocate,  as  sure 
as  the  clouds  are  over  our  heads,  I  will  make 
you  all  suffer  far  it ;  spear  me  if  I  don't." 

Griff  became  more  alarmed  than  before,  and 
stammered  with  an  equivocal  and  deploring 
look: 
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**  Indeed,  indeed,  trutb,  master  Edward,  yoa 
will  be  sorry  in  your  heart  Have  nothing  to  do 
with  the  Dewines,  she  is  a  hard  one  to  show 
game. 

"That  is  not  answering  my  question;  you 
are  a  fool,  Griff,  if  you  think  to  intimidate  me 
by  your  superstitious  nonsense.  Tell  me  at  once 
all  you  know  about  this  woman  smuggler,  this 
female  pirate ;  or,  by  St  Geoi*ge !  I  will  have  you 
up  before  the  justice/'  said  Staoey,  much 
irritated. 

"  The  fishes  I  master  Edward,  I  no  think  you 
would  take  it  in  that  way.  I  am  no  smuggler, 
and  I  know  nothing  more  about  the  Dewines 
than  what  I  have  told  you.'* 

The  pilot  shook  the  wet  from  off  his  jacket, 
and  endeavoured  to  look  more  easy.  He  re- 
mained silent,  running  his  tar-stained  fingers 
across  his  hairy  face,  and  eying  his  companions 
with  gloomy  forebodings. 

Young  Stacey  and  bis  cousin  passed  severe 
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censures  upon  Wales,  and  all  the  superstitions  of 
Welshmen. 

The  boat  had  now  run  up  through  the  surf, 
and  they  landed  upon  the  sands.  On  parting 
with  the  pibt,  he  turned  and  called  after  them : 
"  Sleep  on  it,  young  gentleman,  ie  yn  wir ; 
have  no  dealings  with  the  Dewines.  The  work 
she  did  last  night  ought  to  frighten  every  Jack 
of  us.  Take  care  she  does  not  make  a  wreck  of 
you  as  well  as  of  the  vessel." 

"  I  defy  her,"  cried  young  Stacey,  with  a  loud 
laugh ;  the  young  men  then  hurried  on  towards 
the  castle  of  Harlech. 

"  You  defy  her,  young  gentlemen,"  muttered 
Griff,  when  they  were  out  of  hearing ;  "  it  would 
be  a  lean  fly  challenging  an  elephant.'' 

"  Well,  mother,  we  have  been  unsuccessful," 
said  young  Stacey,  on  entering  the  apartment 
which  Lady  Stacey  occupied ;  *'  no  female  has 
yet  been  washed  up  on  the  coast.  What  has 
happened  ?  you  greet  me  with  smiles." 
"  They  are  saved !"  replied  his  mother,  with 
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a  joyous  expression  of  feature.  She  then  told 
him  that  some  one  had  rescued  the  FVencfaman 
and  his  daughter  from  the  wreck,  and  had  taken 
them  to  Cricceath,  where  they  were  now  under 
the  hospitable  roof  of  good  Mistress  Conyer»; 
and  that  as  soon  as  they  were  suiBciendy  re- 
covered, the  young  masters  of  the  castle  had  pro- 
mised to  bring  them  over.  This  intelligence 
had  restored  them  all  to  good  spirits. 

"  Where  is  my  father  ?"  inquired  the  young 
man,  throwing  himself  into  a  chair  and  beckon- 
ing a  lad  to  take  off  his  boots.  "We  hare 
had  a  terrible  wild  day  of  it.  I  am  dead  beat : 
however,  I  am  pleased  to  hear  of  the  rescue. 
If  you  had  seen  the  wre<;k,  mother,  you  would 
say  that  a  miracle  had  been  wrought.'* 

Upon  hearing  that  Sir  Gilbert  was  in  the  next 
room,  waiting  with  great  impatience  for  supper, 
the  young  men  immediately  adjourned  thither, 
and  were  not  sorry  to  sit  down  to  an  inviting 
repast. 

^  Well,  Henry,  after  all  the  pilot's  words  the 
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witch  of  G6st  has  not  robbed  me  of  my  cousin. 
I  wonder  what  he  would  say  now  ?*'  said  young 
Stac^,  leaning  forward  behind  his  sister's  chair, 
and  laughing  heartily. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  he  would  make  up  some 
outlandish  tale,  and  say  the  Dewines,  by  her 
supernatural  hand,  had  saved  them.  Who 
knows  but  she  and  her  emissaries,  the  smug- 
glers, might  really  have  had  something  to  do 
with  the  rescue  ?" 

'•  Well  done,  Henry,"  cried  Stacey,  throwing 
himself  back.  '*  I  believe  you  have  a  secret 
faith  in  the  witch  after  alL  By  St.  George ! 
how  Griff  would  show  every  tooth  in  his  head, 
did  he  but  know  that  he  had  made  a  disciple  of 
you." 

"  I  think  it  is  to  be  regretted  he  does  not 
know  it,"  said  Henry,  laughing ;  '*  the  old  fellow 
will  not  be  overburdened  with  sleep  to-night." 

''  1  don't  think  he  relished  my  threats,"  re- 
plied young  Stacey ;  "  he  deeply  repents  having 
meDtioned  a  word  about  the  witch«" 

VOL.  u.  E 
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"What  witch — what  do  you  mean?'*  in- 
quired Sir  Gilbert,  tossing  off  a  goblet  of  wine, 
and  smacking  his  lips ;  "  you  appear  to  have  met 
with  some  adventure  this  morning." 

"  We  have  indeed — we  have  passed  a  very 
strange  day,  and  came  back  wis^  than  we  went ; 
neither  you  nor  I,  nor  any  of  us  knew  before, 
that  this  bay  swarms  with  smugglers.  The 
house  of  G£st  is  their  rradezvous ;  the  woman 
who  lives  there  is  called  the  Dewines,  or  the 
witch,  and  is  their  great  ally.  By  what  I  can 
make  out,  she  is  their  agent.  What  is  more, 
the  hatred  she  bears  to  the  White  Rose  is  un- 
limited/* 

''  That  is  easQy  accounted  for,"  remarked  Sir 
Gilbert,  pushing  his  plate  from  him,  and  looking 
stem.  "  If  all  you  say  is  true,  we  must  look  into 
the  affair.  Smugglers  are  dangerous  feUows  to 
deal  with,  hard-headed,  tough  dogs  at  tossing  a 
pike,  or  handling  a  cutlass.  I  would  nip  them  in 
the  hud — nip  them  in  the  bud,  I  say,  and  give 
them  no  quarter.    They  are  rebels  too,  travelling 
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under  two  masks.  For  instance,  we  have  seen 
it  in  the  bastard  of  Fduconbridgey  that  un- 
grateful rascal,  who  gave  his  Highness  so  much 
troable  and  annoyance.  That  fellow  turned 
pirate ;  you  were  too  young  to  recollect  the  cir- 
camstances.  It  caused  a  great  sensation  in 
those  days." 

**  His  name  seems  familiar  to  me/'  replied 
young  Staoey ;  "  I  should  like  much  to  hear  all 
about  the  affair.'' 

•*  It  is  soon  told,"  rejoined  Sir  Gilbert ;  "  that 
young  dare-devil,  in  the  first  place  was  spoiled 
by  his  patron,  the  Earl  of  Warwick.  Through 
the  Earl's  interest,  when  quite  a  youth,  he  was 
made  vice-admiral  of  the  channel.  There  was 
a  fine  opening  for  him,  if  he  had  conducted  him- 
self with  propriety.  But  what  was  the  conduct 
of  the  rascal ;  only  a  few  years  afterwards,  when 
the  Yorkists  came  into  power,  he  turned  pirate  ; 
plondered  a  number  of  Portuguese  vessels,  and 
set  every  one  at   defiance.     On  the  death  of 

Warwidc  he  appeared  in  arms  upon  the  coast  of 
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Kent,  and  while  Edward  was  on  bis  route  to 
Tewksbury,  landed  and  proceeded  on  his  way  to 
London  at  the  head  of  seventeen  thousand  meo, 
who  called  themselves  Lancastrians  in  place  of 
vile  rebels.  He  soon  became  master  of  South- 
wark,  and  had  it  not  been  for  the  dauntless  con- 
duct of  the  good  citizens  of  London,  the  metro- 
polis would  have  suffered  great  injury  under  his 
hands.  As  it  was,  he  was  repelled,  and  forced 
to  retire  to  Sandwich,  where  he  strongly  fortified 
himself.  The  King  repaired  thither  immedi- 
ately after  the  battle  of  Tewksbury.  The 
traitor  ought  then  to  have  been  seized  and 
executed,  of  this  there  is  no  doubt.  I  was  with 
the  king  at  the  time,  and  as  others  did,  tried  to 
persuade  him  to  do  justice. 

**  The  King  assented  in  the  first  instance.  He 
even  went  so  far  as  to  sign  Nevil's  death-war- 
rant. Suddenly  he  changed  his  royal  mind, 
yielded  to  the  terms  young  Fauconbridge  offered, 
pardoned  the  rascal,  and  even  knighted  him. 
The  pirate  rebel  once  more  became  vice-admiral 


GLADYS   OF   HARLKCH.  77 

of  the  channel.  We  were  mortified  as  well  as 
astonished  that  the  King  should  thus  act  con- 
trary to  his  own  interest  and  the  wishes  of  his 
nobles.  There  was  a  report  that  some  evil  spi- 
rit appeared  from  behind  the  arras,  seized  the 
warrant  out  of  Sir  William  Stanley's  hand,  and 
committed  it  to  the  flames.  This  idle  tale  was 
soon  afterwards  contradicted.  We  never  knew 
the  King's  real  motive  for  acting  in  this  affair 
in  the  manner  he  did.  He  was  sorry  for  it 
afterwards,  and  wished  he  had  listened  to  pur 
counsel  in  the  first  instance.  That  unmitigated 
sooundrel,  violent  as  ever  for  the  Red  Rose  cause, 
had  not  been  long  restored  to  office,  when  I 
discovered  he  was  in  communication  with  some 
of  the  Lancastrians,  and  at  bis  old  habit  again 
of  plundering  upon  the  high  seas.  I  imme- 
diately reported  him  to  the  King,  who  became 
very  angry.  You  should  have  seen  Thomas 
Nevil's  rage,  when  his  old  enemy  went  to  visit 
him  in  his  prison.  I  did  not  conceal  from  him, 
that  I  should  move  heaven  and  earth  to  rid  the 
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nation  of  his  presence.  So  sure  as  I  had  the 
blood  of  a  Stacey  flowing  in  my  veins,  so  cer- 
tainly I  declared  King  Edward  should  not  again 
pardon  him." 

^  How  an  old  enemy  ?  What  do  you  mean 
by  that,  father  ?"  bquired  young  Staoey,  with 
not  a  little  curiosity. 

"  Aha  I  yes — you  don't  know  I  owed  him  a 
private  grudge,"  replied  Sir  Gilbert,  tumii^  first 
red  and  then  white.  "  He  made  mischief  be- 
tween me  and  Warwick.  We  were  never  friends 
afterwards.  But  we  won't  speak  of  that  matter," 
continued  the  Keeper,  with  still  greater  confu- 
sion, and  he  immediately  changed  the  conversa- 
tion once  more  to  the  smugglers  in  the  bay. 

"  I  believe  there  are  many  such  as  Fauoon- 
bridge,  if  the  truth  wefe  known,"  remarked 
young  Stacey.  ''  I  am  afraid  the  present  dis- 
turbed state  of  the  country  creates  its  own  ene- 
mies to  a  frightful  extent." 

"  There  is  much  truth  in  your  remark,"  re- 
plied   the  Keeper.     ''When  we   consider  that 
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fact,  we  ought  to  seek  out  the  aggressors  and 
make  an  example  of  them.  Marry !  if  I  don't 
investigate  the  whole  matter,  and  acquaint  our 
royal  master  with  their  proceedings.  We  will 
see  if  we  can't  catch  the  caitiffis,  and  make  a 
reformation  in  this  heathenish  land." 

**  I  intreat  you  to  have  no  concern  in  any 
sodi  maj^ter/'  cried  Lady  Stacey,  with  a  very 
anxious  expression  of  countenance.  '*We  are 
Saxons  and  stranga^  here.  You  will  only  bring 
us  into  trouble,  and  be  hated  still  more  by  the 
people.  Listen  to  me,  my  honoured  Lord.  I  am 
sure  it  would  be  very  unwise,  even  dangerous,  to 
meddle  with  so  lawless  a  set." 

"Madam,  when  I  have  a  duty  to  perform, 
it  is  not  usual  for  me  to  neglect  it.  You  timid 
women  don't  understand  these  affairs.  Leave 
them  to  us,"  said  the  Keeper  authoritatively. 

Henry  Stourton  and  Edward  now  began 
amusing  Mistress  Mavil  with  the  adventures  of 
the  mommg.  Although  she  appeared  highly 
entertained  at  the  narration,  her  cheeks  conti- 
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Dually  changed  colour,  and  she  expressed  much 
fear  at  the  ominous  old  woman  of  the  bay, 
declaring  heartily  that  she  hoped  they  would 
take  the  pilot's  advice  and  never  go  Dear  her 
dwelling. 

During  this  recital,  Sir  Gilbert  had  thrown 
himself  back  in  his  chair,  and  gone  off  to  sleep. 
Two  fine  staghounds  lay  panting  before  the 
burning  faggots;  and  Lady  Stacey,  with  a 
thoughtful  countenance,  occupied  as  usual  with 
her  spinning  wheel,  completed  the  group. 
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CHAPTER    V. 

The  handsome  Stranger, — A  Feudal  Treaty — 
An  unexpected  Friend — A  dip  into  Politics. 

**  My  curiosity  is  excited  to  know  who  that  in* 
teresting  girl  is,  wandering  so  sorrowfully  about 
the  castle.  No  one  seems  to  take  any  notice  of 
her,"  said  Jacqueline  to  his  cousin,  the  morning 
after  her  arrival  at  Harlech.  "  She  reminds  me 
of  some  one  for  whom  I  have  a  deep  regard. 
Those  lovely  eyes — that  beautiful  face  quite  in- 
&tuates  me.     Mavil,  tell  me  who  she  is  ?" 

"  You  amuse  me,  Jacqueline,"  said  her  com- 
paoion,  smiling  sarcastically.  "  I  cannot  enter 
into  your  enthusiasm  with  regard  to  that  girl. 
I  think  her  beauty  entirely  spoiled  by  her  being 
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SO  haughty  and  revengeful.  To  tell  you  can- 
didly, 1  have  long  ceased  to  take  any  interest 
in  her.'' 

"  Well,  I  should  not  have  thought  her  re- 
vengeful ;  haughty  she  may  he"  said  Jacqueline, 
thoughtfully.  ''  Yet  still,  Mavil,  you  have  not  told 
me  who  she  is,  and  from  whence  she  comes." 

''  It  is  a  long  tale,"  replied  Mavil,  carelessly ; 
*'  she  has  been  a  prisoner  in  the  fortress  for  four 
\ears.  I  hate  the  name  of  the  girl,  she  has 
caused  us  so  much  trouble  and  annoyance. 
I  declare,  for  the  first  >  ear,  we  never  knew  what 
it  was  to  have  a  moment's  peace.  There  was 
always  some  difference  arising  between  my 
father  and  mother  about  the  child,  destroying 
the  comfort  and  happiness  of  our  family  circle. 
For  the  first  six  months,  too,  I  was  nearly 
frightened  to  death  by  continual  attacks  of  her 
savage  people,  who  were  outrageous  at  our  re- 
tiiiuing  the  child." 

"She  is  of  Welsh  extraction,  then,"  said  Jac- 
qui'line,  with  a  gesture  of  surprise.     "  I  am  still 
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more  puzzled  to  know  why,  under  those  circum- 
staooes,  you  kept  her  a  prisoner.  Why  did  you 
not  let  her  return  to  her  family,  and  the  benefit 
would  have  been  reciprocal  ?" 

"  It  would  be  impossible  to  enter  minutely  into 
the  particulars  of  this  affair.     We  are  in  a  man- 
ner compelled  to  keep  Gladys  as  an  hostage  for 
our  personal  safety.      When  we  first  came  to 
Harlech,  we  were  grossly  persecuted  by  a  moun- 
tain horde  of  freebooters,  who  were  constantly 
in  the   habit   of  paying  us  nocturnal    visits, 
carrying  off   our  black  cattle,  and    destroying 
our  property.     In  a  word,  doing  every  thing  to 
annoy  their  Saxon  neighbours,  who  they  openly 
acknowledge    they  deeply    hate.     It  happened 
one  day,  that  my  father,  with  a  party  of  fi-iends, 
was  shooting  among  the  hiUs,  and  came   across 
the  girl  in  question.      Upon   discovering  that 
she  was  by  a  collateral  source  connected  with 
our  hostile  neighbours  the  freebooters,  she  was 
taken  captive  and  brought  to  the  castle.      My 
&ther  was  in  hopes  that  by  threats  she  would 
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reveal  to  him  the  locality,  and  the  names  of 
some  of  the  lawless  horde.  He  was  mistaken. 
She  remained  inflexible,  and  provoked  my 
father  to  such  a  degree  that  he  placed  h&  in 
strict  confinement  for  six  months.  Then  it  was 
the  marauders  became  ten  times  more  violent 
They  murdered  several  of  our  serfs,  shot  and 
poisoned  our  bloodhounds,  and  attempted  to  set 
fire  to  the  castle.  In  fact,  it  had  arisen  to  such 
an  extent,  that  we  found  it  necessary  to  come 
to  some  understanding  with  them.  Stipula- 
tions were  agreed  to,  that  if  they  would  promise 
to  desist  from  their  hostile  persecutions,  Gladys 
should  be  permitted  to  have  the  full  range  of 
the  castle,  to  be  treated  kindly,  and  placed  upon 
A  footing  with  the  family.  On  the  other  hand, 
upon  their  disapproving  of  these  terms,  my 
father  declared  positively  that  the  child  should 
be  sent  to  the  king  of  England,  who  knowing 
her  to  be  the  daughter  of  a  Lancastrian  of  some 
standing,  would  show  her  no  mercy. 

''This  threat  alarmed  them.  They  immediately 
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ooHsentedy  and  we  have  never  since  been  annoyed 
by  them.  So  you  see,  my  dear  cousin,  that  re- 
tainiDg  the  Wekh  girl  as  an  hostage,  is  a 
necessary  evfl." 

"  So  it  appears/'  rejoined  Jacqueline,  with  a 
sigh.  "  Tell  me,  Mavil,  was  Gladys'  father  of 
gentle  blood  ?  If  so,  how  is  it  she  is  in  any 
way  connected  with  a  set  of  lawless  freebooters  ? 
it  sounds  shocking." 

*'  Father  Nutze  says  that  these  freebooters  as 
we  call  them,  are  of  the  fallen  race  of  Lancas- 
trians. They  persecute  us,  he  says,  not  from  a 
love  of  plunder,  but  of  revenge  against  their 
Saxon  neighbours,  and  consider  it  a  point  of 
duty — poor  savages !  We  think  that  by  many 
little  incidents  that  have  occurred,  Gladys  is  the 
(laughter  of  the  chief  of  their  clan,  who  in  all 
probability  perished  in  one  of  the  battles  of  the 
Roses.  She  can  speak  English  fluently,  and  has 
some  little  knowledge  of  history — and — " 

^  Yes,  plays  the  harp  with  a  scientific  hand," 
s^d  Jacqueline,  finishing  the  sentence.     ''  Well, 
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I  think,  poor  girl,  she  is  to  be  pitied.  Yoa 
must  not  be  angry  with  me,  Mavil,  if  I  take  an 
interest  in  her." 

"  She  will  never  permit  you  to  take  an  in« 
terest  in  her,"  answered  Mavil,  evidently  annoyed. 
''  She  only  opens  her  Ups  to  Father  Nutze,  and 
occasionally  to  my  mother,  and  my  cousin 
Henry,  who  has  lowered  himself  extremely  in  my 
eyes,  by  persisting  in  paying  her  attention,  when 
she  receives  it  with  such  indifference.  Perhaps, 
Jacquoline,  in  my  cousin  you  will  find  as  en- 
thusiastic  an  admirer  of  the  Welsh  beauty  as 
yourself." 

These  words  were  repeated  so  sarcastically, 
that  Jacqueline,  with  her  exceeding  gentleness, 
looked  at  her  companion  in  amazement,  as 
she  hastily  quitted  the  apartment,  wondering  if 
she  were  in  earnest. 

For  several  days  Jacqueline  watched  the 
captive  maiden  in  silent  admiration.  She 
generally  sat  opposite  at  her  meals,  but  had 
never  found   an   opportunity  of  exchanging  a 
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word  with  her.  One  evening,  after  she  and  her 
cousin  had  returned  from  an  excursion  among 
the  mountains,  she  found  Gladys  alone  in  the 
haliy  stringing  her  harp. 

"  Gladys,"  said  Jacqueline,  approaching  the 
Welsh  maiden,  '*  your  history  has  been  related 
to  me.  You  do  not  know  how  deep  an  interest 
I  take  in  you.  Do  not  avoid  me ;  let  us  be 
friends." 

Gladys  looked  up  in  surprise,  the  gentleness 
of  the  tones  and  the  accents  were  both  foreign 
to  her. 

"  My  history/'  she  repeated,  in  a  mournful 
voice,  "  none  here  know  my  history." 

Jacqueline  said  with  one  of  her  sweet  smiles, 
'*  I  know  that  your  home  was  among  the  moun- 
tains. We  have  been  roving  over  them  to-day, 
Gladys,  and  shall  I  tell  you  that  the  captive 
maiden  whom  we  had  left  behind,  was  in  my 
thoughts  the  whole  day.  I  wished  that  you  had 
been  by  my  side,  that  your  native  breezes  might 
have  fanned  your  cheeks,  and  the  sweet  per- 
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fiune  of  the  wild  flowers  greeted  you, — Gladys, 
I  grieve  for  you." 

At  that  moment,  voices  were  heard  in  the 
long  gallery,  and  Jacqueline  hastened  away  to 
take  off  her  things  and  prepare  for  supper. 

Louis  Agustine  looked  tenderly  towards  his 
child  as  she  entered  the  room. 

"  You  don't  know  how  thankful  I  fefH^tna  petite 
Jacqueline,  that  we  are  safely  lodged  under  the 
roof  of  our  dear  relatives/'  said  he,  drawing  her 
to  him,  and  imprinting  a  warm  kiss  upon  her 
glowing  cheek.  "Does  ma  petite  think  she 
wlQ  like  this  country?  Je  le  trouve  bien 
froidr 

"  I  have  had  a  most  charming  day.  I  have 
been  in  raptures  with  everything.  I  love  the 
wild  scenery  here,"  said  Jacqueline,  with  almost 
child-like  glee.  She  then  turned  to  look  at 
Gladys,  and  exchanged  a  smile. 

During  the  meal,  the  conversation  turned 
upon  the  Welsh,  and  many  unfeeling  remarks 
were    made   upon     them,   particularly   by    Sir 
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GQbert,  who  finished  by  invoking  a  hearty  curse 
upon  one  of  the  menials^  who  happened  to  be 
a  son  of  the  soil,  and  had  neglected  to  execute 
a  command,  which  had  been  delivered  to  him  in 
the  morning. 

These  little  incidents  made  Jacqueline  feel 
more  sympathy  for  Gladys,  who  evidently  was 
pained  by  what  she  heard. 

Changing  the  conversation,  Sir  Gilbert  asked 
Monsieur  Agustine  if  hQ  knew  what  had  be- 
come of  the  Earls  of  Pembroke  and  Rich- 
mond. It  was  not  a  wise  thing  on  the  part  of 
Edward,  to  let  them  escape  from  the  country. 
•  '^Tbey  are  in  the  power  of  the  Duke  of 
Britanyi  are  they  not  ?** 

"  Parbleu  t  sir  knight,  I  believe  you,"  cried 
the  Frenchman,  shrugging  his  shoulders,  "  there 
is  not  a  word  nor  action  expressed,  that  is  not 
repeated  at  the  palace.  A  severe  punishment 
awaits  them  if  they  attempt  to  cross  the  borders 
of  his  dukedom.  The  king  of  England  wanted 
our  duke  to  deliver  them  up  to  him ;   but  no. 
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ihaak  you,  the  old  fox  is  Coo  knowing,  be  htt 
his  own  interest  in  view/' 

"  Was  it  true  that  their  lives  were  attempted 
a  few  years  back  ¥'  inquired  Sir  Gilbert 

"  There  was  some  talk  about  it,  bat  thit 
was  soon  hushed  up,*'  replied  Louis  Agustine, 
who,  in  spite  of  aU  his  endeavours,  turned 
pale,  and  Jacqueline  felt  the  blood  mount  to  ber 
cheeks.  With  not  a  little  skill,  he  immedialely 
diverted  the  attention  of  Sir  Gilbert,  by  ssking 
him  if  he  had  taken  any  interest  in  Louis  the 
Eleventh's  hostile  proceedings  against  the  Dukes 
of  Burgundy  and  Britany,  assuring  him  that  it 
had  of  late  caused  general  excitement  upon  the 
continent,  and  that  Louis's  base  and  unprincipl^ 
conduct  was  greatly  censured  by  the  European 
powers.  England  was  likely  to  go  to  war  with 
France." 

"  Yes,  I  have  watched  those  movements  with 
a  great  share  of  interest,''  replied  Sir  GObert, 
becoming  more  than  usually  animated.  **  What 
is  your  opinion,  I  should  like  to  know,  of  that 
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knave,  the  constable  of  St.  Pol;  a  pretty  part 
he  has  played  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Ha  I 
ha !  a  nice  trio  for  working  up  scenes  of  in- 
trigue, I  trow — Louis,  King  of  France,  Charles, 
Duke  of  Burgundy,  and  their  arch  accomplice, 
the  constable." 

"  Parbleu  I  mon  ami^  although  you  live  in 

those  wild  mountains  and  in   this  outlandish 

spot,  you  have  not    lost   your   old    taste  for 

politics,  you  keep  pace  with   the    rest  of  the 

world  Was  not  that  a  terrible  affair  the  death  of 

Guyenne,   the   poisoned    peach   to  the  widow 

d'Amboise,  given   by    the  churchman?     One 

should  have  thought  him  a  cardinal  whose  vices 

are  the  seven  deadly  sins  i  he  was  only  a  monk 

that  poisoned  for  the  king  of  France,  one  as 

fond  of  dainty  cheer  as  if  he  wei'e  of  the  conclave. 

It  was  a  ruthless  thing,  methinks,  because  Louis 

was  afraid  of  a  reunion  between   the  Duke  of 

Guyenne  and  the  beautiful  heiress  of  Burgundy, 

thus  to  take  life.     It  was  a  severe  blow  to  the 

noble  Duke.      It  had  been  the  cherished  wish 
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of  bis  heart  that  their  nuptials  should  have 
taken  place.  It  is  yery  difficult  to  define  what 
the  checquered  movements  of  these  potentates 
are  aiming  at  Amhition  is  their  food;  in- 
quisition and  intrigue,  their  playthings;  don't 
you  thmk  so,  Monsieur  ?" 

"  These  are  dangerous  times.  Holy  St.  Kath- 
erine,  keep  us  fi^m  being  mixed  up  with  the 
dark  deeds  of  our  period.  It  is  better  policy, 
far  better  policy,  to  steer  dear  of  them.  Ha ! 
ha !  mon  afni^  I  see  you  are  fond  of  a  dip  into 
politics." 

"  I  am,"  replied  Sir  Gflbert.  "  I  always  say 
it  was  a  mistake,  a  grievous  misfortune  to 
England,  that  I  was  not  in  the  cabinet.  Yes, 
I  am  fond  of  politics,  I  understand  them  well. 
Beshrew  me  I  but  you  and  I  shall  get  on  un- 
commonly well  together.  You  have  just  come 
from  the  centre,  where  all  these  intrigues  have 
been  carried  on,  and  will  be  competent  to  en- 
lighten me  upon  some  points,  that  I  have  never 
thoroughly  been  able  to  understand,  in  this  re- 
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mote  place.      You  say  the  king  of  France  de- 
stroyed his   own  brother,  the  Duke  de  Bern — 
bah !  I  mean  Guyenne ;  he  dropped  that  title  of 
late.  WeUy  and  what  was  the  next  movement  ?" 
**  Why,  Charles,  Duke  of  Burgundy,  in  a  fiiry 
came  down  with  his  army  upon  Picardy,  and  by 
way  of  revenge,  slaughtered  the  ill-fated  popula- 
tion.    He  then  proceeded  on  his  route  to  Beau- 
vais,  and    would    no  doubt    have    committed 
fearful    devastation  there,    had    he    not    been 
opposed  by  the  brave  Jeanne  Hachette,  whose 
valour    upon    this   occasion    will    long  be    re- 
membered bv  the  inhabitants." 

"Marry!  I  don't  recollect  hearing  of  this 
second  Joan  of  Arc.  There  appears  to  have 
been  some  fearful  massacres  in  several  parts  of 
France." 

"  True,  true !  our  country,  I  regret  to  say,  is 
in  a  disturbed  state  and  given  up  to  anarchy. 
I  am  glad  to  be  out  of  it." 

"Now,  if  the  Dukes  of  Britany  and  Bur- 
gundy take  a  part  with  our  king  Edward,  and 
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go  to  war  with  the  Frrach  monarch,  he  will  be 
in  a  critical  position — at  all  events,  not  in  an  en- 
viable one." 

'*  So  much  the  better/'  answered  the  Frendi- 
man.  **  I  have  a  deep  hatred  of  that  royal 
personage.  By  the  bye,  Sir  GSbert,  now  I  think 
of  it,  what  has  become  of  Margaret  of  Anjou, 
is  she  still  in  the  Tower  ?' ' 

Gladys,  who  had  been  sitting  behind  Jac- 
queline, started  as  she  heard  the  familiar  name 
of  their  beloved  queen,  and  so  earnestly  were 
her  eyes  riveted  upon  the  Frenchman's  face, 
that  every  one  present  noticed  it. 

*'  Oh,  no  I  she  has  been  some  time  removed 
from  those  dreary  precincts,"  replied  Sir  Gilbert, 
"  she  is  now  in  Wallingford  castle.  You  are 
aware  that  King  Edward  has  something  allowed 
him  by  King  Ren^  for  her  subsistence.  She  is 
permitted  to  have  the  full  range  of  the  castle." 

Again  Gladys  looked  up,  and  though  she 
cast  a  haughty  look  upon  all,  tears  glistened  in 
her  eyes  at  the  recollection  of  what  had  been 
early  impressed  upon  her  mind. 
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"  Poor  Margaret  of  Anjou !"  ejaculated  Lady 
Stacey  ;  "  how  gloriously  she  commenced  her 
career,  and  how  sadly  is  it  closing." 

''  It  is  only  what  she  deserves/'  said  Sir 
CSilbert,  severely  ;  ^'  she  had  no  business  to  inter- 
fere in  our  politics.  Why,  madam,  if  it  bad  not 
been  for  her,  some  of  England's  best  blood 
would  have  been  spared,  and  the  horrors  of  a 
civil  war  would  not  now  b^  darkening  England 
with  its  sad  effects.  We  may  look  upon  that 
woman,  madam,  as  the  sole  instigator  of  our 
misfortunes.  She  has  been  a  curse  to  our 
land ;  and  for  my  part,  I  should  be  glad  when 
her  foot  no  longer  treads  its  soil." 

The  name  of  Anjou  put  the  keeper  out  of 
temper.  Gladys  had  letired  from  the  scene, 
and  was  pouring  out  her  sorrow  in  sweet 
melodies  upon  her  harp  in  a  distant  apartment. 
Henry  Stourton  guessed  her  intention  as  she 
made  her  exit,  and  looked  wistfuliy  after  her ; 
and  Jacqueline  would  have  given  worlds  to  have 
followed  in  her  steps. 
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Some  days  after  this  quiet  evening,  Jaoqudine, 
who  had  been  out  with  her  cousin  upon  the 
beach,  sought  Gladys,  to  show  her  some  sea^ 
weeds  and  shells  she  had  gathered  upon  the 
sands.  Not  finding  her  in  the  hall  nor  in  the 
sitting-room,  she  ascended  one  of  the  tow^s, 
which  she  knew  to  be  a  favourite  retreat  of  the 
captive.  There  she  found  her,  with  a  loose 
mantle  thrown  around  her  elegant  figure,  lean- 
ing over  the  battlements,  watching,  with  an 
eager  eye,  a  bark  with  its  white  sails,  gliding 
over  the  blue  waters  beneath.  Her  harp  and 
book  lay  by  her  side  untouched ;  and  she  did 
not  turn  round  at  the  sound  of  footsteps. 

"  Do  not  say  I  am  an  intruder,"  said  Jacque- 
line, approaching  and  placing  her  hand  gently 
upon  her  shoulder.  "  I  have  so  long  wished 
for  this  moment  to  be  alone  with  you,   dear 

Gladys." 

The  daughter  of  Harlech  rested  her  lovely 
eyes  upon  her  companion,  and  answered  only  by 
a  pressure  of  the  hand  and  a  smile ;  but  that 
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smfle  was  so  melancholy,  Jacqudine  could  not 
forbear  ezdaiming: 

"  Dear  Gladys,  I  wish  you  were  not  so  sad — 

so  unhappy.      I  wish  a  thousand   times  you 

could  be  joyous  like  our  maidens  of  the  South. 

Sometimes  I  cannot  sleep,  when  I  think  of  you. 

It  IB  so  strange — so  very  strange,  that  youth  and 

beauty  should  be  thus  overshadowed.     Why  is 

it  you  are  so  fond  of  being  alone,    and  treat 

every  one  and  everything  with   such   marked 

indifference  f 

**  I  would  not  intentionally  treat  the  kind,  the 
gentle  Jacqueline  with  indifference,"  said  Gladys, 
drawing  her  companion  nearer  to  her,  and  look- 
ing  steadfastly  in  her  face.     ''  And  do  I  then  in- 
terest you?      The  reserved,  the  gloomy,   the 
forbidden  alien  in  this  house,  is  it  on  her  ac- 
count your  rest  is  sometimes  disturbed  ?     Jac- 
queline, we  are  comparatively  strangers,  and  yet  I 
fed  that  I  can  love  you,  and  that  if  I  were  to 
tell  you  all  the  sorrows  of  my  heart,  you  would 
sympathize  with  me,  and  understand  me.     You 

VOL.   II.  p 
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ask  me  why  I  look  so  sad ;  why  I  am  so  fond  rf 
being  alone.     I  am  a  stranger  and  a  captive 
among  my  enemies,  the  enemies  of  my  people. 
Were  it  not  even  so;  Mistress  Mavil,  I  fed 
instinctively,  is  not  one  to  soothe  or  listen  to  the 
outburstings  of  an  unhappy  heart     Her  seve- 
rity  of  manner  rather  drives  me  away — it  qttiw 
repels  me.     Lady  Staoey,  though  very  kind  to 
me,  and  I  am  grateful,  is  the  wife  of  a  man  whom 
my  soul  loathes.      You  wish,  Jaoqudine,  that 
I  was  joyous,  like  your  maidens  in  the  South. 
That  can  never  be  while  I  am  a  captive.    When 
I  think  of  my  home  and  my  loved  grandmother, 
without  a  sotd  to  comfort  her  declining  years,  iny 
heart  yearns  in  bitterness.     In  me,  her  grand- 
child,  the  last  of  our  noble   house,  she  had 
centered  all  her  love,  her  care  and  her  thoughts. 
In  vain  she  now  listens  to  hear  my  voice;  i^ 
vain  she  tries  to  catch  a  view  of  my  face.     She 
sits  in    the   chimney-corner    inconsolable,  aod 
prays  for  my  return.     Oh,  Jacqueline,  ask  ©e 
not  again,  why  I  am  so  melancholy ;  you  know 
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it  DOW.  That  is  not  all :  these  grey  old  walls, 
these  proud  battlements,  which  keep  me  from 
my  beloved  parent,  are  by  right  my  own. 
Within  these  walls,  I  first  saw  the  light  of  hea- 
ven ;  within  these  walls,  I  was  taught  to  hsp 
names,  both  sacred  and  dear.  Jacqueline,  I 
breathe  to  you  a  tale  which  none  here  know :  I 
am  the  grandchild  of  the  mighty  chieftain,  the 
once  bold  defender  of  this  fortress,  Dafydd  ap 
Jevan  ap  Einion.     Keep  my  secret/' 

The  daughter  of  Harlech  and  the  French 
maiden  sat  long  upon  the  batdements  that  day, 
and  min^^ed  their  tears  together. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

A  Maternal  Reception — The  Legacy — Pain- 
ful  Reflections — A  Stratagem. 

*'  Kynpin  !  Kynfin  1  my  son — my  beloved  son, 
have  you  come  at  last  to  comfort  your  afflicted 
parent,  bereaved  of  all,  even  of  her  wyres  bach  ?" 
cried  the  widow  of  Ap  Jevan,  as  she  threw  her- 
self into  the  arms  of  her  son,  and  burst  into  a 
flood  of  tears. 

The  long-lost  son  had  indeed  returned. 
Clasped  in  one  another's  arms,  neither  mother 
nor  son  could  speak ;  sobs  alone  were  heard 
throughout  the  chamber.  So  touching  and 
unexpected  was  the  meeting,  that  the  faithful 
Howd  stood  motionless,  with  eyes  wide  open 
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and  arms  extended.  Katberine,  his  wife,  trem- 
bling violently,  had  averted  her  face  to  conceal 
her  emotion. 

Kynfin,  in  broken  accents,  inquired  what  his 
mother  meant  about  the  child. 

*'  Am  I  to  understand  the  child  is  gone  ? — 
Gladys,  the  joy,  the  hope,  the  sole  remaioing 
hope  of  our  fidlen  house— that  she  is  no  more  ? 
Why  has  Heaven  judged  us  so  hardly  ?  My 
mother,  in  my  bitterest  moments  I  never  looked 
for  this  I" 

As  he  repeated  these  hurried  words,  his  man- 
ner grew  more  singular  and  wild,  and  his  lank, 
worn  &oe  became  of  a  pallid  hue.  The  disap- 
pobtment  was  gall  to  his  soul. 

''  No,  Kynfin ;  let  me  undeceive  you,"  cried 
hiB  mother,  with  a  tremulous  voice.  ^'The 
child  is  not  dead.  She  has  been  stolen  from 
her  home  by  our  enemies,  the  merciless  Yorkists. 
For  nearly  four  years,  she  has  pined  away  her 
youthful  days  among  them.  She  is  a  prisoner 
m  those  walls  which  once  we  called  our  own." 
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Kynfin  Tudor  indignantly  exdaimed : 
*'  Whati  mother  1  were  there  none — none  of 
my  people  that  had  courage  enough  to  rescue 
her  from  their  hands?  None  who  had  the 
heart  to  save  their  chieftain's  grandchild  from 
the  polluted  presence  of  the  Yorkists  !  Not  one, 
mother — ^not  one?  Would  that  I  had  re- 
turned before  that  luckless  day  !*' 

'<  Would  that  you  had,  my  son/'  repeated  the 
widow  of  Ap  Jevan,  sorrowfully.  "  Since  thej 
have  torn  from  my  bosom  the  last  remaining  joy 
of  my  heart,  my  life's  blood  has  lessened  within 
me.  I  should  soon  have  passed  into  the  grave 
for  which  my  soul  yearned,  had  I  not  seen  your 
face  and  pressed  you  once  more  to  my  bosooiy 
my  long-lost  son.  Year  after  year  I  have 
watched  and  mourned  for  you ;  at  times  think- 
ing that  you  too  had  passed  from  this  weary 
world,  to  another  and  a  better.  I  nev^  thought 
I  should  again  run  my  dim  sight  across  your 
much-loved  features.  Ow,  ow,  I  have  suffered 
much,  Kynfin,  my  beloved  child ;  you  know  not 
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how  pure,  how  unadulterated,  how  unalterable 
and  undying  is  a  parent's  love !" 

"  Forgive  me  !  —  forgive  your  undutiful, 
wretched  son/'  cried  the  conscience  -  stricken 
Kynfin,  bending  before  her  upon  his  knees^  and 
looking  imploringly  in  her  countenance,  now 
embrowned  by  time,  like  the  autumnal  leaf. 
*'  Mother,  mother,  I  acknowledge  that  I  have 
been  what  I  ought  not.  I  stand  before  you  a  cri- 
minal, a  wretched  man,  blighted  by  ungovernable 
passions ;  yet  forgive  me,  forgive  me,  I  pray  !'' 

"  Ofy,  anwyl,  Kynfin  bach,  you  have  my  for- 
giveness, my  free  forgiveness,  from  my  heart,  and 
may  my  blessing,''  continued  Mistress  Tudor, 
placing  both  her  hands  upon  her  son's  head — 
*'yes,  a  mother's  blessing  overshadow  your 
offences.  Let  them  pass  into  oblivion  as  if  they 
had  never  been !" 

Time  lapsed,  and  the  son  of  Harlech  still  sat 
by  the  side  of  his  mother.  She  poured  into  his 
eager  and  attentive  ear  many  a  painful  tale  of 
bygone  days.     She  told  him  how  Aliano  had 
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passed  away  from  earth  to  heaven.  How  deep!; 
she  had  loved  him,  with  a  pure,  asteily  love. 
That  the  Saxon,  her  kinsman,  had  no  pecufiar 
share  in  her  affection,  beyond  kindly  relationsbip. 
How  she  had  yearned  to  see  him,  and  to  bid  him 
a  last  farewell.  How  frequently  and  fovently 
had  been  her  prayers,  that  he  might  be  com- 
forted :  and  thus,  even  to  her  dying  hour  she 
had  evinced  deep  sympathy  and  r^ard  ^ 
him. 

These  tidings  sunk  deep  into  Kynfin's  heart. 
He  mechanically  held  out  his  hand  for  a  roll  of 
paper  which  his  mother  offered,  teDing  him  that 
it  was  what  Aliano  had  intrusted  to  her  charge, 
with  the  special  injunction  that  it  should  be 
given  to  him  upon  his  return.  The  son  of  Har- 
lech eyed  the  packet  for  an  instant,  then  con- 
cealed it  within  the  folds  of  his  vest.  An  hom* 
afterwards,  he  was  sitting  among  the  shadowy 
rocks  of  his  mountain  land.  One  of  the  papers 
was  lying  open  before  him,  as  he  devoured  with 
eager  and  bewildered  vision  the  following  lines : 
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"  To  you,  Kynfin,  I  bequeath  my  child,  for 
the  sake  of  those  who  were  dear  to  you, 
but  are  now  no  more.  Be  a  father  to  my 
darting  Gladys.  Keep  her  steps  from  harm. 
To  be  a  father  to  the  orphan  is  a  sacred 
charge ;  yet  shriuk  not,  Kynfin,  from  that 
charge.  It  is  the  dying  request  of  your  loving 
sister,  Aliano/' 

The  son  of  Harlech  repeated  the  words  over 

and   over  again — ^*'Be  a  father  to  my  darling 

Gladys.      Keep  her  steps  from  harm.      Be  a 

fiither  to  the  orphan.     It  is  a  sacred  charge,  yet 

shrink  not  from  it." 

Kynfin  remained  pouring  out  his  soul  in 
prayer,  and  straining  his  eyes  over  the  precious 
lines,  tin  night  obliterated  them  from  his  vision. 
Devotion  is  ever  the  refrige  of  the  mountain 
lover  in  afliiction.  He  then  hastily  arose,  and 
retraced  his  steps  to  Cader  y  Oil,  soliloquizing, 
he  went  on  his  solitary  way : — 

"  How  dear  to  me  is  thy  memory,  my  Ahano. 
Eight  long  years  have  passed  since  those  beloved 

F  a 
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characters  were  written*     How  have  I  fulfilkd 
the  post  allotted  me  f     Sacred  as  the  charge  is, 
it  is  not  I  that  have  shrank  from  it.     Had  I 
received  the  request  bdbre,  I  would  not  have 
neglected  it,  unworthy  as  I  feel  of  so  responsible, 
80  holy  a  charge.    I  would  not  have  turned  from 
it,  but  have  embraced  the  duty  which  devolves 
upon  a  parent.     Aliano,  could  I  have  foreseen 
your  bequest,  and  that  your  child  would  have 
been  taken  from  her  mountain  home,  her  tender 
years  been  clouded  by  misfortune — her  noble, 
yet  youthful  mind,  poisoned   by  the  seducing 
in6uence  of  our  enemies,  the  Yorkists— I  would 
never'  have  sought  a  foreign  land,  but  have  has- 
tened to  watch  over  my  sacred  chaif:e.    I  should 
then  have  been  happy,  even  blessed  in  the  con- 
sideration that  I  was  fulfilling  your  last  bequest. 
Destiny  wrenched  the  power  from  my  hand.   To 
benefit  others,  not  myself,  I  have  fallen  into 
snares  from  which  I  have  been  unable  to  escape. 
Had  I  known,  Nevil,  you  were  a  headstrong 
perpetrator  of  all  that  is  exciting,  daring,  and 
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vidous,  I  would  never  have  stepped  upon  the 
deck  of  the  Eryr — I  would  never  have  bound 
mysdf  to  you  by  a  promise  of  secrecy.  Why 
was  this  my  destiny  ?  I  love  not  crimCi  yet  I 
have  been  an  accomplice  in  crimer  I  love  not 
Uood,  yet  I  have  been  a  participant  in  pouring 
it  out.  What  is  worse,  my  chains  cannot  be 
snapped  asunder.  I  must  go  on  a  miserable 
bondman,  trammelled  and  enslaved,  upon  the 
gcny  decks  of  the  Eryr  for  another  year !" 

Kynfin  was  so  disturbed  by  these  reflections, 
that  for  some  minutes  he  walked  up  and  down 
before  the  gates  of  Cader  y  Cil,  to  calm  himself 
before  he  ventured  again  to  appear  in  the  pre- 
sence of  his  mother.  When  he  was  about  to 
seek  admittance,  Howel  suddenly  appeared  from 
behind  a  laige  stone. 

''What  has  brought  you  here?''  demanded 

Kynfin  in  a  stern  voice.     ''  I  did  not  know  I 

was  to  be  subjected  to  intrusion.     Do  you  want 

me?" 

**  Please  you,  my  good  master,  I  was  unhappy 
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because  you  were  so.  I  thought,  may  be,  I  could 
speak  to  the  son  of  Harlech  a  few  words  of 
comfort.  I  have  loved  his  father  and  I  love  bis 
son ;  and  Howel,  the  old  sentinel,  is  sore  cat  up 
about  the  *  wyrrs  bach.' " 

The  manner  and  the  tones  in  which  this  was 
spoken  touched  the  heart  of  Kynfin,  who  imme- 
diately said — 

"  Well,  well,  Howel,  that  is  kmd  and  sympa- 
thizing. I  have  never  doubted  your  sinoanty: 
soon  I  shall  have  to  put  it  to  the  test.  The 
'wyres  bach'  must  be  brought  to  her  rocky 
nest.  You  must  first  tell  me  all  you  know 
about  the  child.  Have  you  seen  her  since  she 
has  been  carried  to  the  castle  ?" 

"  No,  my  good  master." 

**  You  do  know  if  she  still  cares  for  her 
p*  opie.  They  may  have  prejudiced  her,  she 
WMS  so  young  when  taken  a  captive.  They  may 
have  influenced  her  tender  heart,  and  weaned 
her  affections  from  us." 

*'  No,  no,  son  of  Harlech,  that  would  be  izn- 


I 


GLADYS   OF   HARLECH.  109 

possible.     You  don't  know  my  meistres-bach,  if 
you  speak  in  that  way." 

*'  My  soul  yearas  to  see  her/'  said  Kynfin,  in 
a  thick  voice. 

A  long  pause  foDowed.     Both  were  looking 
up  at  the  pale  face  of  the  moon  rising  slowly 
from   some  dark  clouds  rolling   that  moment 
along  the  heights,  and  leaving  the  mgged  out- 
line standing  in  bold  relief.     The  shepherd  dogs 
were  barking.     Two  large  stag-bounds,  ancient 
in  look,  were  rubbing  themselves  fcfTectionately 
against  the  legs  of  their  long-absent  master,  and 
seemed,  at  intervals,  to  evince  their  joy  at  his 
return. 

Kynfin  and  the  faithful  domestic  now  entered 
the  house.  They  found  the  good  old  lady  had 
retired  to  rest,  having  been  so  overcome  by  that 
day's  excitement,  that  to  pour  out  her  gratitude 
to  the  author  of  her  late  happiness  and  to  retire 
to  her  bed  seemed  as  much  as  her  feeble  frame 
could  perform. 
Howel   heaped   turf  upon   the    fire.      The 
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master  and  the  worthy  domestic  resumed  th 
theme  of  their  oonversatioa.  The  old  ser- 
vant explained  how  many  fruitless  attempts 
had  been  made  to  recapture  the  daughter  o) 
Harlech ;  and  how  Sir  Gilbert  had  threateDed 
to  punish  the  child,  and  to  send  her  to  the  crud 
King  Edward. 

**  It  was  then  our  hearts  sank  within  us.  Sa 
Gilbert  said  he  knew  she  was  of  gende  Uood ; 
and  we  trembled  lest  he  should  discover  that 
she  was  the  granddaughter  of  our  lamented 
chieftain.  He  would  then  reveal  the  secret  to 
the  tyrant  King  of  England,  and  she  would  have 
no  mercy.  Placing  these  fears  aside,  we  thought 
it  better  she  should  remain  under  the  roof  of  the 
Yorkists  in  our  own  country,  than  that  her  sweet 
face  should  be  looked  upon  by  the  bad  people  in 
the  royal  court.  This  alone  made  us  rest  quiet 
and  obedient  to  our  sorrow." 

*'  And,  perhaps,  it  was  as  well  you  were  so," 
replied  the  son  of  Harlech,  with  a  sigh. 

Stroking  the  shaggy  sides  of  his  dogs,  be 
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remained  sSent  and   thoughtful,  while   Howel 
rose  to  place  more  turf  upon  the  hearth. 

"  Howel,"  said  his  master,  after  a  short  si- 
lenoe,  '*  the  child  must  be  seen ;  a  message  must 
be  given  to  her ;  she  must  speak  herself.     We 
must  know  what  are  her  feelings  before  we  can 
take  our  ground  and  act.     Let  Katherine  go  to 
the  castle  when  Sir  Gilbert  is  out.     She  may 
feign  to  be  wild  in  her  head,  and  linger  about 
the  courtyard  till  she  catches  sight  of  the  daugh- 
ter of  Harlech.     Katherine  is  no  fool :  she  can 
play  her  part  well.     Wrong  in  the  head,  and 
pretending  to  sleight  of  hand,  she  may  convey  a 
letter  to  her  meistres-bach." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

A  Rustic  Ramble — The  Fair  MtLsician—Tke 

Stratagem  Successful. 

After  the  shipwreck  in  the  bay,  the  fitmilies  of 
the  Staoeys  and  Conyers  became  intimate.  Sir 
Gilbert  and  his  lady  accepted  an  invitation  from 
Mistress  Conyers  to  pass  some  days  at  Criooeath. 
The  good  dame  had  returned  with  her  guests 
for  a  short  time,  accompanied  by  her  three 
sons,  Etheb-ed,  Stephen,  and  little  Tyrrel,  who 
from  that  time  had  been  constantly  skimming  in 
their  boat  across  the  bay,  either  to  or  from  the 
rival  castles,  which  stood  facing  each  other  oa 
the  opposite  shores. 

This  intimacy  was  highly  appreciated  by  the 
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youn^  people,  particularly  by  the  inmates  of 
Harlech,  who,  had  it  not  been  for  the  attention 
of  the  noble  youths  of  Cricceath,  would,  in  all 
probahflity,  have  found  it  dull  during  the  absence 
of  £dward  Stacey  and  M.  Agustine,  who  had 
been  summoned  to  France  a  short  time  after  the 
arrival  of  the  latter  in  Wales.  Jacqueline  was 
left  behind,  under  the  care  of  her  aunt. 

The  winter  was  over.  The  bright  days  of 
spring  which  succeeded,  frequently  induced  the 
young  people  to  seek  adventures  among  the 
hills,  taking  refreshments  with  them.  Many 
hours  were  thus  happily  passed  either  on  the 
borders  of  a  limpid  stream,  or  in  exploring  the 
picturesque  glens  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Har- 
lech. 

Upon  one  of  these  excwsions,  when  the  little 
party  was  descending  a  deep  defile,  Ethelred  and 
Jacqueline  were  lingering  behind.  After  a  break 
in  the  conversation  for  a  short  time,  the  youth 
turned  round,  and  looking  at  his  companion, 
laughed  and  said  : — 
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"  No,  my  unde  has  refused  me  that  request 
several  times.  Let  him  take  anything  into  his 
head,  and  he  is  as  immovable  as  the  rocks  we 
stand  upon.  I  suppose  it  is  treason  to  say  so, 
but  I  think  Sir  Gilbert  is  heartless  and  crueL  I 
wish  my  aunt,  my  good  kind  aunt,  had  never 
married  him.'' 

'*  I  should  like  to  set  the  captive  maiden  free," 
cried  Ethebred,  "  but  this  too  is  treason.'* 

"  in  me  you  would  find  a  willing  coadjutor," 
replied  the  French  maiden,  with  a  lively  gesture, 
**  treason  or  no  treason." 

At  the  same  instant  they  both  started,  Jacque- 
line suppressing  a  faint  scream.  Little  Tyrrel 
having  suddenly  leaped  over  an  intervening  rock, 
was  standing  before  them. 

"  You  are  a  pretty  feUow,  Master  Ethelred," 
said  he,  '^  running  off  with  a  damsel  in  this 
fiishion,  firightening  us  all  out  of  our  senses  about 
you.  We  began  to  fear  you  had  taken  a  love 
leap  over  a  precipice,  and  expired  in  one  another's 
arms.    What  a  romantic  tale  I  should  have  had 
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o  relate  to  the  good  people  m  Camarronsbire. 
Vre  you  aware  that  it  is  getting  late?  Remembef 
ve  have  a  long  sul  to  reach  Criooeath.  We  shall 
lot  arrive  home  before  the  moon  sets.  My  mother 
grill  be  aozious." 

"  My  sword,  Tyrrel,  you  Uttle  odd  fish,  nobody 
::aD  understand  half  you  say,"  replied  his  brother, 
morbg  away  from  the  spot,  and  carefully  leadii^ 
his  fair  companion  over  the  large  stones  ttut 
lay  in  their  path.  "  Be  off,  you  litUe  rascal 
Gto  tell  Mistress  Mavil  that  we  are  in  the 
rear,  and  not  inclined  to  commit  self-destnic- 
tion." 

The  moment  the  party  entered  the  gates  ot 
the  castle,  they  were  attracted  by  the  soft  melan- 
choly strains  of  the  harp,  issuing  from  one  of  the 
towers. 

"  A  sad  wdcome  1  poor  Gladys  I"  said  Jacqa- 
elioe. 

"  I  am  sure  you  need  not  make  younelf  un- 
happy about  her,"  said  Mavil,  "  it  is  only  d(me 
to  excite  sympathy.  Take  care  you  are  not  duped 
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by  her,  my  good  cousin.     I  have  lived  with  her 
longer  than  you  have." 

When  they  had  reached  the  hall,  Ethelred 
Conyers  was  missing. 

''Where  is  your  brother?"  enquired  Lady 
Staoey,  addressing  Stephen.  "  You  must  not 
think  of  going  home  to  night,  it  is  late,  and  be- 
sides Sir  Gilbert  wishes  you  to  accompany  him 
to  the  chase  in  the  morning/' 

At  an  early  hour  the  next  day  the  sportsmen 
hurried  over  their  breakfast,  in  order  to  reach 
the  hills  in  good  time.     The  confusion,  the  run- 
ning to  and  fro  of  the  boys,  the  baying  of  the 
dogs,  the  loud  whistling  of  the  retainers,  the 
deafening  blast  of  Ethelred  Conyers's  bugle,  com- 
bined to  give  an  animated  appearance  to  the 
casde  court- 
Several  hours  had  elapsed  after  the  noisy  party 
had' quitted  the  precincts  of  the  old  fortress,  when 
a  low  growl  and  an  occasional  bark  from  a  fierce 
mastiff  in  the  court,  drew  Lady  Stacey's  attention. 
"'  Shall  I  go  and  see  what  is  the  matter?"  said 
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Jacqueline,  darttng  across  the  room  in  iier  ibibI 
good  spirits.  Immediately  aftm^rards  she  dii- 
appeared  in  company  with  Gladys. 

'*  O  meistres  bach  1  mebtres  badi,"  cried  i 
female  voice,  in  a  high  sharp  tone.  **  No  kt 
that  dog  bite.  That  dog  will  kill  me.  Wek! 
wele  I*'  she  continued,  pointing  her  finger  towards 
the  porter.  **  He  will  kiU  me,  and  the  dog  iriH 
kill  me."  Immediately  running  up  to  than, 
she  crouched  down  dose  to  the  ground,  oooe 
more  repeating :  —  **  Wele  wele !  the  man  is 
going  to  kin  me." 

''  Aye,  aye,  my  good  woman,  have  a  caie  how 
you  behave  yourself,  or  the  dog  eat  me  if  I  doa't 
make  mince-meat  of  you,"  said  Black  Dooald, 
the  spirit-drinking  Scot,  with  a  savage  grin. 

'*  Cease,  my  good  man,*'  said  Jacqueline  in 
an  interceding  tone.  "  The  poor  creature  can  do 
no  harm.  You  are  frightening  her  out  of  her 
senses.  What  have  you  there  ?  What  have  you 
in  your  basket  ?" 

**  Cockles,  meistres  bach,  very  good  cockles. 
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I  very  hungry.  I  no  nothing  to  eat  for  one,  two 
days."  She  then  held  out  her  two  fingers  in  order 
that  she  might  make  tbem  thoroughly  understand 
her. 

Mistress  Mavil  now  made  her  appearance,  and 
tiie  strange  woman  upon  inquiring  who  she  was, 
instantly  took  up  a  handful  of  the  shell-fish,  and 
with  a  low  curtsey  and  a  smile,  approached  her, 
exckuming  in  a  high  tone : — 

'*  Take  present — take  present !  cockles  very 
good.'* 

"  Why,  the  woman  must  be  mad  to  suppose  I 
would  touch  those  nasty  things  with  my  fingers," 
said  Mistress  Mavil,  motioning  the  offering  from 
her. 

In  an  instant,  with  a  blank  look  of  despair, 
the  woman  let  the  cockles  fall  from  h^  hand 
upon  the  ground.  The  next  moment,  as  if  a 
sudden  tiiought  struck  her,  she  fell  upon  her 
knees,  and  scrambling  them  up  into  her  apron, 
presented  them  to  Jacqueline  and  Gladys,  repeat- 
ing the  same  words : — 
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Take  present  I   take  {vesent  I    cockles  vay 

ir 

Poor  woiDRD,"  ezdaimed  Jacquelioe,  "  she 
19  well,  and  thin  time  her  feelings  shaD  not 
urt  I  will  go  and  fetch  something  to  put 
)  io.  Tdl  her  so,  Gladys,  and  take  care  that 
ter  the  dog  nor  the  man  hurt  her." 
I  will,"  replied  Gladys.  At  that  instuit 
lerine  seized  the  opportunity  of  slipping  the 
r  into  her  hand,  followed  by  a  rapid  diak)gue. 
O  Katherioe,  bach  anwyl  Katherine,"  cried 
lys,  in  a  whisper.  It  was  with  the  greatest 
ulty  she  could  refnun  from  throwing  herself 
the  arms  of  her  nurse,  but  she  recollected 
Mavil's  eye  was  upon  her,  and  immediately 
led  over  the  basket  to  conceal  her  face, 
ng  up  a  piece  of  sea-weed  which  lay  among 
ockles,  she  appeared  to  be  carefully  examioiDg 
liile  she  conversed  the  whole  time  in  ao 
rtone. 

[  wonder  how  you  can  stoop  ova-  those  filthy 
ing  cockles,"  said  Mavi],  "  and  you,"  coo* 
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tinned  she,  addressing  Jacqueline,  who  at  that 
instant  returned.  **  I  am  still  more  surprised  at 
your  indulging  the  woman  by  accepting  those 
miaerable  sheQ-fish  ;  such  a  low  idea/' 

*'  Well,  never  mind,  M avil,''  said  the  light- 
hearted  French  girl,  laughing,  "  I  am  not  quite 
as  &stidious  as  you  are,  cousin.  Who  knows 
bat  Gladys  and  I  may  enjoy  our  supper  off 
them/' 

''  Really,  Jacqueline,  I  am  astonished  at  you," 

I* 

4  tetorted  Mavil  with  a  toss  of  the  head.  **  Let 
the  woman  go.  What  is  she  jabbering  about  ?*' 
"  Pray  let  her  stay  a  little  longer,"  said  Jac- 
qodine,  in  a  pleading  tone.  ''  I  am  sure  it  must 
give  pleasure  to  Gladys  to  converse  in  her  own 
tongue.  It  sounds  so  strange.  I  like  to  hear 
them." 

**  Nonsense,  cousin,  your  solicitation  for  Gladys 
is  carried  to  too  great  an  extreme,"  said  Mistress 
Mavil,  no  longer  able  to  conceal  her  annoyance. 
'*  Black  Donald,"  cried  she,  turning  to  the  porter 
*^  ftW  that  woman  out  of  the  gates." 

▼OL.  II.  Q 
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With  what  a  secret  pleasure  did  the  captive 
approach  her  nurse,  and  accompany  her  to  the 
gate. 

So  well  had  Katherine  played  her  part,  that 
not  an  mdtvidual  in  the  castle  suspected  what 
had  taken  place. 

''  How  pale  you  look,  Gladys/'  said  the 
French  maiden,  who  had  waited  for  her  return. 
**  Let  us  go  upon  the  battlements — do  you 
fediUr 

*'  Yes>''  whispered  the  captive,  in  broken  ac- 
cents. Scarcely  had  they  reached  the  desired 
spot,  before  Gladys  feinted.  Jacqueline  was 
alarmed,  but  by  a  simple  remedy  she  soon  re- 
covered. 

"  I  hope  no  one  in  the  castle  knows  that  I  have 
been  ill,"  said  Gladys,  the  moment  she  could 
speak.  Upon  being  assured  to  the  contrary, 
she  appeared  satisfied,  and  sat  looking  upon  the 
sea  for  some  minutes,  her  face  stiU  so  pale,  that 
her  companion  felt  anxious,  and  loaded  her  with 
friendly  attentions. 

G  2 
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*'  Kind  Jacqueline,''  cried  she,  and  throw'mg 
her  arms  around  her  friend,  she  burst  bto  a 
flood  of  tears. 

'*  Ah,  Jacqueline  !  did  you  suspect  that  any- 
thing had  passed  between  myself  and  the 
woman  ?"  resumed  Gladys,  recovering  from  her 
grief.  "That  woman,  that  dear  old  woman, 
was  my  nurse.  She  told  me  all  about  my 
home.  She  has  given  me  many  messages  from 
my  own  dear  grandmother,  and  has  also 
brought  me  a  letter  fit>m  my  unde.  Oh,  Jac- 
queline 1  you  must  not  teU,"  said  she,  lowering 
her  voice ;  "  my  unde  says  he  will  not  rest  till 
I  am  restored  to  my  mountain  home.  Is  not 
this  kind  ?  Is  not  this  good  of  him  ?  And  I 
shall  he  restored — I  am  certain  I  shall  be  re- 
stored, for  unde  Kynfin  never  says  what  he 
does  not  mean." 

'*  Kynfin !  Kynfin ! "  repeated  Jacqudine, 
*'  Kynfin  Tudor !    can  he  be  your  unde  ?" 

"Yes,  he  is  my  unde,"  answered  Gladys; 
why  do  you  ask,  why  do  you  look  surprised  ?'* 
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"  He  told  me  never  to    breathe  his  name. 

Oh,  Gladys !  it  was  he  who  was  so  kind,  so 

good    to  roe  at  Vannes ;  it  was  he  of  whom  I 

have  so  frequently  spoken.     I  owe  all  to  hiih. 

He  saved  my  fiither  from  the   scaffold.       It 

was  he,  I  feel  convinced  it  could  not  have  been 

any  other,  who  preserved   me  and  father  from 

a    watery    grave.      Kynfin  Tudor!  can  it  be 

possible ;  the  man  I  loved  next  to  my  father, 

the  most  in  the  world   in  those  days    of  my 

childhood,  was  your  uncle,  my  dear  Gladys.'' 

Jacqueline  shed  tears  of  joy. 

"Did  not  I  feel  there   was  a  link  between 

us  ?''  said  the  captive  maiden,  returning  Jacque- 

Une's  warm  embrace.    Once  more  the  daughter 

of  Harlech  and  the  French    maiden   mingled 

their  tears  together. 

As  usual,  the  sportsmen  did  not  return  till 
dusk.  When  Sir  Gilbert  had  refreshed  him- 
sdf  by  exchanging  his  attire,  he  repaired  to  the 
banquetmg  hall,  and  sinking  into  a  chair, 
exdaimed,  with  not  a  little  raillery,  ''  So,  ho ! 
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Mistress  Stacey,  there  has  been  a  scuffle  among 
you  womankind,  since  we  left  this  morning." 

**  No  black  ^es,  I  hope,"  cried  litde  Tyrrd, 
staring  into  Jacqu^ne's  face,  and  chuckling  as 
if  amused. 

"  No,  not  quite  come  to  that ;  I  am  happy  to 
see,''  resumed  Sir  Gilb^  falling  hack  into  his 
chair  and  laughing  immoderately. 

"  1  don't  half  understand  all  this  joking/' 
said  Lady  Stacey ;  ''  what  is  it,  Mavil  ?  I 
should  be  glad  of  an  explanation." 

'*  Ha !  ha  1  good  Mistress  Stac^,  you  were 
all  at  drawn  swords  in  the  court  yard,  to-day." 

''Well,  to  be  sure,"  replied  Lady  Staoey, 
laughing  in  her  turn,  "who  could  have  told 
you? — Black  Donald,  I  suppose.  After  aD, 
what  was  it ;  a  slight  dispute  about  a  poor  crazy 
woman,  who  was  frightened  at  the  dog." 

''It  was  not  Black  Donald  who  gave  me  the 
account,  graphic  as  life,"  once  more  resumed 
the  keeper,  enjoying  the  puzzled  look  of  Lady 
'Stacey  and  the  peculiarly  uneasy  expression  of 
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Mistress  MavO.  LitUe  Tyrrel  then  became  an 
amusement  to  bim,  as  he  sat  eyeing  the  party 
with  his  waggish  expression  of  countenance. 

During  the  discussion,  Etheked  was  standing 
at  the  lower  end  of  the  apartment,  in  the  recess 
of  one  of  the  windows,  close  to  Gladys.  She 
was  winding  thread  for  Lady  Stacey.  After 
watching  her  a  few  minutes,  he  addressed  her 
in  a  deep  tone  :-^ 

''  Although  the  sun  had  scarcely  risen  this 
morning,  I  saw  you  upon  the  battlements,  Mis- 
tress Gladys.  Dare  I  venture  to  tell  you,  that 
the  furth^  I  left  the  grey  old  turrets  behind, 
the  more  frequently  did  my  heart  wander  back 
to  you  ?'' 

Gladys  made  no  reply,  but  her  thin  taper 
fingers  ran  more  nimbly  over  her  work.  The 
youth  continued  :^- 

"  I  am  afraid  you  are  angry  with  me  for  what 
I  said  yesterday.  Why  will  you  not  accept  of 
sympathy  ?  why  not  let  me  brighten  your  cap- 
tivity ?     Mistress  Gladys,  you  do  not  know  how 
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me  ?  I  would  keep  it  from  you,  but  you  will 
not  let  me.  I  cannot  accept  of  any  sympathy, 
or  be  under  any  obligation  to  a  Saxon,  one  of 
that  race  who  are  the  persecutors  of  our  land, 
our  common  foes.  Alas!  even  my  having 
any  intercourse  with  you,  (did  my  people  know 
it,)  would  lower  me  in  their  eyes.  Never  speak 
thus  again.'' 

"  And  because  I  am  of  that  unfortunate 
lineage,  publicly,  not  privately,  the  enemies  of 
this  wild  land,  I  must  be  hated  and  despised 
by  one  in  whom  the  whole  of  my  happiness  ii 

centered,''  said  Ethelred,  in  a  broken,  dis- 
appointed tone.  "  Oh,  Gladys !  these  are  bitter 
words."  His  face  turned  deadly  pale,  as  he  at 
the  same  time  crushed  a  rejected  sprig  of  heath 
between  his  clenched  fingers. 

Gladys  saw  the  deadly  hue  upon  his  cheek,  as 
her  eyes  once  more  met  his  earnest  gaze,  but 
nather  of  them  spoke.  A  moment  after,  she 
felt  a  thriD  pass  through  her  veins  ;  for  he  was 
gone. 

G  8 
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''  Wen,  master  Ethelred !  do  you  inteod  to  go 
without  your  supper  ?''  cried  little  Ty rrd,  lookmg 
towards  the  wmdow  which  the  youth  had  ody 
that  momeDt  quitted.  Taking  his  place  before 
the  smokiDg  viands,  he  oonUnued  : — 

"  Master  Ethelred  is  always  fond  of  speaking 
to  the  ladies  without  a  third  person  l)ebg  pre- 
sent ;  is  he  not»  mistress  Jacqueline  ?"  looking 
very  archly  at  the  French  girl. 

«*  Well,  he  is  not  singular/'  replied  Jacqueline, 
laughing,  *'  a  third  person  often  makes  me  feel 
stiff  and  formal." 

"Perhaps  so,"  replied  little  Tyrrel,  highly 
amused,  and  he  whispered  to  his  companion : — 

"  There  are  two  who  are  fond  of  talking  to 
each  other,  mistress  Mavil  and  Henry  Stourton. 
They  say  they  are  betrothed ;  I  don't  believe  it. 
I  don't  think  he  is  very  devoted,  he  admires  the 
captive  maiden." 

''  Hush!"  said  Jacqueline.  Tyrrel  immediately 
turned  his  eye  upon  Gladys,  who  had  just  taken 
a  seat  opposite  to  them,  and  was  silent. 
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"  Where  is  Ethelred  ?"  now  became  the 
general  inquiry.  No  one  could  answer  the 
question,  tiU  half  an  hour  afterwards  one  of  the 
att^idants  informed  them  that  the  master  of 
Cricceath  had  gone  across  the  bay.  The  boat- 
men had  left  word  to  that  eflfect. 

They  looked  at  each  other  with  surprise, 
and  Gladys  waited  with  impatience  an  oppor- 
tunity of  escaping.  To  her,  it  had  been  an 
eventful  day. 

The  following  morning,  Stephen  and  little 
Tyrrel  took  their  departure  from  Harlech,  and 
were  accompanied  as  ftir  as  the  boat  by  mistress 
Mavil,  Jacqueline,  and  Henry  Stourton.  The 
morning  being  fine,  they  extended  their  walk 
upon  the  sands,  when  they  suddenly  came  in 
contact  with  Griff,  the  pilot. 

"Well,  master  Henry,"  said  the  Pilot, 
in  a  very  familiar  tone,  ''I  hear-ed  master 
Edward  is  gone  to  fight  the  French,  and  good 
Iwdc  to  him,  says  I,  and  far  better  says  I,  than 
breaking   loose  into    a  smuggler's  den.     Ha ! 
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ha !  master  Henry,  I  thought  you  would  dunk 
on  it,  and  not  cut  your  own  throats." 

"  By  my  troth  !  old  Griff,  you  are  very  free," 
cried   Henry,  laughing  and  shaking  the  pflot's 
hand  off  his  shoulder.     '*  Let  me  undeceive  you, 
old  Griff,  if  you  suppose  that  it   is  fear  which 
prevents  us   from  taking  immediate  measures 
against  those  lawless  fellows.      Not  a  bit  of  it, 
we  shall  have   them  yet,  some  of  these  days, 
when  they  least  expect  it." 

"  The  Dewines,  master  Henry  ;  you  have  not 
forgotten  what  I  told  you  about  her  ? 

"  Come  away,  Henry,"  said  misti'ess  Mavil, 
looking  half  disgusted,  half  frightened  at  the 
speaker.  "  I  wish  you  would  not  listen  to 
him.     What  a  horrid  old  man." 

"  And  you  are  not  afraid  of  the  fierce  Ap 
Rhys,  neither,  master  Henry  ? "  persisted  the 
Pilot ;  "  that  man  who  has  the  courage  of  a  lioo, 
the  savageness  of  a  wolf,  and  the  cunning  of  a 
fox.  You  had  better  take  mv  advice,  master 
Henry.  Have  no  dealings  with  him ;  cross  not 
his  path." 
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The  old  pilot  became  so  energetic  in  bis  en- 
treaty, that  he  onoe  more  placed  bis  rough  band 
upon  Henry. 

"Do  come  away,  Henry,"  once  more  ex- 
claimed mistress  Mavil.     "  He  frightens  me.'* 

"The  fishes  !  the  fishes !  mistress  Stacey.     I 

think  it  is  a  pity  on  it,  that  you  don't  know  who 

your  friend  is.     But  I  am  an  old  foul,  an  old 

fool,  to  trouble  my  head  about  any  of  you.     I'll 

never  speak  to  you  any  more,  none  of  you,  kith 

or  kin.     So  frirewell,  master  Henry  ;  this  is  my 

last  warning.     Put  not  your  finger  in  the  fire, 

for  it  will  bum ;  nor  your  hand  into  the  hive, 

the  bees  will  sting.     Remember  this  when  the 

evil  day  comes ;  and  that  those  were  the  words 

of  old  Grifl;  the  pilot." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

T%e  successful  Emissary  —  Mountaineers 
aroused — Pirate  Superstition — The  Pro^ 
phecy  repeated — An  unexpected  Departwru 


••I  HAVE  seen  her! — I  have  seen  her!**  cried 
the  breathless  and  exhausted  Katherine,  as  she 
hurried  into  the  presence  of  Kynfin  Tudor  and 
his  mother.  **  I  hare  seen  the  daughter  of  Har- 
lech. I  am  proud  in  my  heart  of  her.  She 
looks  the  picture  of  what  she  is,  the  grand- 
child of  our  dead  chief,  mv  dear  old  master! 
Oh,  how  like  she  is  to  her  father !" 

*'  And  did  you  speak  to  her,  and  did  you 
hear  her  voice  ?"  inquired  Ap  Dafydd,  hur- 
riedly. 

'*Yes,  son  of  Harlech;  ^he   said    her  days 
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were  spent  in  yearning  for  her  people,"  replied 
Katherine. 

"  And  what  more  did  my  wyres  bach  say  ?" 
asked  the  widow  of  Ap  Jevan,  with  extreme 
eagerness. 

"  Her  first  words  were  to  inquire  after  you, 
good  mistress;  and  to  tell  me,  by  night  and 
by  day,  she  longed  lo  be  by  your  side.  Her 
thoughts  were  ever  in  the  Cwm." 

•*  O,  fy  mheth  bach  anwyl  !  my  own  wyres 
bach!"  cried  the  old  lady,  clasping  her  hands 
together,  while  the  tears  rolled  down  her 
cheeks. 

**  Did  you  ask,  Katherine,  if  they  were  kind 
to  her?"  inquired  the  son  of  Harlech,  greatly 
moved. 

"  Yes,  she  told  me  that  mistress  Stacey  was 

good  to  her;    but   mistress   Mavil  was  harsh, 

and  watches  her  with  the  eye  of  a  falcon." 

"  And  did  she  say  anything  of  Sir  Gilbert  ?*' 

"  That  he  had  been  very  severe  and  cruel  to 

her,  but  that  now  he  took  little  notice  of  her 
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save  that  he  was  always  causing  her  pain  by 
using  bitter  words  against  our  people  and  our 
country." 

"  Fy  mheth  bach  anwyl  1  would  that  she  were 
here  once  more/'  murmured  the  grandmother. 
"  How  could  any  one  find  it  in  their  hearts  to 
be  cruel  to  my  wyres  bach  ?" 

"  Did  she  not  speak  of  the  French  maiden,  no 
kind  words  for  her  ?"  again  inquired  Kynfin. 

"  Yes,  son  of  Harlech,  much ;  she  had  never 
known  a  happy  day  till  mistress  Jacqueline  came 
to  the  castle.  She  is  good  and  kind.  So  dif- 
ferent from  mistress  Mavil.  Had  it  not  been 
for  her,  our  words  would  have  been  few.  She 
spoke  gently,  and  seemed  to  be  fond  of  meistres 
bach." 

Kynfin  Tudor  bent  his  head  upon  his  hand 
and  remained  for  some  time  silent. 

"  Katherine,'*  at  length  he  exclaimed,  ''  what 
did  the  child  say  about  our  restoring  her  to 
her  home  ?" 

"  It  made  her  heart  bound  within  her ;  but 
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she  told  me  to  teQ  you,  son  of  Harlech,  that  Sir 
Gilbert  was  a  hard  man,  and  a  favourite  of  Ed- 
ward of  York.  For  the  future  safety  of  the 
Cwm,  you  were  to  be  careful  how  you  acted.  She 
would  be  grieved  that  her  freedom  should  be  at 
the  cost  of  the  good  people  there/* 

*'  The  child  is  right/'  murmured  Ap  Dafydd : 
"  she  has  the  forethought  of  her  grandsire,  and 
the  kind,  unselfish  heart  of  h^  mother.     I  know 
the  part  we  have  to  play  is  a  desperate  one ;  yet 
it  must  be  played.     St.  David  help  us  I    the 
child  shall  no  longer  be  under  the  roof  of  that 
Saxon  tyrant.     It  must  not  be  ! — Men  of  Har- 
lech !  men  of  Merfoneth !  I  ^CSH  appeal  to  you ! 
Sir  Gilbert  must  be  overcome.     You  will  not 
refuse  to  aid  me  when  you  know  who  is  con- 
cerned in  it !'" 

Ap  Dafydd  wandered  forth  into  the  open  air, 

to  calm  his  excited  feelings  and  mature  his  plans. 

Howd  crossed  his  path,  laden  with  provisions 

for  the  homestead. 

"  Howel,  you  are  the  very  man  I  want  !'*  he 
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exclfumedy  suddenly  arresting  his  attention.  ''  Go 
to-night  to  the  honest  people  in  the  Cwm,  and 
tell  them  that  the  son  of  Harlech  desires  to 
speak  with  them  at  dusk,  to-morrow  evening. 
Let  them  gather  themsdves  together,  secredy, 
both  young  men  and  old.'* 

On  the  following  evening,  though  wet  and 
gloomy,  Kynfin  Tudor,  accompanied  by  the  hale 
old  man,  Howel,  tracked  their  way  throu^  the 
wild  and  cheerless  glen,  until  they  reached  the 
rudely  constructed  building,  used  sometimes  for 
a  chapel,  and  sometimes  for  clandestine  meetings 
similar  to  the  present. 

The  son  of  Harlech  had  no  sooner  appeared 
among  the  mountaineers,  than  a  rush  was  made 
to  reach  and  wring  the  hand  of  their  late  chief- 
tain's son;  and  to  express  one  by  one  their 
heartfelt  joy  at  his  return. 

Kynfin  was  moved  by  their  touching  conduct. 
He  acknowledged  their  devotion  in  a  manner 
worthy  of  a  descendant  of  the  great  Ap  Jevao. 
The  old  men  heaped  blessings  upon  his  head, 
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the  young  spontaneously  swore  to  support  him 
and  his  house. 

At  length  he  waved  his  hand  as  a  signal  that 
he  was  about  to  harangue  them.  They  stood 
before  him  with  their  heads  uncovered,  and  an 
expression  of  earnest  desire  to  catch  his  words. 

*'  Since  last  I  stood  among  you,  my  noble, 
faithful  countrymen,  melancholy  changes  have 
taken  place,  changes  which  we  could  neither 
foresee  nor  control.  Alas  !  my  friends,  I  have 
returned  to  my  home  to  find  it  desolate,  to  my 
bdoved  mother  to  find  her  sitting  by  her  hearth 
solitary  and  broken  in  spirit,  bereaved  of  her  last 
comfort  The  child,  the  only  hope  of  our  noble 
bouse,  the  grand-daughter  of  your  lamented 
chieftain,  torn  from  her.  By  what  means  she 
was  stolen  firom  her  grandmother's  side  you  are 
already  well  aware. 

*'  I  hear  that  you  have  mourned  over  her  fate, 
and  are  mourning  still — ^that  you  have  en- 
deavoured to  the  uttermost  of  your  power  to 
restore  her  to  the  lone  walls  of  Cader  y  Oil,  but 
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have  failed  in  your  endeavours.     I  feel  grateful 
for  your  solicitude.     I  am  at  the  same  time 
keenly  alive  to  the  child's  position.     Bitterness 
touches  my  soul;    my  heart  is  overshadowed. 
At  night  my  dreams  are  haunted  by  the  spirit  of 
her  parents,  who  are  ever  crying  to  me,  to  fly  to 
the  rescue  of  their  child.     Their  cries  shall  be 
heard.    Let  me  tell  you,  brave  men  of  Merioneth 
— ^brave  men  of  the  Cwm,  that  1  have  gathered 
you  together  to  night  to  ask  you  to  lend  me  your 
aid  in  a  scheme  for  the  recapture  of  our  beloved 
child.     The  daughter  of  Harlech  has  expressed 
a  wish  that  her  freedom  should  not  be  purchased 
at  the  sacrifioe  of  any  of  her  beloved  people.  Let 
us  hope  that  it  may  be  so.     To  gain  possession 
of  the  person  of  Sir  Gilbert,  the  merciless  per- 
secutor of  our  child  and  country,  is  necessary  for 
our  present  and  future  safety  in  the  Cwm.     I  do 
not  wish  for  his  blood,  but  to  bind  him  hand  and 
foot,  and  place  him  where  he  can  never  more  see 
the  day.  The  next  time  we  meet  I  will  explain  the 
whole  nlan,  meanwhile  I  request  you  to  be  ready 
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at  a  moment's  notice,  to  enter  with  me  into  a 
daring  undertaking,  perhaps  to  fight  manfully  in 
the  cause  of  the  restoration  of  the  daughter  of 
Harlech." 

Clamorous  and  enthusiastic  were  the  voices 
which  resounded  on  all  sides.  "  We  will  risk 
everything,  home,  children,  life,  for  the  daughter 
of  Harlech,  the  grandchild  of  our  lamented  chief. 
Yes,  son  of  Harlech,  we  shall  be  proud  and 
happy  to  hazard  all  for  her  restoration,  should  it 
be  necessary.'' 

"  Enough,  enough,"  replied  Kynfin,  "  you  are 
what  I  thought  you  to  be,  the  faithful  and  de- 
voted. When  I  come  here  again  in  a  day 
or  two  hence,  or  it  may  be  in  a  week,  be 
ready.'' 

Shortly  afler,  in  company  with  his  old  retainer, 

he  disappeared  among  the  crowd,  and  retraced 

his  steps  to  Cader  y  Oil. 
**  Is  that  you,  Kynfin  Tudor  ?"  said  a  youthful 

voice,  just  as  the  son  of  Harlech  and  the  old  sen- 

tind  were  about  to  descend  a  steep  defile,  not 
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above  two  hundred  paces  from  the  house  d 
meeting. 

**  la  it  Roderike  ap  Maelgwyn  who  asks  tint 
question?''  inquired  Kynfin  in  a  tone  of  surprise. 
**  What  are  you  doing  here  ¥* 

**  In  seardi  of  the  mate  oi  the  Elryr.  I  did 
not  look  for  the  good  fortune  of  finding  you 
so  soon,''  replied  the  young  man.  "  I  am  the 
hearer  of  a  message  of  great  importance.  The 
Dewines  calls  for  you.  There  has  been  a  terriUe 
affair  since  you  were  absent.  I  expect  a  despe- 
rate struggle  will  take  place  before  they  have 
done  with  us.  King  Edward  is  acquainted  with 
our  handiwork  in  the  neighbourhood,  through 
that  pic-fingering  Sir  Gilbert  Staoey  and  his  son, 
he  who  went  a  few  months  back  to  join  the 
King's  troops  in  France.  The  old  knave  will 
pay  dearly ;  you  know  what  sort  of  a  man  Ap 
Rhys  is  when  roused — ^savage  as  a  tiger.  But 
come,  Ap  Dafydd,  we  must  not  be  wasting  time 
here,  when  our  immediate  presence  is  required 
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elsewhere.     Did  you  bear  the  message  ?    The 

Dewines  calls  for  you." 

''Then  I  must  go/'  murmured  Kynfin,  and 

turning  to  his  trusty  servant,  he  said  :— -> 

'*  Howel,  my  good  man,  return  to  Cader  y  Cil, 

and  when  my  mother  inquires  for  mo,  tell  her 

that  her  son  has  been  called  away  upon  urgent 

business,  but  will  return  shortly." 

The  amazement  with  which  the  old  man  over* 

heard  the  dialogue  between  his  master  and  the 
stranger,  can  scarcely  be  imagined.     He  turned 
away  with  a  heavy  heart,  and  pursued  his  route 
in  silence,  forming  a  thousand  conjectures  as  to 
what  his  master  could  be  about.     What  could 
be  have  to  do  with  that  terrible  woman  on  the 
opposite  shore  ?     He  must  belong  to  some  law- 
less band,  that  was  as  dear  as  noonday.     **  O'r 
Tad !  O'r  Tad !"  muttered  the  old  man  mourn- 
fully,  ^  what  win  it  aU  come  to  ?     Ow,  ow,  all 
goes  very  differently  to  what  it  was  in  my  early 
days!    St.  David  preserve  my  young  master 
from  any  fresh  trouble." 
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Ap  Dafydd  with  his  young  companion  dow 
hurried  over  the  hills  in  the  contrary  durecAioa. 

"  Now,  Roderike,  let  me  hear  the  particulan 
of  these  government  proceedings.  How  came 
you  by  this  information?" 

''  It  was  Griff,  the  pilot,  who  first  put  us  upon 
the  scent ;  you  know  when  we  once  get  upon  H 
what  dogs  we  are  to  track  out  the  game.  I  fesr 
the  old  keeper  has  not  the  slightest  chance  of  his 
life.     Our  captain  has  sworn  as  sure  as  there  is 
sand  upon  the  sea-shore,  he  will  not  quit  the 
coast  till  he  has  laid  him  low.     Perhaps,  Ap 
Dafydd,  you  are  not  aware  that  he  is  an  old 
enemy  of  Thomas  Nevil,  the  bastard  of  Faucon- 
bridge.     Terrible  work  there  would  be  if  he  wore 
to  get  into  the  hands  of  the  man  who  they  think 
has  long  ago  perished  by  the  executioner's  aze. 
Imagine  King  Edward's  amazement,  his  wrath, 
upon  discovering  Fauconbridge  is  living — the 
man  he  so  dreaded  ; — but  this  is  dangerous  lan- 
guage, even  in  these  wild  parts." 

'*  What  does  the  Dewines  say  to  it  all  ?  she 
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was  the  chief  mover  in  the  artifice,"  said  Kynfin, 
scarcely  noticing  Ap  Madgwyn's  last  words. 

*'  She  is  boiling  and  bubbling  up  at  a  fearful 
rate.  She  curses  King  Edward,  whom  she  still 
calls  Earl  of  Marche,  and  sends  every  member  of 
his  family  to  the  bottomless  pit.  '  That  vain 
old  Duchess/  said  she,  meaning  the  King's 
mother,  '  I  should  like  to  see  her  stripped  of 
her  gay  feathers,  tied  in  a  sack,  and  thrown  into 
the  Thames,  for  the  mud  eels  to  fatten  upon.' 
I  should  like  to  know  the  secrets  of  the  Dewine's 
history,  coloured  as  I  imagine  they  are  by  in- 
trigue, tragedy,  and  deception." 

"  There  is  a  strange  link  between  the  Dewines 
and  Dhu,  I  cannot  make  out  what  it  is,"  re- 
marked the  son  of  Harlech. 

'4  have  often  thought  so,"  rejoined  Ap 
Maelgwyn.  Both  walked  on  in  silence  for  some 
distance.  At  length  they  reached  the  beach 
opposite  to  the  creek  of  Borth,  and  Ap  Maelgwyn 
conducted  his  companion  to  the  boat  a  little  way 
down. 

VOL.   11.  H 
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**  The  wind  is  with  us,  we  shall  be  over  in 
little  time/'  said  the  youth,  hauling  up  the  sub 
and  putting  the  boat  in  trim. 

*'  It  was  old  Griff  who  warned  you  of  the  im- 
pending danger/'  said  Kynfin  Tudor,  taking  his 
seat  in  the  boat.  "  You  have  not  explained  the 
nature  of  it,  you  merely  say  that  King  Edward 
has  been  made  acquainted  with  cur  locality." 

"  Did  I  not?''  answered  his  companion,  "why 
then  I  must  inform  you  that  an  armed  force  has 
arrived  in  our  vicinity,  with  a  royal  mandate  to 
give  no  quarter  to  the  smugglers,  or  in  other 
words,  to  secure  them  dead  or  alive.  The  knights 
and  esquires  in  the  neighbourhood  have  promised 
to  render  every  assistance  in  their  power.  Two 
of  the  revenue  crafts  are  hovering  about  the 
coast.  You  may  be  certain  they  already  count 
upon  having  secured  their  game.  Aye,  aye, 
those  revenue  rascals — but  it  is  well  they  think 
so.  They  are  much  mistaken.  Who,  I  should 
like  to  know,  ever  beat  Ap  Rhys,  when  he  was 
supported  by  the  Dewines  ?     We  are  going  to  be 
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brforehand  with  them,  Kynfin  Tudor.  It  is  on 
that  account  the  good  mother  literally  pushed  me 
out  of  her  doors,  and  told  me  to  make  as  much 
speed  as  if  the  devil  was  at  my  heels.  I  was  not 
to  return  without  the  mate  of  the  Eryr.  She 
declared  she  would  not  stir  a  finger  in  the  matter 
till  you  made  your  appearance.  She  also  spoke 
of  two  individuals  in  the  castle  who  interested 
not  only  you,  but  herself.  Dhu  was  out  of 
temper  with  her." 

"What  are  their  plans?"  demanded  the  son 
of  Harlech,  with  greater  eagerness. 

**  I  cannot  enlighten  you  in  that  particular," 
replied  Roderike.  "  I  left  them  arguing  the 
point  Dhu  was  for  one  thing,  and  the  good 
lady  for  another,  as  usual.  All  I  know  is,  that 
an  attack  will  be  made  upon  Harlech  at  night. 
You  are  to  take  a  prominent  part  on  account  of 
the  interest  you  have  in  the  affair,  and  the  know- 
ledge of  the  fortress." 

Ap  Dafydd  remained^silent. 

"  Can't  you  give  me  a  cast  to  the  other  side  ?" 

H  2 
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cried  a  voice  from  the  sands ;  and  the  next  in- 
stant Griff,  the  pilot,  after  wading  knee^deep  in 
the  water,  leaped  into  the  boat. 

"  The  fishes !  young  man,"  cried  he,  "  what 
are  you  doing  here,  playing  upon  the  waters, 
when  the  devil  is  about  to  play  the  very  fishes 
with  you  ?  Yn  enw,  goodness !  you  should  have 
taken  my  warning,  as  the  smuggler  of  Madoc 
did,  buried  his  kegs  half  a  mile  in  the  sands,  and 
was  then  off  by  the  first  tide  in  the  morning." 

"  Aye,  aye,  Griff,  that  may  appear  very 
judicious  in  your  eyes,"  replied  Roderike,  "  but 
we  are  of  a  different  mould  to  Shonyn  Goch.  We 
have  our  game  to  play,  he  has  his ;  time  will 
show  who  displayed  most  skill  upon  the  occasion. 
Shonyn  has  to  get  clear  of  the  bar  and  the  revenue 
boats,  as  well  as  we." 

'*  I  know  that  of  old,"  replied  the  pilot.  "  I 
know  you  to  be  sharp  fellows,  of  very  different 
mould  to  the  smuggler  of  Madoc.  I  think  it  is 
as  well  to  tell  you  that  the  old  keeper  has  scudded 
over  to-day  to  have  a  talk  with  the  government 
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chaps.  They  will  be  upon  you  before  you  are 
aware  of  it,  sharp  as  you  are,  good  masters. 
Keep  a  good  look  out." 

"  But  Sir  Gilbert  returns  every  night  to  Har- 
lech ?"  resumed  Roderike,  inquiringly. 

"  Always,  either  over  the  Traeth  Bycban  or 
over  the  Traeth  mawr,"  replied  the  pilot. 

"  I  don't  care  a  dead  shark's  tooth  about  the 
case/'  said  Roderike,  running  the  boat  in  among 
the  rocks,  and  setting  the  pilot  ashore.  "  Thank 
you  for  your  warning,  Griff,  time  will  show  if  we 
shall  pay  attention  to  it."  He  waved  his  hand 
as  the  boat  ran  for  the  creek  of  Borth.  In  a  few 
minutes  they  arrived  before  the  house  of  GSst. 

"  Welcome,  son  of  Harlech,  mate  of  the  Eryr," 
said  the  Lady  of  GSst,  giving  him  a  nod  of  re- 
cognition,and  motioning  him  to  be  seated.  ^'Thou 
hast  done  well,  aye  wisely,  not  to  tarry  when  I 
called  for  you." 

"  Good  Lady  of  G6st,  I  would  know  what  it 
is  you  expect  of  me.  Let  it  not  be  your  request 
that  Ap  Dafydd  shall  take  the  life  of  any !" 
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''  Ha  i  ba  I  ha  r  laughed  the  Dewmes.  *'  See 
how  alarmed  he  is  I  Dhu,  you  said  it  would  be 
so.  Ha !  ha !  have  you  never  yet  spilled  blood, 
you  innocent  ?" 

Kynfin  moved  across  the  apartment,  strode 
his  breast,  and  muttered  several  incoherent  sen- 
tences. 

*'  Whist  I  whist !"  continued  the  Dewines, 
once  more  addressing  the  son  of  Hailech.  "Blind 
beetle  that  you  are,  to  make  so  much  ado  about 
nothing !  There's  no  occasion  for  you  to  dabUe 
your  fingers  in  blood.  Dhu  ap  Rhys  wiQ  spare 
you  that  trouble.  You  need  not  be  in  sight,  or 
even  within  reach  of  the  gore  that  is  about  to  be 
spilled.  So  now  drive  away  your  fears  and  give 
me  all  your  attention.  So  the  son  of  Harlech 
took  upon  him.self  to  act  without  consulting  the 
Lady  of  G6st  ?  Her  eyes  have  been  upon  you. 
It  so  happens  that  all  is  well.  The  followers  of 
the  Red  Rose,  the  brave  men  in  the  Cwm,  whom 
you  harangued  in  the  meeting-house,  will  be  in 
great  request  to-morrow  night    Son  of  Harledi, 
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I  have  ED  important  post  for  you  to  fill,  and 
much  has  to  be  done,  anticipating  the  appointed 
hour.     Before  sunrise  you  must  be  skimming 
again  across  the  bay.     You  must  obtain  an  inter- 
view with  Rowland,  and  give  him  this  packet," 
presenting  it  to  Kynfin,  consisting  of  a  small 
parcel  of  paper  folded  carefully.     "  Tell  him  that 
it  is  the  Demnes  who  sends  it  him.     Bid  him 
heed  bar  words,  that  it  may  be  well  with  him. 
To  disobey  will  bring  down  a  curse  upon  his 
head,  aye,  bring  his  grey  locks  to  the  grave. 
Impress  upon  him  that  the  two  maidens  must 
be  ready  to  deliver  themselves  up  to  you  at  the 
moment  of  the  onset.     He  must  admit  you  into 
the  fortress.     He  must  give  the  garrison  that 
powder  which  is  in  the  packet  in  their  drink  at 
supper.     It  will  intoxicate  them.     Those  pills 
are  for  the  porter  and  his  dog,  deadly  enough  in 
their  effect.     They  are  to  be  sacrificed,  and  Sir 
Gilbert  must  be  sacrificed.     We  will  leave  that 
to  Dhu/' 
Kynfin  Tudor  shuddered,  and   averted    his 
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gaze,  while  he  said  solemnly : — "  St  David  pre- 
serve us !  Good  mother,  do  you  not  fear  the 
judgment  ?" 

''Whist  I  whist!  out  on  you!  you  have  the 
heart  of  a  chicken." 

"Good  Lady  of  G&t,"  cried  Ap  Dafydd, 
looking  wildly  round,  "  blood  I  blood !" 

"  Zookers  1"  interposed  Dhu,  "  surely,  Ap 
Dafydd,  you  don't  suppose  I  would  suffer  that 
sordid  villain  to  escape  my  vengeance,  when  an 
opportunity  offers! — ^that  double  smooth-faced 
scoundrel  I  the  base,  meddling  hypocrite  I — the 
greatest  enemy  I  ever  had  !  No — on  my  soul ! 
I  will  not  spare  him.  How  many  times  has  he 
tried  to  take  my  life  ?  He  has  persecuted  me 
from  my  cradle,  that  demon !" 

"  Whist  I  whist  1  Dhu,  speak  not  in  that 
way,"  said  the  witch,  putting  her  hand  upon 
his  shoulder.  "  Lose  not  your  temper,  hot- 
brained  rover,  nor  again  interrupt  me,  till  I  have 
delivered  my  injunctions. 

"  That  the  Lady  Stacey  may  not  witness  the 
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bloody  deed — she  has  been  kind  to  the  captive 
maiden,"  continued  the  Dewines;  '* Rowland  must 
be  told  to  give  Sir  Gilbert  the  alarm  that  the 
freebooters  are  coming  down  upon  his  cattle. 
This  will  be  a  sure  means  of  enticing  him  from 
his  chamber.  He  will  fall  into  Ap  Rhys'  em- 
brace." 

"  Oh !  cannot  this  be  avoided,  good  mother  ?" 
hastily  responded  Kynfin,  with  an  imploring 
look.  *^  We  can  take  him  prisoner,  but  not  slay 
him." 

"  Zookers !  the  furies  take  you,  Kynfin  Tudor!" 
cried  Dhu,  in  an  angry  voice,  "  would  you  have 
us  all  sacrificed  for  the  sake  of  that  base,  pam- 
pered fool  of  a  Keeper,  who  would  deprive  him- 
self of  his  beef  and  bowl,  which  he  thinks  more 
of  than  anything  else,  that  we  might  be  hanged. 
I  should  have  thought  you,  Ap  Dafydd,  would 
have  been  as  glad  to  have  got  rid  of  the  vile 
persecutor  of  your  land,  as  I  shall  be  of  my  old 
enemy.  The  base  villain !  I  shall  give  him  what 
he  deserves.     Don't  preach  to  me,  mate  of  the 

H  3 
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Eryr.  Nothing  will  move  me  from  my  pur- 
poses. To  please  you  and  the  good  Lady  of 
G6st,  I  have  consented  to  convey  your  brother's 
child  and  the  French  maiden  to  Yannes.  I 
should  think  that  was  enough  for  Dhu  ap  Rhys 
to  bargain,  to  cumber  himself  with  womankind, 
when  he  would  be  at  his  own  work ;  but  I  have 
said  it,  son  of  Harlech." 

"Whist!  whist!  you  babbling  dolt.  You 
are  wasting  time,  you  sea  rover/'  interrupted  the 
Lady  of  G6st. 

"  On  my  soul !  I  am  out  of  patience  with  Ap 
Dafydd,"  persisted  Dhu.  "  Who  would  not  be 
in  my  place?     The  furies  take  the  fellow !" 

•*  Whist!  whist!  Dhu.  Cold— be  cold  !*' 
said  the  Dewines,  holding  up  her  finger,  and 
looking  sternly  in  his  face.  "  No  passion,  lest 
the  evil  eye  be  turned  upon  you.  Take  care 
from  fixing  the  evil  eye  through  impolitic  anger. 
People  pine  under  the  evil  eye  into  wasting  death. 
It  makes  men,  like  you  rov^^  of  the  sea,  tame 
as  a  sick  girl,  aye  sick  in  spiriti  and  unable  to 
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say,  *  God  Uess  you  1'  Didst  thou  never  bear 
of  the  slain  by  the  evil  eye  f  Beware  the  light 
touches  thee  not  with  its  emerald  flash.  Thou 
hast  seen  the  litde  snake  creep  stealthily  from 
its  damp  odl  in  wary  involutions,  and  fascinate 
the  bird  that  would  fain  fly,  but,  in  place  of 
Meeting  its  intention,  flutter  nearer  and  nearer 
to  the  poisonous  fangs  that  doom  it  to  destruc- 
tion. Such  is  the  power  of  the  evil  eye.  Shall 
I  turn  it  upon  you,  my  son  ?  No,  no,  Dhu :  be 
cooL  Husband  thy  anger.  Ap  Dafydd  has 
been  a  good  friend  to  thee.  Visit  it  not  on 
him." 

"  The  evil  eye,  Lady  of  G6st !  St.  Cyric 
keep  it  from  me !  I  will  be  cool,  good  mother 
—1  will  be  cool.  What  you  require  of  me,  that 
win  I  do.  The  son  of  Harlech  shall  have  no 
cause  to  complain.  I  will  keep  my  word — only 
keep  the  evil  eye  from  me  1" 

The  Dewines  saw  she  had  struck  the  right 
diord  of  a  spirit  dauntless  and  fearless  before 
men,  but  abject  under  the  apprehension  of  super- 
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natural  power,  to  which  physical  resistance  was 
a  thread  of  gossamer. 

"  Listen  to  me,  pirate  chief.  I  have  seen  the 
evil  eye  at  my  bidding  look  through  the  dark 
midnight,  the  dead  sea  to  human  vision,  when 
all  around  was  starless.  I  have  seen  that  eye 
descend  upon  the  topmast  of  a  devoted  vessel, 
and  dance  and  reel  there  as  the  bark  rode  over 
the  foaming  furrows.  Then  a  wild  shriek  has 
struck  on  the  ear  through  the  rayless  night. 
After  that  eye  had  undulated,  as  the  vessel  rose 
and  sank  upon  the  ocean  abysses,  all  was  hushed, 
save  the  hiss  of  the  curling  wave  over  the 
bubblings  of  the  drowning,  as  they  sank  in  the 
boiHng  waters.  Aye,  rovers  of  the  sea,  you  may 
look  scared — but  it  is  true  I  Hast  thou  never 
seen  the  evil  eye  upon  the  mast-head,  Dhu  ?  I 
have  seen  it  there,  when  taken  for  the  corpi  santi. 
It  lured  my  enemy  to  destruction  under  the  sign 
of  security.'* 

"  Hold,  good  mother.    For  the  love  of  heaven 
speak  no  more  of  these  things!"  cried  Dhu. 
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''It  makes  my  blood  creep.     I  wiU  keep  my 
word.     I  have  said  it." 

"  That  is  all  right,  my  brave  boy.  You  will 
do  wisely  to  abide  by  the  words  of  the  Lady  of 
Gtet.  Hark  ye !  Remember,  Dhu,  the  evil 
eye  can  penetrate  through  everything — even 
through  the  black  sea  of  nothing,  where  the 
forms  of  things  are  unknown,  and  over  which 
the  stars  never  twinkle  and  the  suns  have  a 
gone  out.  There,  even  there,  the  evil  eye  can 
penetrate.  Do  you  hear  that,  Dhu  ?  The  Lady 
of  G6st  has  power  to  turn  it  aside  from  all  brave 
spirits  like  thine,  my  bold  boy,  whom  it  delights 
me  to  serve." 

"  Well,  well,  good  mother,  I  am  thine — thine 
as  ever.  Ap  Dafydd  is  squeamish — more  nice 
than  wise,  methinks,  to  wade  to  the  middle  of 
the  stream  and  not  to  proceed  further.  It  is  of 
little  consequence.  Vengeance  on  the  Keeper 
of  Harlech  is  secured  to  myself.  The  satisfac- 
tion to  others  is  no  concern  of  mine.  With  me 
vengeance  is  virtue." 
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Kynfin  Tudor  renudned  sileDt.  Things  must 
take  their  own  course,  thought  he.  Soon  his 
brain  was  busily  occupied  with  his  poor  mother, 
the  daughter  of  Hariedi,  and  la  petite  Jacque- 
line. Must  he  leave  his  beloved  parent  oooe 
more  desolate^  and  not  even  restore  to  her  the 
joy  of  her  heart  before  he  departed  ?  A  thou* 
sand  thoughts  flashed  across  his  mind»  till  he 
became  bewildered. 

Ap  MaegwyUy  who  was  sitting  near,  watched 
with  newly  awakened  interest  all  that  was  pass- 
ing.  Dhu  looked  more  composed,  while  the 
Lady  of  G£st  appeared  as  if  she  expected  the 
son  of  Haiiech  had  still  something  to  impart. 

**  Well,  son  of  Harlech,  are  you  satisfied  ?" 
inquired  she ;  "  we  know  what  is  best  for  you, 
far  better  than  you  do  yourself.  I  know  what 
you  think,  you  think  it  strange  I  should  have 
decided  upon  a  plan  to  take  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  from  her  country.  It  must  be  so ;  des- 
tiny decrees  it.  Kynfin  Tudor,  it  is  necessary 
you  should  take  her  to  Britany,  and  present  her 
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to  the  Earl  of  Richmond.  Before  a  score  of 
years  have  run  out  their  hours,  he  will  mount 
England's  throne.  You  will  have  the  daughter 
of  Harlech  restored  to  her  inheritance ;  you  will 
have  your  country  emancipated  from  the  thral- 
dom which  it  now  endures.  If  so,  take  her  to 
the  Earl  of  Richmond.  Let  Jasper  of  Hatfield 
be  present.  She  must  then  plead  for  her 
country  and  herself — she  must  make  him  pro- 
mise that  when  he  reigns  over  England's  smiling 
land,  he  will  sign  a  charter  for  the  freedom  of 
your  country,  and  restore  her  inheritance.  You 
know  how  deeply  the  Earls  of  Pembroke  and 
Richmond  are  indebted  to  you.  Had  it  not 
been  for  you,  they  would  long  since  have 
been  mouldering  into  their  mother  earth.  You 
must  do  as  I  tell  you.  If  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  is  like  her  noble  grandfather,  she  will 
not  be  faint-hearted ;  the  love  of  her  country, 
and  the  desire  to  bring  about  the  great  work 
which  her  grandsire  begun,  will  prompt  her. 
Now,  son  of  Harlech,  forget  not  my  message  to 
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Henry  of  Richmond:    tell  him  these  are  the 
prophetic  words  of  the  Lady  of  Gfist — 

•*  King  of  England  reign  will  he — 
He  shall  a  Seventh  Henry  be — 
Full  of  health,  wealth,  peace  and  plenty, 
Yean  above  the  number  twentv  ! 

Speak  out  boldly  what  I  have  related  to 
you.  He  will  laugh ;  let  him  laugh — heed  him 
not — lest  you  be  as  great  a  fool  as  he." 

As  she  concluded  these  words  with  great 
emphasis,  she  strode  up  to  the  window,  and  im- 
mediately turned  again,  exclaiming,  in  her  usual 
high  tone — 

"  Out  on  us — out  on  us — why  it  is  break  of 
day  !"  She  whisked  round  the  apartment,  and 
struck  many  of  the  sleeping  men  upon  the  back 
with  her  matted  switch,  shouting  in  their  ears — 
'  Rise,  you  sluggards !  will  you  snore  here  till 
the  sun  sets  ?  up,  you  heavy  slumberers/  " 

She  then  took  Kynfin  aside ;  they  conversed 
together  in  a  low  whisper,  occasionally  broken 
by  a  sharp  high  word  from  the  witch,  either  to 
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silence  the  busy  jabbering  of  the  men,  or  to  im- 
press some  command  upon  the  troubled  and 
confused  Kynfin,  who  began  to  grow  faint  from 
fasting  and  fatigue. 

''  Methinks,  Ap  Daiydd,  you  are  sick  in  body 
as  wen  as  soul/'  said  she,  in  hurried  accents,  on 
perceiving  that  he  not  only  changed  colour  but 
trembled.  "  Get  food  between  your  lips,  man, 
you  need  it ;  you  have  a  hard  day's  work  before 
you." 

Kynfin  obeyed,  not  ill  pleased  to  be  released 
from  her  incestent  talking.  Taking  his  place  by 
Roderike,  they  exchanged  looks  not  without 
meaning,  and  then  did  ample  justice  to  the 
viands  which  had  been  placed  smoking  before 
tbem. 

"  Gam,  you  must  accompany  the  mate  of  the 
Eryr,"  said  the  Lady  of  G6st,  approaching  the 
table ;  **  you  have  a  sister  at  Harlech — at  her 
house  my  important  business  must  be  transacted. 
Remember,  you  see  the  old  man  as  soon  as  you 
touch  the  shore ;  waste  not  your  moments  upon 
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tha  waves ;  nmke  all  speed  to  reach  the  Cwm  ia 
good  time*    SummoD  those  brave  mountaioeers; 
g^ve  the  direotioQS  you  already  know.     Impress 
upon  them,  Kynfin  Tudor,  that  they  must  keep 
the  castle  till  the  Eryr  is  out  of  sight.    After 
that  let  them  fly  to  their  hills  again,  and  hide 
themselves  from  the  light  of  day.     A  diligeat 
search  is  certain  to  be  made ;  and  if  not  cautious, 
their  heada  will  pay  the  penalty  for  your  offences. 
That  would,  indeed,  bring  down  sorrow  upoa 
the  daughter  of  Harlech.   Therefore  be  cautious, 
be  politic.'' 

Kynfin  set  out  shortly  afterwards  upon  his 
hazardous  missioD,  in  company  with  Gam.  Upon 
reaching  the  cottage  at  Harlech,  they  were  told 
that  Rowland  was  in  the  town.  He  was  quickly 
summoned  into  their  presence. 

Rowland  had  never  seen  his  young  master 
since  that  memorable  day  when  the  fkmily  of 
Ap  Jevan  took  thdr  departure  from  the  fortress. 
His  joy  knew  no  bounds ;  he  wrung  his  hands, 
and  looked   in  Kynfin's  face,  uttering  expres- 
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sions  of  ddighty  at  bebolding  again  the  son  of 
his  old  master.  When  he  spoke  of  his  little 
mistress,  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  of  her  love 
for  her  people,  of  her  beauty,  of  her  endurance 
under  all  her  crud  persecutions — the  tears  came 
into  the  old  man's  eyes.  He  declared  she  had 
been  the  only  being  in  the  castle  that  ever  glad«- 
dened  his  sight. 

Kynfin  Tudor  was  pressed  for  time ;  he  dis- 
closed the  conspiracy.  The  old  man  at  first  was 
embarrassed,  and  shrank  from  the  treachery 
which  it  devolved  upon  him  to  execute ;  never- 
theless for  the  love  of  his  little  mistress,  and  the 
fear  of  the  terrible  woman  of  G6st,  he  con- 
sented, with  a  few  exceptions,  to  play  the  part 
which  had  been  assigned  to  him. 

Not  recognised  by  any  one,  Kynfin  passed 
through  the  town  of  Harlech  on  his  way  to  the 
Cwm,  and  was  soon  on  the  threshold  of  Cader 
y  Oil.  There  he  flew  to  embrace  his  mother,  and 
to  pour  into  her  ear  a  few  words  of  consolation. 
He  promised  that  when  he  returned  her  "  wyres 
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bach"  should  be  the  first  to  throw  herself  into 
her  arms,  and  cheer  her  last  days  by  her  cheeriiil 
presence. 

The  unhappy  parent  wept  bitterly,  while  Kynfin, 
placing  his  kerohief  to  his  eyes,  wrung  the  faith- 
ful domestic  by  the  hand,  and  once  more  quitted 
his  wild  dwelling  in  the  Cwm  for  the  shores  of 
Britany. 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

A  vain  Intercession — Unexpected  intelligence 
— The  Saxon  Lover — A  Resolve  of  Friend- 
ship, 

"  Be  not  angry  with  me,  my  uncle,  listen  to 
me/*  said  Jacqueline,  in  a  tone  of  distress, 
sinking  upon  her  knees  at  the  same  moment 
before  Sir  Gilbert ;  "  you  are  going  to  seize  the 
smugglers,  you  have  said  that  King  Edward  will 
ba?e  them  all  executed  without  trial.  Kynfin 
Tudor,  one  of  them,  saved  my  father  and  my- 
self irom  a  watery  grave.  I  implore  you  to  in- 
tercede for  bis  life.  He  is  a  good  and  honour- 
able man,  unlike  the  rest  of  that  lawless  race. 
It  was  from  misfortune,  not  choice,  that  he 
joined  them.     Let  my  words  touch  your  heart ; 
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spare  the  life  of  Kynfin  Tudor,  else  I  shall  never 
more  be  happy/' 

**  My  sword !  do  my  eyes  deceive  me ;  ma 
petite  Jacqueline,  the  simple  French  maiden, 
pleading  in  this  earnest  way,  and  upon  her  knees 
too,  for  a  worthless  cut-throat,  a  vile  piratical 
scoundrel,"  vociferated  the  keeper  in  a  voice 
mingled  with  surprise  and  indignation.  "  I  inter- 
cede for  that  dangerous  rebel,  the  first  mate  on 
the  smuggler's  bark,  the  colleague  of  that  dare- 
devil, Dhu  ap  Rhys,  the  scourge  of  our  shores ! 
I  intercede  for  him,  after  going  such  lengths  to 
secure  the  villain  and  his  cunning  accomplices  1 
I  intercede  for  him,  after  representing  his 
atrocities  to  our  royal  master  I  My  sword  ! 
little  mistress,  you  know  not  what  you  ask. 
Honourable  indeed!  pray  who  told  you  tbdt 
this  notorious  smuggler  was  honourable?  I 
suppose  he  told  you  so  himself,  the  lying  bandit. 
You  were  fool  enough  to  believe  him,  simple- 
hearted  child  that  you  are.  I  will  enlighten 
you.     That  man  was  onoe  in  better  circum- 
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stances.  He  is  the  son  of  a  Welsh  chief,  the 
more  disgrace  to  him.  He  ran  away  from  his 
home  eight  years  ago,  and  joined  the  lawless 
crew.  Had  it  not  been  for  him>  Dhu  ap  Rhys 
would  never  have  set  foot  upon  these  shores. 
Such  is  the  individual  for  whom  you  would 
have  me  intercede.  I  see  the  colour  come  and 
go  upon  your  cheeks.  You  may  well  blush, 
pleading  for  such  a  roan." 

Jacqueline  had  risen  from  her  knees,  add  stood 
pale  and  trembling  before  her  angry  uncle. 

'*No,  unde,  I  do  not  blush  for  what  I  have 
done/'  said  JacqueHne,  with  a  quivering  lip. 
"  You  refuse  me  my  petition,  you  wrong  Kynfin 
Tudor ;  I  know  more  of  his  history  than  you  do. 
He  is  to  be  pitied,  not  censured.  Should  his 
Uood  be  shed  and  it  comes  home  to  you,  re- 
member you  refused  me  the  boon  I  pleaded  upon 
my  knees." 

"  Mistress  Jacqueline,  you  are  not  yourself. 
How  comes  it  that  you  are  so  famiKar  with  the 
tmt^er's  history  ?     A  pretty  pass  things  are 
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come  to.  A  young  lady  to  be  mistress  of  such 
a  man's  secrets.  I  don't  understand  it  On 
my  sword !  mistress  Jacqueline,  this  affair  must 
be  looked  into,  you  are  imder  our  chaige.  I 
shall  not  be  satisfied,  unless  an  explanation  is 
offered." 

Jacqueline  coloured  deeply,  and  said : — 

"  No,  Sir  Gilbert,  you  have  not  granted  mc 
my  petition,  therefore  I  will  give  you  no  ex- 
planation." She  immediately  left  the  apartment 

"  Upon  my  sword !  we  don't  know  what 
women  are,  till  they  are  tried,"  muttered  Sir 
Gilbert.  "  These  foreigners  to  boot,  are  always 
more  difficult  to  deal  with  than  the  daughters 
of  our  own  land.  Who  would  have  thought  it 
of  that  simple-looking  maiden  ?  Beshrew  me  I 
it  looks  bad.  I  must  leave  the  affair,  I  see,  for 
her  ladyship  to  unravel.  The  devil  keep  me 
from  meddling  with  womankind." 

"  Well,  Jacqueline,  I  can  see,  by  your  dis- 
appointed face,  that  your  pleading  has  been  of 
no  avail,"  said  Gladys,  as  the  French  maiden 
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joined  her  in  the  hall.  "  I  cannot  say  I  am 
disappointed ;  I  never  indulged  a  solitary  hope 
of  your  success/' 

"  My  uncle  is  very  cruel,"  repeated  Jacqueline, 
bitterly ;  **  I  only  hope  and  pray  that  the  smug- 
glers may  escape  from  his  grasp,  aye,  all 
of  them." 

"  I  hope  they  may,"  repeated  Gladys,  solemnly. 
"  I  cannot  think  what  my  uncle  is  about  that  I 
have  not  heard  from  him  again.  This  suspense 
is  roost  painful." 

*'  It  is  indeed,"  repeated  Jaoquline.  ''  If 
possible,  it  is  worse  for  me  than  you.  Should 
he  perish,  I  shall  always  feel  that  I  brought 
him  to  his  end.  I  was  the  innocent  cause  of 
his  joining  that  lawless  company." 

"  Be  comforted,  Jacqueline ;  let  us  hope  the 
best,"  said  Gladys,  affectionately.  *'  You  know 
that  Dhu  ap  Rhys  has  always  outwitted  his 
pursuers.  We  only  hear  one  side  of  the  question  ; 
they  may  yet  escape." 

"  Santa  Maria !  grant  it/^  repeated  the  French 
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maiden,  ferreDtly,  while  owing  to  her  late  ex- 
citement she  felt  80  ill,  that  she  was  obliged  to 
retire  from  the  room. 

Some  hours  after  Gladys  had  been  sitting 
with  her,  and  as  she  was  retiring  from  the 
upper  gallery  on  the  way  to  her  own  chamber, 
her  steps  were  arrested  by  the  words : 

"  Can  I  speak  with  you,  meistres  bach  ?" 
Thus  muttered  old  Rowland  from  behind  one 
of  the  pillars.      **  I  have  been  watching  long 

for  vou." 

•> 

*'  Certainly,''  replied  the  maiden,  looking  in- 
quiringly round  to  see  from  whence  the  voice 
proceeded;  '* speak  on,  yet  be  careful  what 
you  say." 

"  le  yn  wir,"  said  the  aged  man,  suddenly 
standing  before  her,  **  we  cannot  be  too  cautious. 
It  would  be  death,  if  the  Saxons  should  over 
hear  us/'  continued  he  in  a  whisper,  anxiousfy 
glancing  from  side  to  side.  '^My  words  are 
for  the  daughter  of  Harlech's  ears  and  none 
else." 
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**FoDow  me,  then,"  said  the  captive;  "in 
my  chamber  no  one  can  disturb  us/'  They 
left  the  gall^  together. 

Having  entered  the  apartment,  the  old 
domestic  immediately  closed  the  door,  and  then 
stood  at  a  respectful  distance. 

*'  Kynfin  ap  Dafydd  will  be  here  to  night,  to 
set  the  daughter  of  Harlech  free,"  were  Row- 
land's startling  words. 

Gladys  stood  before  him  almost  petrified. 
"  What,  Rowland,  to  night?— to  night  ?"  she 
repeated. 

'•  le  yn  wir,  meistres  bach,  you  and  the  French 
maiden  are  to  be  in  the  chapel  at  halt  an  hour 
after  midnight.  All  the  apparel  you  wish  to 
take,  |dace  upon  this  table.  I  w31  see  to  its 
bemg  conv^ed  away.  Mistrtass  Jacqueline  to  ac- 
company me  ?  Suppose  she  should  not  consent, 
then  where  are  we  to  go  to  ?*'  inquired  Gladys, 
^ageriy.  **  It  would  not  be  safe  to  take  her  to 
the  Cwm." 

"  They  will  take  you  away  in  the  smuggler's 

I  2 
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bark,  to  Britany/'  said  Bowland ;  "  but  Kynfin 
ap  Daiydd  will  tell  you  all  when  you  see  him. 
Mistress  Jacqueline  must  not  refuse ;  her  life  and 
your  own  depend  upon  it.  You  must  break  it 
to  her  when  the  fieimily  have  retired  to  rest,  and 
whatever  you  do,  meistres  bach,  be  in  the  chapel 
at  half  an  hour  after  midnight." 

An  indescribable  sensation  of  delight  flowed 
through  every  vein  of  the  child  of  the  mountains. 
"  I  am  no  longer  to  be  a  captive — no  longer  a 
partaker  of  the  Saxon  bread  I  I  am  to  be  set 
free  !  free !"  In  the  midst  of  her  excitement, 
a  shadow  passed  across  her  brow,  and  looking 
up  anxiously  at  the  old  man,  she  exclaimed : — 

"  But,  Rowland,  tell  me.  Why  am  I  to  go  to 
France  and  not  to  the  Cwm,  into  the  arms  of  my 
dear,  my  own  dear  grandmother,  who  is  so  un- 
happy about  me  ?" 

"  Ap  Dafydd  wiU  set  your  heart  at  rest," 
replied  Rowland,  preparing  to  leave  the  room. 
''There  sounds  the  great  gong  for  prayers. 
Dyd  I  dyd  !  that  gong  will  not  sound  again  till 
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the  dreadful  deed  is  done,"  muttered  the  old  man 
to  himself  as  he  dosed  the  door,  while  an  in- 
Toluntary  shudder  shook  his  frame. 

Gladys  looked  up  fondly  at  the  good  Father 
Nutze,  for   she   soon    afterwards  entered    the 
chapd,  and  then  knelt  down  to  tell  her  beads* 
But  her  heart  beat  so  quickly,  that   she  could 
not  collect  her  thoughts.      When  should  she 
kneel  again  in    that   holy  sanctuary?     When 
again  hear  the  sound  of  the  good  priest's  voice  ? 
Till  then,  she  did  not  know  how  dear  he  was 
to  her ;  how  often  he  had  been  kind  and  sym- 
pathising, when  every  one  else  had  been   cold 
towards  h^.     How  often  he  had  softened  her 
heart  when  evil  passions  rebelled    within    her 
bosom.      She  was   going    to  be  free — to   be 
launched  upon    the  world  1      She   would    no 
longer  have  his  protection ;  yet  how  much  more 
she  would  need  it.      She  gazed  upon  his  face 
again,  and  then  bent  her  head  upon  her  bosom, 
while  the  tears  gushed  into  her  eyes.      So  long 
and  earnestly  did  she  pray,  that  when  she  arose 
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a  was  surprised  to  find  iH 
,  save  one  individual,  who 
bjr  her  sid^  aod  that  wag 
K.  thrill  vibrated  through  her 
\y  glided  past  him  into  m 
indowB  of  which  looked  over 
had  been  in  the  habit  of 
ler  hours.  The  moon  was 
-ootn,  and  as  she  approached 
lent,  the  noble  Saxon  youth 
side. 

e  not  met  before,  to-day," 
e. 

anyers,  but  that  can  be  no 
iu!d  intrude  upon  roe,  ereo 

ou  deny  the  despised  Saioo 
g  knelt  by  your  »de  f  To 
witii  yours  lessened  my 
ladys,  be  not  cruel;  you 
ble  I  am." 
of  this  appeal  at  leogtb 
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fouad  an  entrance  to  the  maiden's  heart.  The 
thongfat  that  she  would,  perhaps,  never  see  him 
again,  never  again  hear  his  voice,  bewildered 
her.  Giddy  and  faint  she  tottered  forward^  and 
kened  for  support  upon  the  manly  chest  of  the 
youi^  Saxon,  who  drew  his  arm  gently  round 
her,  and  whispered — "  Gladys,  you  will  some 
day  be  mine !"  Her  tears  trickled  upon  his 
hand.  What  a  moment  of  happiness  was  that 
to  him !  He  would  not  have  exchanged  the  feel- 
ing for  power,  fame,  or  fortune's  richest  gift. 

*•  Gladys,  you  will  be  mine,**  he  repeated, 
with  extravagant  joy — "  and  your  people  shall 
not  despise  me.  I  will  devote  my  life,  fortune, 
influence,  all  for  them ;  I  will  adopt  them  as  my 
people ;  my  joy  will  be  to  make  you  happy ;  you 
shall  indeed  be  happy.  I  will  take  you  away 
from  these  dreary  walls,  and  release  you  from  your 
captivity :  Gladys,  you  will  be  mine — promise 
that  you  will  be  mine  ?"  He  bent  his  head  down 
and  looked  upon  her  face,  pale  as  death,  anxiously 
awaidng  a  reply. 
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**  Ethdred,"  said  she  in  a  hollow  tone,  **  why 
do  you  tempt  me  ?  You  are  more  cruel  to  me 
than  I  have  ever  been  to  you — no  link  can  ever 
bind  us." 

"  Say  not  so,  Gladys ;  put  aside  those  pre- 
judices which  you  have  imbibed  from  early 
childhood ;  none  of  your  own  country  could  be 
more  devoted  than  I  would  be  to  you — none 
more  solicitous  and  disinterested  towards  your 
people  than  I  shall  be." 

"  Tempt  me  no  further,  Ethelred,"  cried  the 
maiden ;  then  springing  from  his  side  and  throw- 
ing her  hands  back,  she  buried  them  in  her  long 
raven  tresses,  with  a  convulsive  grasp :  **  No, 
Ethelred,  we  can  never  be  anything  to  one  an- 
other— never !  The  grand- daughter  of  the  great 
Dafydd  ap  Jevan  cannot,  and  will  not  give  her 
troth  to  one  of  Saxon  blood.  The  grand- 
daughter of  the  great  Dafydd  ap  Jevan  cannot, 
and  will  not  forfeit  the  love  and  respect  of  her 
people,  by  uniting  her  fate  with  that  hated  race, 
the  Saxon,   their   common   foe  !      These    are 
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bitter  words,  cruel  words,  you  will  say ;  would  I 
c»uld  spare  you,  Ethelred — I  cannot.  Why,  Ethel- 
red,  did  you  ever  seek  me  ?  Why  were  ray  words 
unheeded  ?  Weeks,  months  back,  you  knew  it 
must  end  in  making  us  both  miserable.  Leave 
me,  Ethelred." 

"  Gladys,  I  implore  you  to  listen  to  me,"  cried 
the  youDg  Saxon,  in  deep  distress  of  mind. 

'*  No,  Ethelred,  leave  me,"  said  the  daughter 
of  Harlech,  waving  her  hand,  and  turning  away 
from  him — *'  I  command  you  to  leave  me.  Go 
over  the  waters  to-night ;  ask  me  not  why — but 
go,  Ethelred,  go." 

^  I  cannot  leave  you  in  this  cruel  manner, 
Gladys,  no,"  replied  Ethelred,once  more  approach- 
ing her  with  a  look  of  anguish ;  "  at  least,  let  us 
part  friends.  lie  took  her  hand  in  his  own,  and 
pressed  it  passionately  to  his  lips;  he  felt  it 
trembling,  and  saw  by  the  moon-beams  that  the 
tears  glistened  in  her  eyes. 

"  Farewell,  Gladys,"  said  he,  in  a  thick  voice, 
from  his  emotion ;  "  curse  not  the  Saxon,  pray  for 

i3 
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embittered  for  ever.  You 
hough  be  never  sees  your 
with  him,  though  he  do 
i ;  farewell."    He  suU  lin- 

he  maiden,  with  trembliog 
lech  to-oight.  The  Virgio 
—heaven  protect  you,  go." 
x>n  his  retreating  outline, 
n  the  still  chamber,  Itstea- 
]d,  the  beating  of  her  own 

t  she  watched  his  tall  figure 
ils  sluwly  and  sadly,  every 
;,  and  looking  back  at  the 
vards  he  entered  his  little 
g  over  the  waves — glancing 
grey  turrets,  beneatb  wbidi 
lim.  The  unhappy  Gladys 
:e  in  the  oriel,  with  tearful 
the  dim  ocean,  feot^ing 
he   saw   it   not,    the  dark 
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speck   that  had  in  reality  become  lost  in  the 
distance. 

*'  They  have  been  at  supper  some  time,  and 
inquiring  for  Mistress  Gladys/'  said  old  Rowland, 
suddenly  putting  his  head  in  at  the  door ;  "  1  told 
them  you  were  with  Mistress  Jacqueline.      Re- 

m 

member  what  vou  have  to  do,  before  balf-an  hour 
after  midnight." 

Gladys  started  upon  her  feet;  took  up  the 
Httle  lamp  the  old  domestic  had  placed  upon  the 
table,  and  then  remained  standing  a  short  time 
before  her  harp : — 

''  Must  I  part  with  thee,  too  ?"  said  she, 
looking  at  it  wistfully.  "  Oh,  why  is  it  I  am  so 
sad,  so  very  sad  ?  Even  when  my  freedom  is  at 
hand,  the  bright  time  for  which  I  have  so  long 
looked,  for  which  I  have  prayed  amid  tears 
and  anguish,  and  now — ^strange,  indeed,  is  the 
waywardness  of  the  human  heart!"  She  ran 
her  fingers  hastily  over  the  strings,  with  the  in- 
tention of  playing  a  fiurewell  melody,  when  a  rich 
jewd  left  upon  her  finger  attracted  her  attention. 
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1  to  the  light,  and  ha\iiig 
;h  newly-awakeoed  grief — 
ly  parting  gift ;  why,  why 
bI  to  me  ?"  She  bent  her 
ind  bathed  the  ring  in  her 

)wland  put  his  head  in  at 

bach,  are  you  still  here? 

dy  are  just  gone  to  their 

;  herself  alone  again,  Gladys 
old  Rowland,  and  gliding 
!  long  galleries  sooo  reached 
ihamber. 

'  said  she,  approaching  her 
it  had  a  message  from  my 
ill  be  startled  when  I  tell 
:rs  have  arranged.  KyDfio 
lU,  Jacqueline,  and  tru^ 
Ktray  us  nor  object  to  his 
;;lers  leave  the  coast  to- 
take   U6  with    them   to 
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Vannes,  to  your  father.  Jacqueline,  you  will  come 
with  me,  and  set  the  captive  maiden  free,  will 
you  not  ?" 

The  French  maiden's  astonishment  was  de- 
picted in  her  face  ;  for  some  time  she  knew  not 
how   to  act.     Taking  a  part  in  a  conspiracy 
against  her  own  flesh  and  blood,  would  be  dis. 
honorable  and  unpardonable.      She  thought  of 
her  kind  aunt,  and  how  she  would  despise  her. 
Her  cousins,  too,  would  heap  censure  upon  her 
head ;    it   would  be  most  ungrateful.      These 
thoughts  passed  away.     Sir  Gilbert  rose  to  her 
imagination,  her  cruel,  hard-hearted  uncle,  the 
persecutor  of  the  poor  Welsh,  who  had  insulted 
her  by  his  insinuations  about  the  smugglers,  had 
wronged  Kynfin  Tudor,  and  had  refused  to  in- 
tercede for  his  life.     How  stood  the  matter  at 
present  ?     The  smugglers  were  about  to  escape, 
before  the  re\*enue  scheme  could  be  put  into 
execution.     It  was  in  her  power  to  return  a  debt 
of  gratitude  to  her  preserver  and  her  friend.  He 
had  appealed  to  her — How  could  she  refuse  ? 
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ter  watching  her  companion's  countenuice 
me  time  in  ulence,  Gladys  exclaimed : — 
Jnless  you  accompany   me,   Jacqueline,  I 
t  go.     It  rests  with  you  to  set  the  captive 

e  mountjun  child's  history  came  vividly  into 
eline's  mind,  as  she  replied  : — 
'es,  Gladys,  if  the  world  condemns  me,  I 
^."     Springing  up  from  her  couch,  she 

her  arms  affectionately  round  ho-  frieod. 

us  go  and  share  each  other's  joys  and 
rs,  not  caring  what  the  world  says,  pro- 
our  own  consciences  do  not  become  oar 
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CHAPTER  X. 

A  Pirate  puzzled — Witchcraft  influence — Pre- 
paration for  a  Deed  of  Death. 

When  twilight  had  overshadowed  sea  and  land, 
^  Bryr  suddenly  unmoored  from  beneath  the 
i^  rock,  or  as  best  known  in  the  country,  be- 
neath Graig  Goch.  Her  sails  proudly  swelled  to 
^  breeze,  and  soon  bore  her  out  of  the  channel. 
Ughdy  and  gracefully  she  bounded  over  the 
surge  that  curled  gently  to  the  breeze,  awaiting 
the  portentous  hour  which  fast  approached. 

Upon  her  deck,  her  bold  commander  stood 
with  more  than  usual  fierceness  depicted  upon 
his  countenance.  He  sometimes  glanced  towards 
the  grey  turrets  of  Harlech,  but  more  freqqently 
^  the  direction  of  the  house  of  G6st. 
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"  Rodraike,  boy,"  said  he,  moving  towards 
he  quarter-deck,  where  the  second  mate  was 
tanding. — '*'  is  it  not  strange  that  the  son  of 
larlech  is  not  yet  m  sight  ?  Suppose  he  ^ould 
um  traitor,  carrying  his  own  plans  into  execu- 
ion,  and  desert  our  cause.  Zookers  1  what  8 
iretty  condition  we  should  be  in.  Hang  the 
*ope  in  his  robes,  if  I  would  not  go  back  to  the 
ady  of  GSst,  and  plunge  my  dagger  hilt  deep  in 
ler  blood.  I  would  shout  her  dying  kodl 
0  the  tune  that  I  struck,  because  she  had  be- 
rayed  me.  Did  you  not  mark  that  something 
lassed  between  them  before  Ap  Dafydd  quitted 
he  house  ?  She  takes  good  care  to  keep  the 
aate  of  the  Eryr's  secrets  from  me,  I  am  more 
uzzled  than  ever,  to  disoiver  why  she  takes  bo 
eep  an  interest  in  his  family.  You  should  have 
eard  what  she  said  before  Ap  Dafydd  arrived 
ist  night.  I  have  had  my  eyes  opened.  She 
eclares  she  would  never  havo  turned  her  steps 
jwards  these  shores,  but  for  the  daughter  of 
larkch ;  that  if  a  hair  of  her  head  were  iojured, 
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her  curses  should  fiill,  sooner  or  later,  on  those  who 
were  the  cause.     She  made  me  promise  to  take 
the  child  to  VaDnes,  and  to  protect  her  on  board 
the  Eryr  during  the  voyage.       She  threatened,  if 
I  heeded  not  her  words,  1  should  see  her  double- 
knotted  handkerchief  at  the  mast  head,  Bapping 
more  heavily  in  the  gale  than  it  ever  flapped  be- 
fore.    Then  again,  the  threat  of  turning  the  evil 
eye  upon  one.  You  heard  that  threat,  Roderike  ? 
It  was  enough  to  scare  the  devil,  was  it  not  ? 
Her  anxiety  for  the  death  of  the  old  villain,  the 
keeper,  is  not,  I  know,  half  as  much  on  my 
account,  as  because  he  has  been  brutal  to  the 
daughter  of  Harlech.    The  child,  she  thinks,  will 
not  be  safe  in  her  own  land.     He  will  persecute 
her  people  to  death,  and  make  her  miserable. 
She  might  have  had  more  consideration  for  me, 
when  she  knows  Sir   Gilbert  is   my  bitterest 
enemy.     He  is  my  bitterest  enemy,  though  the 
lady  of  G^t  silences  me  whenever  I  would  make 
it  manifest.     I  will  now  tell  you  in  confidence, 
Roderike.     That  man,  from  interested  motives. 
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persuaded  my  fkther  to  turo  my  mother  aod 
myself  houseless  upon  the  wide  world.  Had  it 
not  been  for  the  good  Earl  of  Warwidc,  I  should 
have  begged  my  bread  from  door  to  door.  Some- 
time after  that  my  mother  was  poisoned,  through 
the  instigation  of  a  lady  of  rank ;  Sir  Gilbert  was 
her  tool.  He  committed  the  crime,  for  which 
service  she  procured  him  the  keepership  of  Har- 
lech. It  was  he  who  made  every  effort  to  get  me 
hanged,  and  upbraided  me  when  I  was  in  irons. 
He  told  me  his  revenge  was  sweet,  because  I  had 
revealed  to  Warwick  his  sordid  villany.  That  is 
the  man,  Roderike,  whose  life  I  crave  to  take, 
and  I  will  take  it  too.  Methinks  I  have  good 
cause  for  anxiety.  The  mate  of  the  Eryr  is  stiD 
not  in  sight.  The  Lady  of  GAst  professes  much 
solicitude  for  me.  What  care  I  for  her  professions, 
if  she  only  take  up  another's  cause,  and  leave 
me  to  fight  my  own  battle  ?" 

"  You  do  the  Lady  of  G6st  injustice,"  answered 
Roderike.  "  She  will  never  forsake  you,  Ap 
Rhys,  however  much  she  may  interest  herself  ifl 
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Ap  Dafydd.  As  to  her  mysteries,  tbey  are  a 
part  of  her  constitution.  Methinks  Kynfin  Tudor 
has  a  tincture  of  it  himself,  and  for  that  she  likes 
him  the  better^  and  encourages  him  in  nursing  it." 

'*  You  are  right  there,  boy.  The  son  of  Har- 
lech has  become  a  great  favourite  of  late  with 
her/'  replied  Dhu,  sarcastically. 

The  next  moment  he  paced  the  deck  with  a 
more  forbidding  expression  of  visage  than  before, 

"  Sail  ahoy !  sail  ahoy  1"  cried  Rodarike,  sud* 
deoly  turning  to  address  his  companion.  **  There, 
Dhu,  there's  our  boat  like  a  living  waterfowl 
skimming  over  the  waves.  Yn  enw'r  Brenhin ! 
see  how  she  spreads  her  wings,  and  with  what 
speed  she  scuds  before  the  wind.  Did  you  ever 
see  a  prettier  sight  ?  Now,  Dhu,  your  fears  were 
groundless.  The  mate  of  the  Eryr  will  be  at  his 
post  in  less  than  half  an  hour." 

*'  So  far,  all  well,"  replied  Dhu.  Immediately 
going  aft,  and  shouting  at  the  top  of  his  voice, 
*"  Sail  ahoy  1  sail  ahoy !  heave  to,  lads,  Ap  Dafyld 
is  in  sight." 
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'*  About  ship,  about  ship,  look  abeat],  boys !" 
resounded  over  the  deck. 

"  Soon  as  the  mate  comes  aboard,  teQ  him  I 
am  below,"  said  Ap  Rhys  authoritatively,  and 
instantly  disappeared  from  the  deck. 

"  Hollo  there,  Ap  Maelgwyn,  is  that  you  ?" 
shouted  Gam  at  the  moment  the  boat  ran  along- 
side. "  Does  the  skipper  think  us  late?  The 
sharks  !  we  have  had  a  tough  day  on  it,  I  can 
tell  you,  not  a  mouthful  between  our  lips  since 
we  parted  this  morning.  I  am  as  hungty  as  a 
wolf." 

"  Go,  and  make  the  best  of  your  time  then," 
said  Roderike,  as  the  man  came  aboard.  "  You 
will  sooD  have  something  else  to  do,  my  man. 
Your  day's  work  has  not  yet  begun."  Then  turn- 
ing to  his  fellow-mate,  he  continued  : — 

"  Ap  Rhys  has  been  in  a  terrible  way,  wonder- 
ing what  had  become  of  you.  Has  all  gone 
weU  ?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Kynfin  Tudor,  with  a  wild  and 
harassed  expres^oa  of  counteQance.  The  moment 


GLADYS   OP  HARLECH.  189 

afterwards  they  were  in   the  presence  of  their 
commaDder. 

"  I  am  glad  you  are  here,  son  of  Harlech.  I 
hope  yoa  have  heen  successful,  and  that  the  cAd 
maa  did  not  give  you  mncii  tronbte  ?"  sud  Dhu. 

"  I  had  to  work  him  up  to  it,"  replied  Ap 
Dafydd.  "At  first  he  objected  strongly  to  tike 
a  part  where  so  much  was  required  of  him.  He 
has  consented  to  all  except  taking  the  life  of 
Black  Donald,  the  porter.  There,  Dhu.  the  old 
mao  was  right,  and  I  rejoice  at  it.  Instead  of 
the  poison,  he  will  give  him  an  ample  portion  of 
the  intoxicating  powder.  That  will  serve  our 
purpose  just  as  wdl,  aod  spare  our  consciences 
from  a  fouler  deed." 

"  Aha  1  I  suppose  that  will  reconcile  you  to 
it  as  well,"  said  Dhu,  with  a  malicious  smile. 
"  Does  the  good  mother  know  that  ?" 

"  She  does.  I  have  hid  nothing  from  her," 
replied  Kynfin,  hurriedly,  "  and  she  is  please 
lather  than  dbpleased.  As  I  came  away,  sh 
bade  me  tdl  you,  that  as  you  \-alued  your  ow 
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board  your  ship,  not  to 
i  her  warning." 
rl"  said  Dhu,  ppttisht;; 
t  word,  just  like  ber.    I 
i  have  arruiged  aboat  tb« 

>  half  an  hour  after  mid- 
go  wrong,  the  L'ght  in  the 
inguisbed." 
I   Ap   Rhys;    "and   the 

the  chape!,"  resumed  Ap 
we  hare  not  much  time 
betto*  go  and  look  after 
t  take  two,  that  I  miT 
it  once,  and  leave  you  snd 
four  own  time." 
:  hour  indeed  steaJ  od  $o 
king  his  daggo"  from  his 
p  to  the  light.  "  Ayr,  it 
ittered  he,  with  a  fime 
afaclion. 
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Ap  Dafydd  and  Ap  Maelgwyn  tamed  away 
and  bastily  mounted  to  the  deck. 

"Roderike,"  said  Kynfin,  in  a  low,  earnest 
tODe,  "  your  heart's  blood  is  young.  I«t  not 
that  man  lead  you  astray.  By  the  meooory  of 
your  mother,  by  the  love  of  your  sister,  fly  the 
decks  of  the  EIryr." 

Roderike  looked  up  in  surprise,  but  was  in- 
stantly hurried  away  by  Dhu,  wbo  was  shouting 
to  him  to  come  aft. 

Soon  aftrrwards  Ap  Rhyx  leaped  into  one  of 
the  boats  and  said: — "Let  every  man  be  well 
armed,  and  keep  his  wits  about  him." 

No  soooer  had  they  taken  their  places  than 
Bbu  inquired  of  Ap  Dafydd  if  he  had  met  any 
of  the  young  masters  of  Cricceath  in  the  bay. 
Upon  Kynfio  answering  in  the  n^ative,  he  con- 
tinued : — 

"  We  bad  a  visit  from  one  of  them,  and  the 
felktw  had  the  impudraice  to  come  close  along 
side.  I  wonder  what  he  was  after  at  this  timi 
of  o^t.     No  doubt  going  to  report  us." 
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"  That's  DothiDg  new  for  him,  captain.  He 
i;oe8  over  every  day  to  Harlech  Castle,"  r^oined 
Maurice,  the  lad  who  bad  accompanied  them  to 
take  care  of  the  boats.  "  The  people  say  oo  our 
iide,  that  he  goes  to  see  his  lady-love." 

"  Yd  enw  'r  Brenhin  I  heart  and  soul  1  lad,  you 
ilo  mean  Mistress  Stacey  ?  They  say  od  it  at 
Harlech  that  she  is  going  to  wed  that  soft  jdly- 
isb  of  a  man  Master  Henry  Stourtoo." 

"  Mistress  Stacey  is  not  the  only  young  tady 
;here,"  answered  the  boy,  with  a  knowing  nod. 
'  It  is  not  for  me  to  say  which  is  the  favounte." 

The  son  of  Harlech  turned  round  and  fixed 
lis  restless  eye  upon  the  youth,  but  asked  do 
{utstion. 

"  Heart  and  soul  \  I  hope  it  is  not  the  little 
''rench  maiden,"  continued  Gam,  "  or  our  plans 
vill  be  upset  a  hit,  I  guess.  She  will  set  her 
ace  agiUDBt  coming  with  us.  Yn  enw  goodness ! 
ffhat  are  we  to  do,  then  t" 

"Take  her  by  force,"  said  Dhu  ap  Rhys. 
'  It  will  never  do  to  leave  her  behind,  after  she 
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has  been  let  into  our  secrets.  No,  zookers  I  if 
it  will.  Besides  the  Dewines  said  we  must  take 
both  or  neither  of  the  maidens.  What  says  the 
mate  of  the  Eryr  ?  He  won't  quit  the  castle 
walls  without  his  brother's  chSd,  or  I  am  mis- 
taken." 

**Smge  a  Jew's  beard!  who  would  have 
thought  of  our  captain  and  our  mate  turning 
gallants,"  said  one  of  the  men,  an  Englishman, 
''  and  our  '  Eryr  bach'  to  be  laden  with  fair  dam- 
sds  for  a  cargo?  The  friars!  this  is  a  new 
kick  up:  is  it  not,  lads?  I  wonder  how  we 
rough  uns  wiU  like  it." 

Jokes  passed  between  the  men  till  their  mirth 
became  damorous. 

''Hold  your  peace,  rascals!"  shouted  Dhu, 
angrily.  ''Let  spirits,  men,  or  maidens  be 
my  cargo,  I  exact  the  respect  due  to  a  captain. 
Now  listen  to  what  I  have  to  say  to  you  before 
these  maidens  come  aboard.  They  must  be 
treated  respectfully  by  every  man  of  us.  It  is  not 
only  my  command, but  that  of  the  Dewines;  and 

VOL.  II.  K 
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sobej  shaU  svriog  at  the  yard* 
m  captain  of  the  ErjT  and  tbc 
ly  of  Gfet." 

re  followed  by  a  »lenoe  old. 
an  exdamatioa  from  litde 
ponder,  captain,  what  is  that 

instantly  turned  to  where  a 
k1  light  streamed  across  the 
ncTeasing  at  every  stroke  of 

al  from  the  Cwm,"  said  Ap 
right." 

ikes  of  tiie  oar  ran  them  up 
■5  just  below  (he  castle  rocks, 
eaped  «sfaore. 

I  few  mibntes,"  said  Ap  D»- 
ing  his  band  upon  Ap  Rhys, 
and  he  bounded  up  the  diff 
a  wdd  goat. 

«  way  -clear?"  Bsked  the  sod 
arse  voice. 
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*'Ap  Dafydd  is  welcome,"  replied  the  old 
man. 

''And  the  roaidenSy  are  they  both  in  the 
chapel?" 

"  The  son  of  Harlech  has  only  to  seek  for 
them,  and  he  will  find  them/'  once  more  an- 
swered the  domestic.  "  Tarry  not :  call  up  your 
men. 

In  an  instant  Kynfin  sprang  forward  to  the 
edge  of  the  cliff  and  gave  a  shrill  whistle,  when 
he  was  again  at  the  portal,  on  his  way  to  the 
diapd. 

**  I  am  conie  at  length  to  set  you  free,  Gladys, 
my  child,'*  cried  the  familiar  voice  of  Kynfin 
Tudor,  as  he  entered  the  holy  sanctuary,  and 
fondly  folded  the  daughter  of  Harlech  in  his 
ttms.  To  Jacqueline  he  extended  his  hand,  and 
drew  her  near  to  him.  The  movement  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  few  hurried  whispers,  and  all  three 
kft  the  chapel  togeflier.  A  rush  of  many  foot- 
steps M  upon  their  ears.  Kynfin,  with  blanched 
cheeks  and  a  distracted  air,  drew  them  back. 

K  2 
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''What    is   that?''    inquired    the   maideDS, 

elinging  to  him  in  terron 

No  reply  was  given.  With  fearful  rapidity 
their  conductor  hurried  them  out  of  the  castle 
and  down  the  cliffs.  Ap  Dafydd  took  them  by 
turns  in  his  arms,  and  carried  Uiem  into  the 
4K)at.  The  next  moment  they  were  steering 
their  course  to  the  Eryr. 

Dhu,  in  the  meanwhile,  with  his  accompliees, 
followed  old  Rowland  to  Sir  Gilbert's  chamber, 
and  the  alarm  was  given. 

'*  Master,  master/'  cried  the  old  man  at  his 
door,  *'  the  fires  are  on  the  hills — the  freebooters 
and  mountaineers  are  making  havoc  amongst 
your  cattle."^ 

''  Rouse  the  garrison,  Rowland — let  the  dags 
loose,"  shouted  the  Keeper,  starting  upon  his 
feet,  and  hastily  putting  on  his  garments. 

"  Zookers  I  rouse  the  garrison  ! — let  the 
dogs  loose!  Hoary-headed  knave  1  you  are 
caught  like  a  Uon  in  the  toils,"  muttered  Dha 
to   himself,   as   he  stood   waiting  impatiently 
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for  his  victim,  a  few  paces  distant  from  the 
door. 

The  door  was  soon  open.  Sir  Gilbert,  with 
his  usual  impetuosity,  rushed  towards  the  stairs, 
muttering  as  he  went : — 

''Rowland,   you   fool,  where   the   devil   are 

you?     I  believe  the  fellow  has  gone  to  sleep 

•    ti 

again. 

Dhu  ap  Uhys  followed  dose  upon  Sir  Gilbert. 
Scarcely  had  the  Keeper  reached  the  top  of  the 
stairs,  when  the  pirate  placed  his  hand  upon  his 
shoulder  and  arrested  his  steps.  Sir  Gilbert 
iuming  round,  he  seized  him  by  the  throat, 
half  undressed  as  he  was,  and  dragged  him  down 
4he  staircase,  at  the  bottom  of  which  his  men, 
with  lighted  torches,  awaited  his  return. 

^'Miscreant!''  cried  the  rover,  looking  full 
and  fiercely  into  the  face  of  the  afirighted  man, 
"  dost  thou  know  me  ?  Look  at  me,  thou  sor- 
did villain.  I  am  Thomas  Nevil,  the  bastard  of 
Faucoobridge.  I  have  started  into  life  to  take 
sweet  vengeance — to  have  the  blood  of  my  old 
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enemy — to  show  no  mercy  to  him  who  never 
showed  mercy  to  another.  This,  too,  will  be  a 
lesson  to  thy  son  and  his  posterity.  It  will 
teach  him  and  Ihem  not  to  interfere,  as  thou  hast 
done,  with  smugglers  and  pirates — men  honester 
than  thyself  or  thine  ever  wfll  be— men  who 
have  received  more  wrong  from  the  crown  than 
the  crown  ever  received  from  them.  You  may 
look  pale,  poltroon  as  you  are.  The  evil  deeds 
you  have  visited  upon  me  and  mine  are  now 
about  to  be  avenged.  Your  teeth  may  chatter. 
You  shall  have  no  more  time  to  make  your 
peace  with  heaven  than  you  would  give  others, 
when  you  caught  them.'* 

The  keeper  was  speechless,  petrified,  before 
the  terrible  pirate  who  stood  over  him,  looking 
more  than  commonly  fierce  before  a  foe.  The 
victim's  hair  was  erect,  his  eyes  staring,  bis 
knees  knocking  convulsively  together — the  true 
sign,  the  very  picture  of  abject  misery,  of  petty 
tyranny  caught  in  its  own  toils.  He  raised  his 
hands  in  a  supplicating  attitude.     Dhu,  with  a 
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contemptuous  laugb,  replied   by  plunging  the 
dagger  into  his  heart. 

"  The  world  has  a  good  riddance  of  you,"  re« 
peated  Dhu,  disentangling  bimsdf  frooi  the  hold 
of  the  dying  man,  whose  unconscious  grasp  he 
flung  off,  and  fell  heavily  to  the  earth.  Tliere, 
contemplating  for  a  moment  the  deed  be  had 
achieved,  Dhu  exclaimed — 

"  It  ift  all  over ;" — ^addressing  his  men  in  a 
voice  of  savage  fierceness, — '^  Now  then  m9P> 
now  is  the  time;  unbolt  the  gates — ^let  in  the 
mountaineers  I'' 

A  pierdog  shriek  was  heard.  Lady  Stacey»  in 
her  white  robes,  fled  at  the  same  moment  across 
the  gallery  at  the  stair  foot.  Again  fearful  cries 
resounded  through  the  building,  and  Mistress 
Mavil  added  her  shrieks  to  those  of  her  distracted 
mother.  With  these  cries  ringbg  in  his  ears, 
the  pirate  chi^  received  the  men  from   the 

Cwm. 

''Now  lads/*  cried  he,  "  plunder  is  the  game; 
carry  off  all  the  arms.     Keep  the  fortress  man- 
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fully  for  the  sake  of  the  grand^daughter  of 
Dafydd  ap  Jevan,  till  the  Eryr  is  out  of  sight ; 
then  flee  to  the  mountains  my  brave  boys,  and 
let  the  enemy  be  kept  at  bay,  if  th^  attempt  to 
run  you  to  cover.  Success  attend  you  all,  is  the 
wish  of  the  sea  rover,  who  is  grateful,  deeply  so, 
to  the  brave  men  in  the  Cwm  for  their  as- 
sistance." 

Wrought  up  to  a  fearful  state  of  excitement, 
Dhu,  passing  the  great  gateway,  gave  a  shout  of 
triumph,  and  in  a  few  minutes  more  was  upon 
the  waves,  plying  the  oar  himself,  to  gain  as 
speedily  as  possible,  the  white  decks  of  the 
**  Eryr  bach."  No  sooner  had  that  object  been 
attained,  than  loud  shouts  of  savage  rejoicings 
arose  on  board,  creating  in  the  breasts  of  Gladys 
and  Jacqueline  a  terror  they  had  never  before 
known.  Clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  they  re- 
mained dose  together  in  a  small  cabin,  scarcely 
daring  to  give  utterance  to  the  secret  misgivings 
of  their  trembling  hearts. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

DiMppaintment — The  Catastrophe  disclosed — 
Fbw  of  Vengeance — The  sick  Pilot — A 
Weird  Woman's  held—lite  Spvrit-Fire. 

Two  hours  after  the  mountaineers  had  quitted 
the  castle  with  its  stupified  garrison,  Edward 
Stacey  and  young  Stourton  arrived,  with  ad- 
ditional revenue  officials,  to  be  in  readiness,  ac- 
cording to  arrangement,  for  the  decisive  attack 
upon  the  smu^lers  on  the  following  day. 

The  consternation  which  awaited  them  upon 
entering  the  walls  may  be  imagined.  The  gates 
stood  open ;  no  porter  was  ^  his  post.  The 
first  fearful  spectacle  that  greeted  their  astonished 
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aze  was  the  guardian  mastiff  lying  dead  across 
le  threshold. 
"Holy  Virgin  1"    ejaculated  young  Stacey— 
Henry,  something  dreadfiil  amst  have  hap- 
ened.     What  can  this  mean?" 

Not  a  sound  was  heard,  not  a  figure  moved 
cross  the  court.  Throwing  the  reins  over  his 
lorse's  neck,  the  yoong  man  hurried  forward  in 
ireathless  haste,  and  entered  the  deserted  hafl. 
^assing  from  room  to  room,  the  disorder  and 
levastation  which  he  encountered  at  every  step, 
ofused  fresh  terror  into  his  mind.  It  was  not 
ill  he  had  gained  the  gallery  that  the  blood 
vhoUy  forsook  his  cheeks — his  eyes  seemed 
eady  to  start  from  his  head.  Low  sobs,  stifled 
creams,  and  the  sight  of  bloodstained  garmeDts 
I  peared  before  him. 

"  Holy  Father  1  holy  Virgin  ! "  cried  he,  sup- 
wrting  himself  against  the  wall.  Henry  Stourtoo, 
vho  had  followed  dose  upon  his  footsteps,  also 
Irew  back.    In  a  few  minutes  more,  with  toKw- 
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stricken  frees,  they  were  stooping  over  the  gory 
remaiDS  of  Sir  Gilbert. 

So  perilous  was  the  state  of  the  country  at 
this  period,  that  property  became  preoariQus,  life 
hazardous,  and  plunder,  rapine,  and  murder, 
were  included  among  venial  crimes,  by  virtue  of 
sanctuary.* 

Lady  Stacey  and  Mistress  Mavil  were  both 
standing  near  the  spot,  the  latter  wringing  her 
hands  and  weeping.  The  b^eaved  widow  fixed 
hear  eyes  upon  the  face  of  her  son,  but  did  not 
speak.  She  appeared  not  to  recognise  him,  but 
stood  like  one  petrified,  pointing  towards  the 
murdered  man. 

"  Mother  1  mother ! "  cried  young  Stacey  in 
a  voice  of  agony,  "  who  has  been  guilty  of  these 
horrible  deeds?  Who  has  robbed  me  of  my 
father  ?    Who  has  committed  this  devastation  in 

*  Sir  John  Wynne,  in  his  History  of  the  Gwyder 
Family,  adduced  melancholy  facts  of  the  most  flagrant 
crimes  committed  daring  the  existing  factions  between 
the  honsesof  York  and  Lancaster.— 2^  j^^t^tiM  of  Wale^^ 
^  the  Rev.  J.  Evans. 
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nay  home?  Why  wiU  you  not  speak  to  me, 
mother  ?  Oh,  speak  to  your  son/'  contioued  he, 
approaching  her,  and  addressing  her  in  an  anxious 
tone  of  entreaty.  He  now  became  more  and  more 
alarmed  at  her  singular  conduct.  Iti  vain  he 
endeavoured  to  comfort  her,  or  restore  her  to 
reason.  She  was  immediatdy  removed  from  the 
sad  scene  to  her  own  apartment  Sir  Gilbert's 
remains  were  quickly  conveyed  from  the  gallery 
to  a  room  in  one  of  the  lowers. 

Some  hours  had  elapsed — young  Staoey  in- 
quiring in  great  agitation,  of  his  sister,  the  cause 
of  the  soene  which  he  had  witnessed,  she  replied — 
"  I  can  scarcely  tell  you :  our  artful  cousin 
and  the  hateful  Welsh  girl — it  was  they,  I  know, 
who  delivered  us  into  the  hands  of  the  viDains : 
both  have  disappeared,  and  left  not  a  vestige  of 
themselves  behind:  Tmagine,  Edward,  their  con- 
senting to  be  earned  away  by  a  brutal  set  of 
smugglers.  I  never  had  a  good  opinion  of  my 
cousin — artful,  treacherous,  ungrateful  creature ! 
I  wish  she  had  neyer  been  brought  over  here." 
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*'  You  may  be  doing  her  injustice,  Mavil," 
observed  her  brother ;  **  the  ruffians  may  have 
carried  the  girls  off  by  force.  I  cannot  think 
she  would  be  guilty  of  the  charge  you  make  out 
—no,  Mavil,  we  will  hope  it  is  not  so." 

"You  will   know  some   day,  Edward,  how 
much  you  are  mistaken.     You  are  not  aware 
what  things  have  been  going  on  of  late.     Jac- 
queline has  been  behaving  strangely.     We  all 
think,  independently  of  her  gratitude   to   the 
smuggler  who  preserved  her,  there  was  some- 
thing more  between  them.     You  should  have 
seen  the  distress  she  was  in  from  the  time  the 
revenue  officials  came  down.     It  was  but  yester- 
day morning  she  was  pleading  on  her  knees 
before  my  father  for  this  Kynfin  Tudor.     He 
refused  to  grant  her  petition,  and  she  turned 
white  with  passion,  and  kept  her  room  all  the 
day  afterwards.     Edward,  the  more  I  think  of 
it,  die  more  I  fed  convinced  that  she  it  was  who 
let  them  into  the  castle,  and  warned  them  of 
your  intentions.     Thus  they  had  time  to  escape. 
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Ul  this  w&s  done  out  of  the  spirit  of  rereDge  oa 
er  part." 

"What I  have  all  the  smugglers  gone?" 
isked  Edward,  with  impatience. 

"  Somebody  said  so.  That  honible  mnrdrrer 
vas  chased  in  his  vessel  by  the  cutta?  in  the 
)ay,  but  he  escaped  them.  I  wish,  Edward, 
'ou  bad  listeoed  to  the  waroings  not  to  meddle 
vith  them  and  that  terrible  womao  of  GSst.  It 
vould  have  beea  better  for  ua  all.  My  poor 
ather  I  I  wish  he  had  oever  come  here  among 
avages  I  We  shall  all  be  murdered.  We  sbsll 
lever  escape  from  the  land  alive.  Let  us  gu, 
brother — let  us  go  from  this  barbarous  land." 

Mavil  again  wrung  her  hands  in  despair,  and 
vept  bitterly. 

"  My  father  shall  be  revenged,"  sud  the  youi^ 
naster  of  Harlech  in  a  determined  tone.  "  I 
wear  by  all  that  is  holy  he  shall  be  revei^. 
fou  say,  and  old  Griff  will  say,  that  vile  daugb- 
er  of  Satan  had  a  finger  in  the  outrage.  My 
'engeance  shall  commence  with    her.      I  will 
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bum  her  at  the  stake,  with  all  who  have  partici- 
pated in  the  murder.     They  shall  suffer." 

"  Don't  be  violent,  brother.  I  intreat  you  to 
have  nothing  to  do  with  them.  If  you  do,  you 
will  be  murdered  too/'  cried  Mistress  Mavil  in 
her  terror. 

^  Better  that  we  should  all  be  murdered,  than 
my  vengeance  should  not  be  visited  upon  the 
assassins!"  retorted  Edward,  fearfully  excited, 
and  with  a  firm,  undaunted  mien. 

**  Come,  come,  Edward,  you  had  better  com- 
pose yourself,"  said  Henry  Stourton,  soothingly. 
^  We  will  do  all  we  can,  at  the  same  time  being 
careful  not  to  outstep  the  boundary  of  prudence, 
and  make  matters  worse." 

**  Don't  provoke  me,  Henry.  What  I  have 
said  I  intend  to  put  into  execution,"  answered 
youDg  Staoey,  savagely.  Neither  the  tears  of 
his  sbter,  nor  the  calm  intreaty  of  his  kinsman, 
could  in  any  way  divert  him  from  his  revengeful 
determination. 

Appalling  was  the  gloom  impending  at  this 
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time  over  the  castle.  Upon  every  visage  terror 
was  more  or  less  depicted.  Even  tlie  retunied 
guardsmen  moved  from  post  to  post  with  a  ner- 
vousness and  apprehension,  as  if  they  dreaded 
Sir  Gilbert's  spirit  would  appear  to  them.  None 
after  sunset  woiild  venture  to  cross  the  gallery 
where  he  fell.  They  spoke  in  whispers;  and 
the  slightest  noise,  sounding  through  the  rooms 
or  vacant  galleries,  instantly  blanched  every  cheek. 
Te  behold  such  a  melancholy  change  in  a  few 
short  hours,  was,  no  doubt,  sufiidontly  trying. 
The  aspect  of  thmgs  had  generally  twanged. 
The  blazing  fiiggots  no  longer  crackled  on  the 
hearth;  the  haip  no  longer  sounded  in  the 
hall;  the  doors  creaked,  unclosed,  upon  their 
hinges.  AU  was  desolate  and  forsaken.  Ver- 
mm,  as  if  eager  and  excited  by  the  soent  of 
blood,  came  out  from  their  lurking  holes,  and 
slowly  passed  along  the  haunted  gallery  or  crept 
across  the  apartments,  while  all  ether  living 
creatures  bore  marks  of  terror  and  sadness  too 
heavy  to  notice  matters  of  trivial  importance. 
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Had  Gladys  and  Jacqueline  seen  the  destruc- 
tion which  the  smugglers  and  mountaineers  had 
left  behind,  their  hearts  would  have  sunk.  For- 
tunately this  trial  was  spared  them,  though  other 
trials  still  awaited  them. 

Brfore  Sir  Gilbert  was  interred  in  the  castle 

chapel,  Henry  Stourton,  in  compliance  with  his 

cousui's  wish,  sought   means  to  ascertain  the 

particulars  of  the  recent   catastrophe.      From 

some  of  the  men  in  Harlech,  who  had  changed 

with  the  times,  and  now  called  themselves  warm 

partisans  of  Edward  of  York,  he  discovered  that 

the  mountaineers  had  kept  the  castle  in  their 

hands  for  six  hours ;  and  that  there  had  been 

evidcDtly  an  understanding  between  them  and 

the  smuggler  Dhu  ap  Rhys,  who  took  the  life  of 

the  Keeper  with  his  own  hand,  and  let  them  into 

the  castle.     By  various  other  details  mentioned, 

Heory  Stourton  came  to  the  conclusion,  that  the 

main  object  of  both  smugglers  and  mountaineers 

was  to  obtain  the  liberty  of  the  Welsh  maiden 

ttid  the  life  of  the  unfortunate  Keeper.     Not 
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perfectly  satisfied  on  this  point,  he  inquired  for 
Griff,  the  pilot,  and  told  one  of  the  men  to  go 
and  fetch  him,  not  mentioning  who  it  was  ^ho 
wbhed  to  see  him, 

"  Yn  enw  goodnees,  Master  Henry,  you  no 
hear  the  Dewines  has  caught  old  Griff  by  the 
leg,"  replied  the  man,  with  a  look  of  mingled 
horror  and  surprise.  "He  has  no  been  wdl 
this  long  while,  and  has  been  a*bed  for  the  last 
four  days.  He  takes  on  it  so,  he  says  he  knows 
the  Dewines  has  done  for  him,  and  all  because 
he  let  his  tongue  loose  upon  matters  bdongiag 
to  her.  I  no  think  he  see  you:  no,  indeed, 
truth,  Master  Henry,  it  is  no  use  you  gobg." 

"  Hold,  you  knave— I  will  go,"  replied  Heniy, 
impatiently.  "  Where  does  the  man  live  ?  Take 
me  there  at  once.  And  tell  me,  man — I  bare 
but  one  more  question  to  ask — Did  Griff  give 
the  smugglers  any  warning  of  our  proceedings 
against  them  f ' 

"  Well,  indeed,  truth,  Master  Henry,  I  think 
yes.     You  see  old  Griff  (his  wife  tdl  me)  he 
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fed  the  wind*  in  his  head  this  long  while.  I 
no  know  all ;  but  I  think  he  feared  the  Dewines 
in  his  heart.  Some  peope  say  he  tell  you, 
Master  Henry,  about  the  Dewines,  and  no  could 
sleep  for  vexing  on  it.'' 

**  That  is  not  answering  my  question.  I  know 
the  feUow  is  as  much  afraid  of  that  foul  lady  of 
G^  as  he  is  of  the  devil.  What  I  want  to 
know  is,  if  he  gave  the  smugglers  information  of 
what  we  had  got  in  store  for  them.  Can't  you 
speak  plain  ?" 

*^  WeU,  Master  Henry,  have  a  little  patience 
and  I  win  tell  you.  To  make  his  peace  with  the 
Dewines,  he  go  and  speak  to  the  smugglers.  I 
see  him  go  across  every  day,  and  I  see  him  one 
night  in  Dhu  ap  Rhys'  boat,  and  he  has  been  in 
bed  ever  since." 

After  descending  a  steep  path,  they  came 
suddenly  upon  the  pilot's  cottage,  and  Henry 
Stourton  immediately  gave  a  loud  knock  upon 

*  Any  malady  the  Welsh  call  wind. 
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the  door,  adding,  as  he  did  so,  "  We  will  see  if 
we  can't  get  admittance." 

A  woman  soon  appeared  at  the  entrance,  and 
asked  them  in  a  very  uncivil  tone  what  they 
wanted. 

''I  hear  your  old  man  is  ill,''  replied  the 
young  Englishman.  **I  have  come  to  see 
him." 

The  woman  looked  at  him  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  then  shaking  her  head  sullenly,  she  an- 
swered, with  much  severity  of  tone — 

**  Ymaith  &  thi  y  Sais  cas  !*  My  man  wiQ  no 
see  you — no;"  and  instantly  she  slammed  the 
door  in  his  face,  and  secured  it  by  a  strong  boU 
inside. 

"  Wen,  indeed,  truth,  Master  Henry,  I  feared 
it  would  be  on  it  this  way,"  observed  his  con- 
ductor, looking  very  ill  at  ease,  and  moving 
away  from  the  door. 

^'  Nonsense,  man :  you  don't  suppose  I  m 
to  be  treated  in  this  way  by  an  old  hag.    Doo't 

*  Get  yon  gone,  yon  hateful  6axoD. 
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you  be  SDeakiDg  off.  Wait  a  few  minutes,  and 
see  if  1  am  not  standing  fieuse  to  face  with  the 
old  pilot  very  quickly." 

After  repeating  these  words,  Henry  got  upon 
a  large  stone  close  to  the  window,  and  shouted 
to  the  top  of  his  voice,  that  if  she  did  not  let 
him  in  immediately,  he  would  go  and  fetch  the 
King's  men  from  the  castle,  and  seize  upon 
them  and  their  goods. 

This  threat  had  the  desired  effect.  The 
poor  woman,  with  a  terrified  countenance, 
opened  the  door,  and  once  more  appeared  before 
them. 

"  My  old  man  is  very  sick,"  said  she  apolo- 
getically, "  too  sick  to  see  any  one.  It  makes 
him  worse.  Have  pity  on  us,  Saxon.  I  am 
side  in  my  heart  about  him." 

''I  shall  not  detain  him  long,  my  good 
woman,"  replied  Henry,  softened  by  the 
wretched  appearance  of  the  object  before  him. 
"  Griff  and  I  are  old  acquaintances,"  continued 
he,  following  dose   upon   the  woman's   heels 
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till  they  reached  a  small,  dark  doset,  parti- 
tioned off  from  the  sitting-room  by  a  few  rude 
planks. 

"  Well,  old  pilot,  I  have  come  to  have  a  look 
at  you,"  said  Henry  Stourton,  drawing  near  to 
his  bedside.  "  On  my  sword  1  I  am  grieved  to 
find  you  so  iH." 

"  That's  a  foul,  hellish  lie !"  cried  the  pikt, 
starting  straight  up  in  his  bed,  and  glaring,  with 
extended  eye-balls,  upon  his  visitor.  "What 
brings  you  here — to  laugh  at  noe  ?  See  you, 
Saxon,  what  you  helped  to  do  for  me— you  hateful 
Saxon,  son  of  a  Saxon — curse  your  tongue — ^it 
sounds  like  rushing  water  in  my  ears !  Why  &d 
you  not  think  on  what  I  said  ?  My  words  have 
come  true." 

Young  Stourton  started  back  in  amazement, 
and  tiu'ned  pde.  The  glare  of  old  Griff's  eyes  was 
appalling — fire  literally  appearing  to  flash  fitxn 
beneath  his  shaggy  brow ;  this,  with  his  drawn 
nostrils  and  sunken  cheeks,  changed  his  whole 
appearance  to  such  a  degree,  that  in  the  sick 
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man   before   him  the   old   pilot  was  scarcely 
recognised. 

••  Look  at  me,  Master  Henry,  look  at  me," 
contiDued  old  Griff,  in  a  strange  and  unnatural 
tone.     *'  Do  you  know  the  once  merry  old  man, 
the  sharp  old  pilot,  who  learned  so  much  English, 
and  always  said  a  kind  word  for  them  foreigners? 
What  has  he  come  to  now?      The  Dewines' 
curse  is  upon  him.     O  Duw  anwyl ! — you,  you, 
Saxon,  have  been  the  cause  of  it— Go  away  with 
you,  Master  Henry.     The  wind  is  in  my  head 
burning,  burning  like  fire  itself.    The  Dewines  1 
the  Dewines  !    I  have  been  a  fool,  I  have  been  a 
madman;  curses  on  you,  you  Saxon — and  the 
Dewines  will  curse  you.     She  will  wash  your 
head,  with  her  broom,  and  drive  her  pitchfork 
into  your  shoulder,  as  she  has  into  mine.     Go, 
yoa  Saxon,  son  of  a  Saxon— I  see  her  mark 
upon  you.    There  it  is — take  him  away,  my  old 
wDman— take  him  away.    I  am  burning  here, 
1  am  suffocating.     *  (V  anwyl ! ' — send  him 
Way." 
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The  frantic  voice  of  the  delirious  man  ceased ; 
he  fell  back  upon  his  bed  exhausted;  yet  his 
arm  remained  raised,  and  his  finger  stiU  pobted 
at  Henry  Stourton,  who  stood  wondering  in 
silence  at  the  old  pilot's  ominous  words.  An 
involuntary  shudder  crept  over  his  frame.  Onoe 
more  glancing  at  the  sick  man,  a  prey  to  super- 
stition, he  hastily  quitted  the  cottage,  feefing 
that  no  information  could  be  obtained  there. 

Silently  and  sorrowfully  he  retraced  his  8tq» 
to  the  castle,  and  immediately  repaired  to  bis 
cousin's  apartment 

**  What  have  you  done,  Henry  ?"  cried  he,  in 
an  anxious  tone. 

"  Our  suspicions  have  been  confirmed,"  r^ 
plied  young  Stourton ;  "  the  freebooters  and 
smugglers  were  in  league  together."  He  then 
entered  into  all  the  fiicts  which  had  been  revealed 
to  him ;  and  the  moment  he  had  ceased  speak- 
ing,  Edward  Stacey  rose  from  his  seat :  "  Heoiyi' 
said  he,  taking  his  sword  from  its  scabbsnl, 
"  my  father  will  be  buried  to-morrow — I  thiist 
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for  revenge.  The  smugglers  are  beyond  our 
reach,  the  mountaineers  are  not.  On  them  I 
win  wreak  nay  vengeance — those  murderous 
vilhins — by  heaven !  I  will  give  them  no  quarter, 
men,  women  or  children.  They  shall  pay  the 
penalty  of  this  outrage.  We  will  make  a  regular 
massacre  of  them ;  the  revenue  officials  will 
assist  us." 

"  This  is  unlike  my  son/'  said  Father  Nutze, 
placing  his  hand  softly  upon  young  Staoey's 
shoulder;  "  I  told  your  father  that  no  good  would 
come  by  detaining  the  innocent  child  from  her 
home.  Recollect,  Edward,  that  the  Saxons  unmer- 
cifully persecute  the  children  of  the  soil.  Fault 
is  at  your  doors  as  well  as  at  the  freebooter's ;  let 
the  affair  pass  over.  Strictly  avoid  crossing  the 
path  of  these  wild  men  of  the  land.  Heed  my 
words,  that  it  may  go  well  with  you,  my  son." 
Young  Stacey  shook  off  his  hand  impatiently : 
"  No,  reverend  father,  the  cry  of  vengeance 
rises  from  the  dead.     I  shall  listen  to  no  other 

VOL.  II.  L 
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call/'  said  be»  passionately.  "  Don't  insmuate  to 
me  that  what  my  fath^  did  was  wrong.  What 
injufy  have  we  done  the  mountaineen,  thct 
you  should  place  such  an  injury  on  a  footing 
with  theirs  towards  us  ?  Why,  Father  Nutre, 
you  know  very  well  that,  from  the  time  we  came 
into  the  country,  we  have  been  persecuted  by 
those  marauders ;  you  irritate  me  by  talking  in 
this  way." 

''  Edward/'  said  Father  Nutze,  in  a  stem 
tone,  "  your  manner  and  words  pain  me.  I  will 
not  attempt  to  argue  with  you ;  but  oblige  me 
by  putting  off^  your  cruel  intention  for  the  pre- 
sent. Time  will  restore  you  to  reason,  and  you 
win  act  differently." 

"  Never,"  replied  the  young  Master  of  Harledi; 
**  my  father's  blood  shall  be  avenged,  let  what 
may  happen." 

Henry  Stourton  had  been  suddenly  called 
from  the  room  during  this  conversation,  and 
now  returned  with  a  visible  change  in  the  ex- 
pression of  his  countenance. 
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^'  Has  anything  hacppraed  ?"  inquired  Father 
Nutze. 

"  Yes,**  reptied  Henry,  **  a  fresh  misfortune ; 
a  messengw  has  jost  arrived  from  Caernarvon- 
shire with  the  intdligence  that  the  revenue  of- 
fidals  have  been  laying  siege  to  the  house  of 
G^.  The  witch  has  escaped,  and  some  of  the 
assailants  have  been  drowned  in  the  vaults.  All 
seems  to  be  going  against  us.*' 

**  How  did  it  happen  ?"  inquired  young  Staoey ; 
^  I  cannot  understand  how  they  could  have  been 
drowned.** 

**  They  broke  first  into  the  vaults  under  her 
dwelling :  the  door  being  forced,  they  entered  a 
passage,  long  and  narrow ;  here  they  were  fu- 
riously attacked  by  two  mastiffs,  uid  before  they 
had  proceeded  beyond  the  termination  of  the 
passage,  while  they  were  combating  the  dogs, 
they  were  overwhelmed  by  a  torrent  of  water 
nishing  in  upon  them  from  the  rear,  which 
drove  them  further  into  the  vaults.  These  being 
soon     fuU,    the    water    flowing    impetuously 

L  2 
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along   the  passage  to  find  its  level,  they  all 
perished." 

Father  Nutze  crossed  himself  devoutly.  The 
young  Master  of  Harlech  looked  at  Us  couan 
in  route  astonishment :  to  Henry  Stourton,  the 
pilot's  prophetic  accents  came  ringing  in  the 
ears.  Not  a  word  more  was  spoken  for  some  mi- 
nutes, as  if  each  present  felt  too  confused  in  mind 
to  suggest  or  propose  any  specific  course  of 
action. 

Ill  news  seldom  arrives  without  company. 
The  vengeance  of  the  Dewines  for  the  attadc 
upon  her  dwelling  had  ended  in  the  destnidicn 
of  the  attacking  party,  the  servants  of  the  crown, 
not  of  the  castle. 

Stephen  and  Tyrrel  Conyers  a  day  or  two 
afterwards,  came  to  Harlech  in  consternation, 
with  tidings  of  the  serious  destruction  of  the 
property  of  the  late  keeper,  and  of  their  own. 

"  I  do  not  understand  you,  I  am  confusd," 
cried  young  Stacey,  with  an  expression  of  per- 
plexity.    "  Do  you  say  the  witch  of  Gtet  has 
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been  destroying  our  property  in  Caernarvonshire? 
I  thought  she  had  taken  her  departure,  how  is 
this,  Stephen  ?" 

"  It  is  true  she  has  fled  the  country,  but  she 
has  left  a  fire-spirit  behind  her.  It  was  water 
the  witch  used  against  the  revenue  oflicers,  she 
has  now  punished  us  with  fire.  She  has  raised  a 
spirit  of  hell  against  us.  Cottages  have  been  con- 
sumed ;  stacks  and  bams  are  burning  even  now. 
The  Morfa  is  wasted,  ruin  is  upon  everything. 
The  cattle,  sheep,  and  lambs,  upon  your  sheep- 
walk  are  destroyed.  The  fire-spirit  has  poisoned 
the  grass,  poisoned  the  air,  all  that  eat  herbage 
there  die." 

"  The  holy  Virgin  protect  us !  you  cannot 
really  mean  fire,  a  spirit-fire  1*'  cried  Henry 
Stourton,  with  a  ghastly  hue  passing  over  his 
features.  ''  How  do  you  know  that  it  was  the 
witch  r 

'^  It  is  the  witch,  she  was  seen  on  the  night 
the  smu^lers  quitted  the  bay,  standing  on  a 
rock  in  the  middle  of  the  Mor&  Bychan  sands, 
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a  pale  blue  tordi  in  her  hand.  Afterwards 
she  was  observed  tracking  her  course  in  the  di- 
rection of  your  lands  and  setting  the  nursh  ea 

fire.     Every  night  since  then  it  is  to  he  seen. 

This  spirit-&e  is  hke  a  blue  flame.     Where  its 

track  is  marked  out,  the  judgment  of  the  Dewines 

is  consummated.      It  moves  sometimes  slow, 

sometimes  quick.     Tyrrel  and  I  were  there  hst 

night     We  saw  the  ricks  and  bams  flame  up, 

as  if  kindled  by  lightning,  and  the  grass  wither 

beneath.     Our  curiosity  was  so  great  that  we 

tried  to  catch  it  with  our  hands.     It  did  not 

bum.     Water  will  not  quench  it,  yet  it  consumes 

our  property.     If  you  call  to  it  very  loudly  it 

vanishes  away,  then  returns.     You  must  come 

and  see  it  Henry,  that  pale,  Uue,  flickering  flame 

hovering  like  a  ghost  over  the  wasted  land.    It 

shuns  the  sun's  light,  doubtless  because  it  comes 

from  the  father  of  evil  The  witch  of  G£st  hokb 

a  charm  i^nst  the  Saxons,  several  of  our  ricks 

and  barns,  and  many  of  yours,  are  burned*  Me* 

thinks  it  is  a  pity,  Stacey,  that  we  quairdliBd 
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with  the  ruler  of  the  sea  and  land.  The  country 
people  are  in  great  trouble.  Many  are  ruined, 
are  homeless,  and  curse  the  Saxons  for  having 
crossed  the  path  of  the  terrible  woman  of  GSst.'' 

Father  Nutze,  who  was  standing  near,  placed 
his  finger  to  his  breast  and  repeated  an  ave. 
Henry  Stourton  and  the  master  of  Harlech  were 
silent,  both  thinking  how  the  pilot's  words  were 
verified,  and  secretly  regretting  that  they  had 
turned  a  deaf  ear  to  his  warning.  Despite  his 
better  knowledge,  Stacey  began  to  fed  that  there 
might  after  all,  be  something  in  the  influence  of 
certain  mortals  with  invisible  agencies.  He 
thought  of  the  witch  of  Endor,  of  the  incantations 
of  which  he  had  read  and  heard,  of  the  extent  of 
the  popular  bdief  in  all  ages  in  such  visitations, 
and  was  half  persuaded,  notwithstanding  his  late 
disbelief  in  them,  that  they  might  have  some 
foundation  in  truth. 

"  Good  Father  Nutze,"  said  he,   "  this  is  a 
mysterious  affair.     Do  you  think  it  possible  that 
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terrible  woman  can  effect  such  wonders  at  ber 
will  ?  You  who  are  one  of  the  holy  order  will 
perhaps  enlighten  us  upon  what  foundation  we 
are  to  credit  such  agencies.     I  confess  it  shakes 


our  reason." 


*'  We  cannot  question  it,  my  son,  there  are 
supernatural  agencies.  The  only  difficulty  is  to 
define  between  the  true  and  the  fidse.  It  is  better 
to  believe  too  much  than  too  little  on  all  such 
questions,  in  order  to  be  safe.  As  to  the  medium, 
it  may  be  either  man  or  woman.  I  take  it  we 
find  woman  employed  early  in  tempting  man  to 
eat  forbidden  firuit,  and  why  may  she  not  become 
the  actor  in  scenes  of  mischief  again  ?  The  bdief 
that  time-consecrated  opinions  are  always  sound 
opinions,  my  son,  is  just.  I  believe  this  fearful 
woman  of  G6st  may  be  satanically  endowed." 

After  giving  this  opinion,  to  which  all  present 
paid  great  deference,  the  priest  was  silent.  His 
lips,  however,  moved.  He  was  reciting  prayers 
inaudibly:    while  all  present  seemed  occupied 
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with  the  jeopardy  of  their  existing  position,  rather 
than  any  indinatioQ  to  look  into  the  secret  cause 
of  their  troubles. 

Young  Staoey,  after  an  interval  of  silence,  again 
mentally  reiterated  his  determination  to  take 
vengeance  upon  the  people  in  the  Cwm,  to 
whom  he  ascribed  all  the  evils  that  had  befallen 
his  family.  He  did  not,  as  before,  express  his 
resolution,  but  it  became  the  main  fixture  in  his 
mind.  He  dreaded  lest  the  holy  man  should 
again  interfere.  In  secret  he  laid  down  a  plan 
of  operations,  it  must  be  allowed  more  the  result 
of  angry  inexperience  than  wisdom.  He  was 
not  more  dilatory  in  proceeding  to  action  than 
the  necessity  of  the  circumstances  required. 


It  3 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

Age  and  Scrraw — The  Refugee — An  Assault 
defeated — Death  in  the  Cottage. 

"OcH.  och,  Katherine,  my  good  KatheiiQe, 
I  never  thougfal  I  shoakl  live  to  see  this  dark 
day,**  ejaculated  the  unhappy  and  fmkm  widow 
of  the  great  Dafydd  ap  Jevan.  **  My  husbuid 
has  gone  before  me  to  the  abode  of  the  dead,  the 
home  appointed  for  all  living.  My  children  have 
forsaken  me.  Now  anwyl !  anwyl !  for  our  cause 
my  poor  people  are  plunged  into  danger.  The 
son  of  their  old  diief  is  not  here  to  help  them. 
Owy  ow,  Katherine  bach,  I  am  weary,  I  am  weary 
«f  my  life." 
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The  old  lady  was  seated  in  her  high-backed 
chair  in  the  chimney  corner,  when  these  mourn- 
ful accents  escaped  her  lips.  Katherine  had  just 
informed  her  of  young  Stacey's  anger,  and  his 
cruel  intention  of  attacking  the  people  in  the 
Cwm,  and  giving  them  no  quarter. 

For  the  last  few  hours  Howel  had  been  en- 
gaged in  turning  over  huge  pieces  of  stone  and 
wood  across  the  footpath  leading  to  the  retreat. 
Of  late  it  had  become  much  worn  and  trodden, 
and  the  old  man  was  apprehensive  lest  the  way 
to  their  rocky  abode  should  be  tracked. 

"  Come  near  to  me,  Howel,  I  want  to  speak  to 
you,"  said  Mistress  Tudor,  in  a  weak  voice,  the 
moment  he  appeared  in  the  doorway.  ''  I  am 
sick  at  heart  about  the  good  people  in  the  Cwm. 
I  have  been  thinking  how  I  can  help  them.  I 
know,  Howel,  that  it  is  dark  and  foggy  to-night, 
the  time  is  urgent ;  you  teU  me  the  Saxons  may 
be  here  to-morrow.  Go  down  the  glen  and  tell 
the  people  that  Ap  Jevan's  widow  has  enough 
room  at  Cader  y  Oil  for  many  of  their  wives  and 


228  GLADYS   or   HARLECH. 

children.  Let  all  those  who  are  weak  aod 
infirm  come  to  me,  and  we'll  give  them  shdter. 
They  shall  remain  till  the  storm  has  passed  over. 
They  will  be  safe  here  from  the  cruel  blood- 
hounds. It  will  make  the  widow  of  Dafydd  ap 
Jevan  happy  in  knowing  that  they  are  secure. 
Katharine  will  get  ready  accommodations  for 
them," 

The  old  sentinel  listened  attentively  to  the 
co.Timands  of  his  mistress.  The  moment  her 
voice  had  ceased,  he  crossed  the  apartment,  and 
leaching  down  an  old  jerkin  that  had  once  seen 
better  days,  and  fastening  it  securely  round  his 
person,  he  prepared  to  leave  Cader  y  Cil  to 
execute  his  mistress's  command.  He  was  d&> 
tained  a  few  minutes  by  Katherine,  who,  would 
not  let  him  go  without  a  mug  of  warm  ale  to 
support  his  strength,  and  prevent  his  old  boaes 
from  catching  cold,  for  it  was  growing  late.  A 
little  black  terrier  that  fondled  and  jumped 
about  his  legs,  followed  close  at  his  master's 
heels,  and  was  his  only  companion  on  his  noc- 
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turnal  route  through  the  wild  and  rocky  glen  of 
Cwm  Bychan« 

In  every  hut  Howd  entered,  he  found  the 
inmates  in  a  state  of  consternation.  Many  were 
on  the  point  of  setting  out  from  their  habita- 
tionsi  others  were  preparing  to  do  the  same,  and 
some  of  the  cottages  were  entirely  abandoned. 

With  joy  the  women  received  the  message 
from  the  relict  of  their  noble  chief.     Touched 
by  feelings  of  gratitude,  they  clasped  their  in- 
fants in  their  arms^  and  hastily  gatiiering  toge- 
ther a  few  articles  of  clothing,  prepared  to  set 
out  in  a  body,  with  the  worthy  old  sentinel  for 
their  leader.     Their  hearts  full  of  anxiety,  they 
parted  from  their  husbands,  fiathers,  and  bro- 
thers.    When  the  name  of  Saxon  passed  from 
lip  to  lip,  the  children  clung  in  terror  to  their 
mothers. 

The  young  men,  and  all  those  who  were  able 
to  exert  themselves,  collected  their  arms,  and 
devised  plans  to  defeat  the  common  foe.  It 
was   universally  agreed  that  filing    up  to  the 
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heights  would  insure  their  own  safety  and  plaee 
them  in  a  position  to  inflict  fearful  injury  upon 
their  unsuspecting  enemy. 

As  soon  as  the  old  men,  women,  and  duldreo, 
were  safely  lodged  within  the  strong  walls  of 
Cader  y  Oil,  some  of  the  mountaineers  who 
had  accompanied  thor  wives,  at  Howel's  request, 
blocked  up  the  out^  entrance  with  huge  pieces 
of  broken  rock,  in  a  manner  that  would  dude 
a  scrutinizing  eye.  Meanwhile  Howel  secured 
the  inner  door,  by  throwing  oaken  beams  across, 
sustained  with  stones  and  earth. 

**  Katherine,  my  old  girl,"  said  Howd,  iqxm 
the  completion  of  his  work,  '^  I  think  we  are 
now  in  a  position  to  defy  every  Saxon  in  Wales. 
We  have  only  to  keep  order  in  the  house,  and 
to  be  careful  of  the  provisions;  for  we  don't 
know  what  these  Saxon  dogs  are  after.  Th^ 
may  prowl  about  the  glen  for  some  time.  We 
dare  not  leave  these  walls  by  night  or  day,  for 
none  of  us,  I  think,  would  like  to  fell  into  thdr 
jaws,  so  Katherine  bach^  this  is  our  position.'' 
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''I  win  do  my  best  with  the  provinbiis/' 
replied  KathetiDe ;  **  should  all  beside  oome  to 
want^  I  win  take  care  that  our  good  mistress 
shafl  not." 

**  That's  right,  a^  oLd  girl/'  resumed  Howel ; 
^  and  now»  Katherioe,  I  have  a  little  bit  of  news  to 
teU  you ;  Sir  Gilbert  was  buried  yesterday,  and 
aU  the  Harlech  folks  were  present  at  the  Ifuneral. 
They  had  a  dinner  given  them  in  the  court  of 
the  castle." 

*'  O'r  Tad  anwyl !"  ejaculated  Katherine. 
hcddiog  up  her  hands  in  astonishment ;  '*  and 
these  are  your  Harlech  men  ?  WeU,  in  truth,  I 
am  glad  our  old  chief  has  not  lived  to  see  this 
day." 

"That's  not  aU,  Katherine/'  interrupted 
Howd ;  '*  young  Stacey  made  a  speech  to  the 
men,  and  told  them  that  we  fellows  in  the  Cwm 
were  a  set  of  lawless  murderers,  that  we  did 
evil  in  the  sight  of  the  saints,  and  that  he  would 
pay  them  weU  if  they  would  help  him,  in  the 
name  of  the  King,  to  exterminate  them  from 
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the  land.  Our  friend  Owen  Lloyd  told  me 
this ;  he  is  afraid,  for  the  sake  of  gold,  they  will 
go  agunst  us." 

"  Ow,  ow  1"  gasped  Katherine,  «  wfFt  iddynt !" 
in  expression  of  her  contempt;  "our  men  of  Har- 
lech, our  countrymen  to  turn  against  us,  and  the 
widow  of  their  dead  chief  1 — It  cannot  be  trae. — 
Don't  tell  my  mistress,  Howel,  for  she  is  already 
sick  in  body  and  soul.  I  fear  soon,  she  will  be 
taken  from  us.  She  grieves  now  more  than 
ever.     Ow,  ow,  I  feel  in  my  heart  for  her." 

''  Indeed,  truth,  I  am  sorry  too,  Katherine 
bach,"  replied  Howel,  pensively,  and  shortly 
afterwards  he  turned  away,  to  perform  some 
duty  which  he  had  omitted. 

At  an  early  hour  on  the  following  morning, 
Harlech  was  in  commotion.  Groups  of  people, 
with  anxious  countenances,  stood  in  different 
parts  of  the  town,  conversing  in  low  voices,  and 
a  small  party  of  men  slowly  proceeded  to  the 
castle.  Many  pointed  at  them,  and  condemned 
them  fcM:  the  part  they  had  taken,  and  children 
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ran  from  all  quarters,  and  followed  them  with 
damorous  voices.  An  hour  after  the  sun  was 
on  the  tops  of  the  distant  hills,  a  stiff  breeze 
drove  in  the  advancing  tide  far  upon  the  shore. 
That  sound  alone  had  Men  upon  the  ear,  before 
the  party  issued  from  the  castle,  and  proceeded 
on  their  ^^ay  to  Cwm  Bychan.  Edward  Stacey  and 
his  kinsman  Henry  Stourton  were  mounted  on 
two  strong  nags,  and  headed  a  body  of  well-armed 
men.  The  young  master  of  Harlech  was  mor- 
tified upon  discovering  that  scarcely  half  those 
who  had  been  in  the  castle  on  the  previous 
day,  had  made  their  appearance.  Enquiries 
were  circulated,  but  no  satisfactory  reply  could 
be  obtained  as  to  the  cause  of  their  absence. 
This  incident  damped  the  spirits  of  their  young 
leader,  and  Henry  Stourton's  secret  forebodings 
increased.  Neither  Englishmen  nor  Welshmen 
exchanged  a  word,  but  proceeded  on  their  way 
in  silence. 

The  morning  was  beautifully  clear,  the  high 
wind  had  driven  every  cloud  out  of  the  horizon, 
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and  for  the  first  mile  or  two,  the  deep  blue  oceaa 
ky  spread  oat  before  them»  an  emblem  of  peaces 
Here  and  there  a  fishing-boat  tossing  on  the 
edge  of  the  surf,  attracted  the  eye.  Soon  the 
party  turned  their  horses'  heads  towards  the 
ascent  to  the  glen.  Their  anxiety  increased 
rapidly,  on  meeting  with  no  human  creature, 
and  finding  every  cottage  deserted. 

<<  Set  them  all  on  fire  !"  cried  Edward  Staoejr, 
in  a  commanding  tone.  "  I  will  have  every  one 
fjf  them  razed  to  the  ground !  The  cowardij 
rascals,  they  have  taken  to  their  heek.  Is  not 
this  provoking  ?  It  is  evident  they  have  beea 
informed  of  our  intentions ;  we  shall  discover 
them  soon." 

The  crackling  flames,  and  the  lurid  sparks 
rising  in  all  directions,  terrified  the  hcwses. 
Edward  Staoey,  in  as  cheerful  a  tone  as  he  cooU 
assume,  called  aloud  :— 

''Come  along,  my  men,  the  oottfl^es  wil 
bum  without  our  watching  them ;  we  must  be 
off  in  the  chase  of  these  miserable  savages." 
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"  I  have  just  been  questioniog  some  of  the 
Haiiech  men,"  said  Henry  Stourton,  trotting 
up  to  the  side  of  his  kin&man.  **  I  believe  there 
w  treachery  among  them ;  no,  not  one  of  the 
lascak  will  give  a  straight-forward  answer. 
Edward,  warmngs  have  been  given  to  us ;  we 
tium  a  deaf  ear  to  them  all ;  I  wish  we  were 
out  of  the  gkn." 

'*  Confound  you,  and  the  devil  take  them  !'* 
filled  tbe  master  of  Harlech,  bitterly ;  ^'  for 
heaven's  sake,  Henry,  don't  hamper  me  with 
your  forebodings.  On  my  sword,  if  you  are 
not  growing  as  cowardly  and  superstitious  as 
my  of  these  Welsh  fools." 

As  they  continued  travelling  up  the  glen,  the 
track  became  more  rough  and  dangerous.  Tbe 
EogKriunen  found  it  di£Bcult  to  keep  up  at  all 
with  their  ezctfted  young  leader,  who  at  times 
was  so  abstracted,  that  he  did  not  know  if  his 
party  were  dose  upon  his  heels,  or  how  much 
he  was  in  advance  of  them,  Henry  Stourton, 
however,  by  continually  shouting,  prevented  any 
from  bemg  left  entirely  behind. 
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Upon  a  turn  in  the  road,  they  came  suddenly 
in  sight  of  a  large  building,  standing  out  in 
bold  relief  upon  an  eminence. 

'^  There  is  their  meeting- place/'  cried  young 
Stacey  ;  "  I  should  not  wonder  if  the  scoundreb 
have  concealed  themselyes  within  its  walls !" 

**  Not  unlikely/'  rejoined  his  kinsman ;  "but 
they  are,  no  doubt,  prepared  for  us,  and  will 
keep  us  at  bay ;   we  ought  to  be  carefiiL" 

**  Well,  Sir  Circumspect,  let  it  be  so/'  replied 
Edward ;  '*  but  as  sure  as  I  live,  we  will  make 
a  bonfire  of  them  all.  Should  they  attempt  to 
escape,  give  them  no  quarter." 

The  young  leader  leaped  from  his  horse,  and, 
having  caUed  to  his  men,  prepared  unmediatdy 
to  scale  the  mountain's  side. 

After  a  fatiguing  ascent,  they  reached  the 
edifice.  To  their  mortification,  when  the  rude 
doors  were  thrown  open,  no  living  creature  was 
there. 

Some  swore,  some  laughed,  while  young 
Stacey  could  not  conceal  his  annoyance. 
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''WeD,  Master  Edward,  what  will  you  do 
now  ?''  inquired  one  of  the  Welshmen^  winkin  g 
at  some  of  his  companions,  and  remarking  in 
his  own  tongue  what  a  fool  the  feUow  has  made 
of  himself. 

"  Send  you,  you  insolent  knave,  over  yonder 
precipice,"  retorted  the  master  of  Harlech, 
greatly  irritated  at  the  manner  and  tone  of  the 
speaker. 

"Gently,  Edward,''  said  Henry  Stourton, 
"  you  gain  nothing  by  these  hasty  words ;  did 
you  not  say,  you  wished  the  building  to  be  set 
on  fire  ?" 

"  Set  on  fire,  yes,  with  the  devil's  own  fire," 
cried  Edward,  passionately,  ^'  and  then  let  us  be 
off.     Forward,  forward  1" 

Scarcely  had  they  regained  the  foot  of  the 
eminence,  when  the  building  was  in  a  mass  of 
flame,  rising  and  curling  with  the  gust  of  wind 
which  swept  down  the  mountain's  side. 

"  We  shall  leave  a  trace  behind  us,  I  guess," 
cried  Edward,  with  an  exulting  laugh,  as  he 
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]«moanted  his  horse,  and  looked  up  at  the 
bonung  edifice.  "  Henry,  what  fools  we  han 
been ;  why,  there  are  the  Uood-hounds !"  coa- 
tinued  he^  suddenly  changii^  his  voioe,  and 
placing  his  band  across  his  fordiead  with  a 
distrustful  look.  *'  On  my  sword,  I  think  I  am 
losing  my  senses.  If  we  had  only  thought  of 
them,  what  trouble  we  might  have  saved  oor- 
selves,"  and  the  next  moment  he  was  idioutiDg 
to  his  men ; — 

"Let  the  blood-bounds  loose! — Let  the 
bloodr-bounds  loose  I  All  be  upon  the  watch, 
while  those  swiftest  of  foot  shall  reoave  a 
double  gratuity.'* 

For  a  few  minutes  all  were  in  confusion,  ar- 
ranging themselves  according  to  the  orders  of 
their  young  leader.  Meanwhile,  unfettered  from 
their  chains,  the  f(nt>Gious  hounds  gave  tongue, 
and  soon  were  were  in  full  cry  up  the  ^en, 
their  voices  echoing  and  reechoing  among  the 
rocks.  This  had  the  effect  of  cheering  the 
drooping  hearts  of  the  jmrsuers,  their  excite- 
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ment  every  instant  increasmg.  Hallooiog  and 
ydling,  they  kept  up  at  a  good  pace  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  dogs,  that  contmued  on  their  way 
tin  they  reached  the  spot  under  Carreg  y  Seatb, 
and  there  they  stopped.  They  then  ran  back, 
and  holding  their  iieads  high  in  the  air,  bayed 
and  bayed  again;  once  more  retracing  their 
steps,  they  appeared  puzzled  which  way  to  take. 

Edward  Stacey,  Henry  Stourton,  and  those 
most  swift  of  foot  now  came  up  in  breathless 
haste  to  the  spot.  Scarcely  had  they  lime  to 
look  around  them,  when  the  yell  of  their  exult- 
ing enemy  reached  their  ears,  accompanied  by 
showers  of  huge  stones,  hurled  dovm  witii 
frightful  velocity  from  the  heights  above.  So 
deadly  were  they  in  effect,  that  many  of  the 
unfortunate  men  were  instantaneously  crushed 
to  death. 

The  confusion  of  sounds  was  deafening.  Tells 
of  terror,  shouts  of  triumph,  the  loud  ydpings 
of  the  bloodhounds,  again  off  upon  the  scent,  all 
combined  to  make  the  most  terrific  discord. 


240  GLADYS  OF  HARLECH. 

Springing  aside  from  a  falling  stone,  Edwud 
Staoey  lost  his  balance  and  fell  backwards ;  whik 
Henry  Stourton,  at  that  moment  sedng  his 
danger,  was  in  the  act  of  rushing  to  his  assist- 
ance, when  he  was  thrown  violently  to  the  earth, 
where  he  lay  half  concealed  by  one  of  the 
destructive  rocky  missiles. 

The  cry  of  agony  and  of  distress  brought 
those  men  who  had  just  come  up  in  the  rear  to 
their  assistance.  At  the  peril  of  their  own 
lives,  they  succeeded  in  gaining  possession  of 
the  wounded  man,  and  carrying  him  out  of  the 
reach  of  the  enemy.  In  horror  they  gazed  upon 
their  mutilated  companions ;  and  no  sooner  had 
they  arranged  themselves  beyond  the  reach  of 
the  stones  than  showers  of  arrows  flew  amongst 
them,  and  compdled  them  to  fly  in  self-defeooe, 
bearing  along  vnth  them  their  wounded  com- 
rades. Their  young  leader,  who  had  beea 
stunned  by  a  flying  stone,  could  give  them  no 
directions.  Henry  Stourton,  from  loss  of  blood, 
remained  at  that  moment  insensible.    In  this 
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condition  the  Englishmen  fled  down  the  glen, 
leaving  the  bloodhounds  alone  to  combat  with 
the  exulting  mountaineers. 

Scarcely  had  the  retreating  Saxons  disap* 
peared  from  sight,  when  those  sanguinary  ani- 
mals, after  a  long,  circuitous  range,  rushed  in 
full  cry  upon  the  summit,  from  whence  the 
Welshmen  had  committed  so  much  havoc. 

'^  Now,  lads,  courage  !"  cried  two  or  three  of 
the  bold  leaders ;  and  all  turned  round  to  face 
the  furious  beasts.  "  Let  us  do  for  these  savage 
bounds  as  we  have  done  for  the  cruel  Saxons, 
their  masters." 

In  an  instant  every  man  was  ready  with  his 
spear  and  battle-axe,  and  a  fierce  struggle  en- 
sued. Some  of  the  men  were  torn  by  the 
dogs  before  they  could  dash  out  their  brains 
and  hurl  their  carcases  over  the  precipice. 

When  the  last  of  the  pack  was  thrown  down 
the  craggy  height,  whirling  in  mid  air,  a  loud 
cry  of  delight  burst  from  every  lip.  Their  shouts 
re-echoed  among  the  rocks.      ''Our  mothers, 
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children,  and  our  wives  are  safe!  We  have 
done  for  them  !  Let  the  Saxons  or  the  blood- 
hounds appear  again  in  the  Cwm.  They  riiall 
never  escape.  We  will  teach  diem  the  laws  of 
our  own  land,  these  base  invaders.  They  boasted 
they  would  destroy  us  to  a  man.  What  have 
they  got  by  it  ?" 

Expressions  such  as  these  passed  from  lip  to  lip. 
But  none  descended  from  the  heights  before  they 
had  knelt  down  and  offered  up  thanksgivings. 

Shortly  after,  those  whose  wives  and  children 
were  concealed  among  the  distant  hUls  sepaniteii 
from  their  companions,  hastened  to  them,  and 
communicated  the  glad  tidings.  Meanwhile  the 
rest  of  the  men  repaired  to  Cader  y  CiL  No 
sooner  had  they  reached  the  spot  than  with 
another  wild  shout  of  rejoicing  they  tore  away 
the  large  stones  from  the  doorway,  and  parents 
and  children,  husbands  and  wives,  were  sooo 
locked  in  each  other's  embrace.  Many  wept 
for  joy.  Others  danced  about  with  uncontrol- 
lable delight. 
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"Wt !  wi !  wi !  our  fidlieFs  have  driven  awav 
tke.  Saxons  and  have  frightened  them  out  of  the 
glen/'  cried  the  infant  voices,  in  tones  of  glee. 
"The  blood  of  the  dogs  is  aprinkled  on  the 
rocks.     Wi!  wi!  wi!" 

Mistress  Tudor  received  the  intelligence  with 
uplifted  hands,  and  a  beam  of  pleasure  passed 
over  her  wan  features. 

All  endeavoured  to  cheer  and  comfort  the 
widow  of  the  great  champion  of  Merioneth  by 
assuring  her  that  the  daughter  of  Harlech  would 
soon  be  restored  to  them;  and  that,  while 
ihey  could  wield  a  battle*axe,  no  Saxon  should 
again  enter  the  Cwm.  Their  chieftain's  grand- 
daughter should  be  safe,  and  remain  with  her  to 
the  end  of  ber  days.     They  had  said  it. 

This  night  of  rejoicing  in  Cader  y  Cil  was  a 
striking  contrast  to  the  scenes  that  were  taking 
place  at  the  same  time  within  the  walls  of  Har. 
ledi  castle.  Henry  Stourton  had  been  brought 
home  in  a  precarious  state.  One  of  his  legs 
was  broken,  and  he  was  terribly  braised.     At 
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this  fresh  calamity  Mistress  Mavil  was  wdl  nig^ 
distracted.  She  was  a  constant  attendant  upon 
him»  and  wept  over  him  incessantly.  Young 
Stacey  soon  recovered  from  the  blow,  deqdy 
distressed  about  his  cousin.  He  now  blamed 
himself  bitterly  for  having  acted  contrary  to  the 
wishes  of  his  family. 

Every  hour  the  invalid  grew  worse.  "  Is  old 
Griff,  the  pilot,  dead  ?"  he  asked  many  times  in 
the  course  of  the  day.  At  last,  when  the  news 
arrived  that  the  old  pflot  was  gone,  and  the 
whole  of  Harlech  town  were  persuaded  diat  the 
Dewines  had  taken  him,  Henry  Stourton  raised 
his  head  and  uttered  a  bitter  ay. 

-'Oh!  Mavfll  Mavil r  said  he,  ''foigiveme 
for  all  my  past  uhkindness  to  you :  forgive  me 
for  taking  the  part  of  the  captive  maiden,  and 
causing  you  so  much  uneasiness:  forgive  me, 
Mavil,  I  shall  soon  follow  old  Griff.  He  told 
me  that  the  mark  of  that  terrible  woman  of  the 
bay  was  upon  me — that  this  evil  day  wouki 
come.     Can  you  see  it  ?     He  said  it  was  bare 
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on  my  shoulder.  The  mark  of  that  terrible 
witch  of  Gdst  Where  is  Edward?  Mavil, 
make  him  promise  that  he  will  never  more  raise 
his  hand  against  any  one  in  this  land.  Make 
him  promise.'' 

In  vain  did  Mistress  Mavil  attempt  to  soothe 
the  sick  man.  In  vain  did  Edward  promise  to 
do  as  he  was  requested  Still  Henry  raved  on» 
repeating  the  same  words  over  and  over  again. 

After  many  hours,  the  larger  portion  of  the 
time  delirious,  and  passed  in  groans  and  agony, 
be  with  his  expiring  breath  apostrophised  the 
Dewines  and  old  Griff,  the  pilot,  untQ  his 
accents  were  no  longer  audible. 
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CHAPTER    XIIL 

A  Pirate  Bark— The  Sea  Rover — Unexpected 
results — Maiden  attractions. 

The  sun.  had  almost  set  before  the  auddm 
ventured,  to  lemre  their  cabins  when  Rohodt  ^h^ 
bad  beeai  upon  the  watcb^  hastily  advaooed  to 
show  them  into  that  of  the  ohief.  As  thef 
entered,  the  bold,  fierce,  yet  handsome  oom- 
mander,  Dhu  ap  Rhys,  rose  and  bowed  cour- 
teously. Kynfin  Tudor,  who  was  present  on 
their  entrance,  hastily  drew  near,  and  having 
spoken  kindly  to  Jacqueline,  passed  on  to  greet 
his  brother's  child,  with  that  warmth  of  maniier 
which  was  peculiar  to  his  character. 

"  My  Gladys  bach  !"  said  he, ''  how  eanestfy 
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I  have  longed  for  this  moment !"  The  wild  ex* 
pressimi  of  his  countenance  was  softened,  as 
looking  upon  her  features,  he  there  traced  a 
likeness  to  her  mother.  "I  only  regret,  my 
dear  G^dys,  that  we  are  not  in  our  mountain* 
home  by  the  side  of  your  grandmother ;  let  us 
hope  that  the  day  when  we  shall  be  there  is 
not  far  off.'' 

"  We  win  hope  so  I  It  lightens  my  heart," 
replied  Gladys,  returning  the  pressure  of  her 
uncle's  hand;  and  taking  a  seat  by  his  side, 
she-  continued  in  her  usual  soft  tone  :—- 

"Unde  Kynfin,  when  I  look  at  you  my 
thoughts  are  carried  back  to  the  old  time  in  the 
Cwm.  I  was  then  quite  a  child,  yet  I  seem  to  re- 
member your  features.  When  we  return  to 
Cader  y  Oil,  I  trust  you  will  never  again  leave 
U8,  but  remain  there  to  increase  our  happiness." 
"  Your  words,  Gladys  bach,  find  an  echo  in 
my  heart/'  replied  Ap  Dafydd.  At  the  same 
moment,  looking  across  the  table,  and  becoming 
aware  that  Dhu's  eyes  were  riveted  upon  the 
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beautiiiil  face  of  his  niece,  in  an  instant  an 
involuntary  shudder  crept  over  his  firamCi  and 
he  instinctively  drew  his  charge  nearer  to  hint 

Gladys  saw  by  the  expression  of  his  ooun- 
tenance  that  something  of  a  painful  nature  had 
crossed  his  mind.  In  a  moment  she  changed 
the  subject,  by  asking : — 

''Shall  we  be  long  in  sailing  to  Vannes? 
I  hope  not  1" 

**  It  depends  upon  wind  and  weather,  if  I  may 
venture  to  answer  that  question/'  said  Ap  Rhys, 
anxious  to  attract  the  maiden's  attention.  **  I 
fear  by  your  last  sentence,  the  sea  has  no  charm 
for  you  ?" 

''No  charm,  oh  yes  it  has!"  murmured 
Gladys.  The  azure  waters  of  Cardigan  bay  rose 
at  once  to  her  imagination,  with  the  room  from 
whence  she  had  so  frequently  looked  down  upon 
them  with  feelings  of  enthusiastic  admiration. 

From  a  child  she  had  loved  the  ocean.  The 
weary  days  of  her  captivity  had  been  cheered 
by  its  proximity  to  her  place  of  restraint    Re- 
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cafling  that  favourite  room,  her  thoughts  rushed 
into  another  channel.  There  Ethebed  had 
lately  stood,  her  head  had  rested  upon  his 
bosom,  there  she  had  felt  his  lips  upon  her 
dieek,  and  marked  the  beating  of  his  heart,  his 
amdous  expression  of  countenance,  his  Toice  of 
anguish. 

''  Oh  Etheb^,"  thought  she,  ''  I  saw  your 
boat  a  dark  speck,  gliding  in  the  moon«  beams, 
bearing  you  away  from  me,  it  may  be  for  ever, 
perhaps  it  is  best  that  it  should  be  so — better 
that  we  should  meet  no  more.'' 

These  painful  reflections,  so  fresh  in  her 
memory,  passed  across  her  mind,  while  the  con- 
versation was  engrossed  by  the  momentary  re- 
marks of  a  messenger  from  the  deck,  repeating 
the  position  of  the  ship  on  her  passage.  Dhu 
ap  Rhys  having  answered  the  bearer  of  the 
report,  was  awaiting  a  reply.  He  did  not 
repeat  his  question,  but  could  not  help  observing 
the  varying  colour  upon  her  cheek.  He  felt  at 
that  moment  a  respect  for  her  which  he  had  never 

m3 
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before  knowtii  and  wondered  what  oould  be  the 
nature  of  the  fedinga  thus  written  in  her  face. 

Jaoqudine  and  Ap  Dafydd  were  talkmg  of 
by-gome  things,  until  the  time  when  refireshioeots 
were  usually  served.  Ap  Maelgwyn  then  came 
into  the  cabin  and  was  introduced  to  the 
maidens. 

Gladysr  felt  the  awkwardness  of  their  situsp 
tion  more  than  the-  French  maidai,  whe  wa» 
of  that  happy  disposition  which  soon  Roonaks 
itself  to  ctrcumstanoes.  Gladys,  though  partioQ- 
larly  fascinating  in  manner,  was  resetred  and 
dignified,  and  by  her  carriage  demanded  respect 
from  all.  She  instinctively  shrank  from  a  dose 
communication  with  any  of  the  rovers,  seeking 
the  privacy  of  her  own  cabin,  whenever  an  op- 
portunity occurred  of  her  being  able  to  remain 
apart. 

After  the  ladies  had  retired,  Dhu  sat  a  hag 
time  deeply  absorbed  in  thought  Upon  Ap 
Maelgwyn  asking  him  why  he  was  so  unusuaiiy 
silent,  he  gave  the  fc41owing  unguarded  reply :— 
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^'Why,  yonker,  I  have  been  thinking  how 
many  beauties  I  have  seen  at  the  English  and 
French  courts.  None  of  them  could  rival  that 
daughter  of  Harlech.  One  ought  to  be  proud 
o(  having  such  a  girl  on  board.  Zookers !  had 
I  known  what  was  in  store  for  me,  do  you  think 
I  would  have  raised  any  objection  to  the  request 
of  the  lady  of  G6st  ?  T  was  told  she  was  a  child, 
a  little  mountain  colt;  imagine,  Roderike,  my 
surprise  1" 

Ap  Dafydd,  who  was  sitting  near,  started  up, 
his  face  was  pale,  his  hand  shook,  as  he  hastily 
took  up  the  chart  he  was  examining,  and  went 
on  deck. 

^  An  odd  fellow  is  that,"  said  Dhu,  as  the 
door  closed  upon  the  mate  of  the  Eryr.  *'  I 
should  like  to  know  what  harm  I  have  done  in 
admiring  his  beautiful  niece.  Did  you  ever  see 
such  lovely  eyes,  Roderike  ?  I  cannot  get  the 
giri  out  of  my  head." 

''  Well  for  my  part,  captain,  I  thought  you 
were  proof  against  all  womankind,"  said  Ro- 
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derike,  laughing.  "  If  the  great  rover  of  the  seas 
gets  bis  heart  turned  by  a  girl,  we  may  look  for 
some  prodigious  change  of  wind  in  anothor 
quarter." 

"  If  she  steals  my  heart,  that  is  no  reason 
why  she  should  change  the  nature  of  the  rover 
of  the  seas/' 

"  I  cannot  agree  there,"  remarked  Rodmke ; 
"  the  capturing  of  your  heart  would  alone  im- 
perceptibly work  a  change." 

'^  Zookers !  in  that  case  the  pirate-chief  is  ia 
jeopardy,"  cried  Dhu,  pledging  his  companion  to 
drink  the  health  of  the  daughter  of  Harlech. 

The  subject  was  continued  with  greater  ani- 
mation. 

"  What  is  this  I  hear  ?"  said  Kynfin  Tudor, 
suddenly  appearing  before  Dhu,  pale  as  an  appa- 
rition. "You  are  desecrating  my  niece,  by 
letting  her  be  the  subject  of  low  conversation. 
The  maiden  is  blood  of  my  blood,  and  I  will 
not  bear  it.  Have  you  so  soon  forgotten  your 
promise   to   the  lady  of  G6st?    I   have  not— 
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Beware  how  jrou  trifle  with  her  or  with  me, 
Dhu !" 

Ap  Rhys  colotu^  to  his  temples,  and  before 
he  could  make  any  reply,  the  mate  of  the  Eryr 
was  agaia  at  his  watch. 

"  Zookers !  Roderike,  there's  mettle  for  you," 
gaculated  Dhu ;  "  how  his  Webh  hlood  boils. 
Did  you  ever  come  across  a  fellow  so  susceptible  of 
affront,  when  id  conuection  with  his  own  family  ? 
He  is  an  odd  composition,  soft  as  marrow,  hard 
as  flint.  All  the  years  be  has  been  with  me  I 
cannot  make  him  out,  T  defy  the  devil  to  make 
him  out  either.  On  my  word,  he  bad  no 
occasion  to  come  down  upon  me  in  this  style. 
One  would  think  I  had  committed  a  crime." 

"  CaptuD,"  said  A.pMaelgwyn  gently,  "  upon 
considering,  I  think  we  have  said  enough  to 
kindle  Ap  Dafydd.  It  is  not  likely  he  would 
calmly  listen  to  oiu"  comments  upon  his  niece 
We  are  apt  to  forget,  Dhu,  that  since  we  hav 
become  lawless  rovers  we  should  not  attempt  t 
■S[nre  above  our  sphere." 
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**  Confound  you,  what  do  you  mean  by  tbese 
insinuations  ?  aspiring  indeed  !  I  have  blood  to 
boast  of,  as  well  as  the  son  of  Hailedi.  Is  he 
not  a  rover  as  well  as  we  ?" 

"  I  grant  that,  Thomas  Nevil,  but  not  by  freo 
will/'  replied  Roderike. 

Dhu  started,  "  Who  told  you  that  T  said  he. 

"  I  shall  not  answer  your  question/'  replied 
his  companion ;  ''  at  the  same  time,  I  wiQ  not 
conceal  from  you  that  I  am  in  possession  of  the 
secret  between  you  and  Ap  Dafydd.  When 
you  recall  the  fearful  scene  that  he  has  witnessed 
on  board  your  vessel,  and  the  intercourse  which 
has  passed  between  you,  can  Dhu  Ap  Rhys  wonder 
that'  the  son  of  Harlech  is  deeply  solicitous  about 
his  brother's  child,  the  hdress  of  the  house  of 
Einion  ?  She  has  been  placed  by  the  Dewines 
under  your  charge,  Dhu.  The  drcurastance,  in 
her  relation  you  already  know.  Neglect  not  the 
command  of  the  good  mother  of  G£st  In 
such  a  case  your  reign  over  the  sea  is  at  an  end. 
Ap  Daiydd's  feelings  must  be  r^arded.    Swear 
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not,  butard:  of  E^conbridge.  It  is  the  least: 
saerifioe  yon  can  malEe  for  tbe  injury  you  have 
done  him,  poor  fcfiow.  Has  he  uot  bonie  with 
you  when  it  was  almost  beyond  nature  to  do 

mr 

Dhu's  brow  was  clouded'  and  a  superficial 
buigh  escaped  his  lipe^  as  he  repeated  : — 

"  I  thought  the  son  of  Harlech  was  more 
honourable  than  to  betray  me.  I  had  thought 
Us  lips  were  sealed  upon  that  subject. 

"  Tbe  son  of  Harlech's  lips  are  sealed;"  replied 
Ap  Madgwyn;  "it  was  not  he  who  rerealed' 
the  dark  shadows  of  Thomas  Nevil's  character." 

"  Roderike  I  will  not  bear  this  from  yon  or 
any  man,"  retorted  Dhu,  with  an  angry  gesture ; 
"let  all  look  to  themselves,  and  not  pick  holes 
in  others;  I  don't  understand  this  change  in 
you,  Roderike.  Since  you  have  been  told  myi 
secret,  it  is  but  fair  you  should  give  up  the 
auUior  of  the  revelation.  The  lady  of  Gfisi 
must  have  been  tbe  tale-bearer." 

"I  cannot  satisfy  you  on  that  point,"  an- 
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swered  the  youthful  Ap  Maelgwyn ;  then  stridiiig 
across  the  cabin,  he  took  down  his  cap  from  the 
place  where  it  hung,  with  the  intention  of  going 
upon  deck. 

"  Stay,  hot-brained  yonker  I  you  shall  not  quit 
me  in  this  way/'  cried  Dhu,  rising  to  detam 
him :  ''  Tell  me,  Roderike,  has  the  Lady  of  G£st 
played  me  false  or  not  ?  Is  it  as  I  have  always 
said,  that  she  is  seeking  my  ruin  undo:  a  hypo- 
critical mask  ?" 

"  You  wrong  the  Dewines,  grossly  wrong  her," 
said  Ap  Maelgwyn ;  "  if  ever  you  perish  under 
her  hand,  Dhu,  it  will  rise  from  your  own  ddin- 
quencies,  not  fi*om  her  malice/' 

'^  Cursed  be  the  day  that  my  path  was  crossed 
by  her,",  repeated  Dhu,  bitterly ;  'Mt  is  revoltiDg 
to  my  soul  to  be  under  her  thraldom;  what  do  I 
profit  by  it  ?  Drop  afler  drop  of  poison  is  let 
fall  into  my  cup.  With  regard  to  the  daughter 
of  Harlech,  I  consider  I  have  been  deceived ;  she 
led  me  to  suppose  that  the  maiden  I  was  to  take 
charge  of  to  Yannes,  was  a  character  totally  op- 
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podte  to  the  lovely  daughter  of  Harlech.  She 
Uinded  me  when  she  extracted  the  promise—- 
therefore,  I  do  not  consider  it  sacred/' 

**  Dhu,  put  not  such  a  construction  on  a 
matter  so  serious.  If  you  break  your  parole,  I 
shall  tremble  for  the  consequences.'* 

"I  did  not  say  I  would  break  it;  I  merely 
remarked  that  I  do  not  consider  the  promise 
sacred — while  I  curse  the  woman  heartily  for 
having  deceived  me.'' 

'*  Curse  her  not,  Dhu ;  I  never  met  with  one 
80  ungratefuL  The  Lady  of  G^t  has  been  a 
smoere  friend  to  you ;  I  believe  at  this  moment 
she  would  go  barefoot  to  the  Holy  Land  to  serve 
the  fierce  rover  of  the  seas.  How  ill  is  she  re- 
quited." 

''  Hold,  yonker,  I  may  use  what  language 
I  please,  without  being  controlled  by  you ;  1  will 
not  be  trampled  upon  in  this  way.  I  care  neither 
or  you  nor  Ap  Dafydd.  I  will  do  as  I  have 
done  before,  if  I  see  fit — I  will  defy  the  Lady  of 
Gfet" 
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At  the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps,  I%h 
half  turned  his  head,,  and  asked  who  was  there? 
—the  next  moment  Gam  stood  composedly 
facing  his  master. 

"  I  woidd  speak  a  few  words- on *it,  Captain,'" 
said  he ;  "  the  wind  has  veered  ronnd  to  a  foul 
quarter,  and  looks  on  very  squally/' 

''  The  mate  of  the  Eryr  is  in  command  of  the 
course;  go  to  him/'  said  Dhu,  impatiently. 
Gam  still  lingered  as  if  he  were  not  satisfied. 
'*  You  lubberly  knave,  what  makes  yon  stand 
there?     Be  off,  did  you  not  hear  me?'' 

''  Aye,  aye,  captain,  don't  be  on  it  so  has^. 
I  think  indeed,  truth,  you  like  very  good  to  hear 
that  Maurice  has  seen  a  sail  from  the  mizen." 

"  A  sail.  Zookers! — ^is  it  so?"  exclaimed  Dha, 
and  his  countenance  immediately  brightened. 

**  Sail  it  is !"  said  Gam,  proudly,  at  the  same 
time  eyeing  his  companions  with  curiosity  beam* 
ing  from  the  comers  of  his  eyes,  as  he  skwiy 
went  up  the  companion,  muttering—- 

"  Boil  the  fishes,  head  and  all  1  indeed  tnitfa, 
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the  wind  Uows  in  a  very  foul  quarter.  Ou 
captun  is  not  himself — I  hear-ed  him  apeai 
(^  the  DewiDes.  Dyo  aawyl !  if  he  say  a  bw 
word  for  her,  the  sea  waters  will  do  more  fo 
him  tfaaa  wash  his  beard^  quite  cotuo.  What' 
in  the  wind  I  no  like,  no.  The  son  of  Harleofa 
too,  looks  on  it  very  sick.  How  is  that — whei 
die  maidens,  with  their  bright  faces,  are  aboard?' 

"  The  impertioKit  rascal !  I  thought  he  wa 
■boat  to  question  us  upon  the  subject  of  ou 
disoDurse,"  said  Dho,  the  moment  the  door  hat 
dosed  up<Hi  the  retreating  form  of  Gam.  "Di 
you  thiok  he  oreriieard  anything  ?" 

"  I  rather  fancy  not ;  your  wwm  encomiumi 
upon  the  good  Lady  of  GSst  would  bare  toll 
upm  the  man's  (axx,"  replied  Roderike,  ironi 
cally. 

"  She  has  a  strange  influence  over  all  m; 
men :  this  I  consider  a  great  misfortune,"  sai( 
Dhu ;  *'  mind,  Roderike,  what  I  say — take  even 
l^ecaution  that  the  good  Lady  of  G6st's  maodati 
is  kept  from  them.    Should  this  sail  turn  out  U 
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be  a  Spanish  merchant  ship,  I  intend  to  capture 
her." 

**  Capture  her,  Dhu»  when  the  Dewines  has 
forbidden  it  during  the  time  the  maidens  honour 
the  Eryr  with  their  company.  Take  care,  Dbu, 
how  you  trifle  with  her,  lest  your  reign  upon  the 
seas  come  to  an  untimely  end.  The  son  of 
Harlech  has  also  warned  you.'' 

"  Confound  you,  Roderikel — driving  round 
the  head-land — I  never  knew  you  so  provoking. 
You  have  tried  my  patience  terribly  to-night; 
however,  my  passion  is  over,  and  I  bear  you  no 
malice;  yonker,  here  is  my  hand/'  Shortly 
afterwards  he  quitted  the  cabin* 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  Rover't  resolve — Novel  situation — Jt- 
tentions  undesired — 7%e  broken  Promise — 
A  Vow. 

"  How  mighty  is  the  strength  of  female  fascina- 
tion !    how  wonderiVil   its  influence :    never  tiU 
nov  have  I  repented  of  the  past,  never  until  the 
present  hour  has  Thomas  Nevil  wished  that  he 
was  not  what  he  is.     On  my  soul  ' 
with  the  &ir  daughter  of  Harlech,  tl 
iDg'Star  of  my  existence,  the  spell  up 
Cost  what  it  may,  the  hour  of  J 
shall  be  delayed  from  day  to  day. 
under  vour  severe  censure,  son  of 


^ 
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**'*^     ^'■•^^'^Eryr,  thou  art  yet  in  my 

fefcst  iL    Let  the  good  Lady 

thai  she  cui  visit  upon  me  her 

•^  c^upoo  me,  and  briogme 

iOosion !  mere  saper- 

is  it  so  in  reality? 

^  "^  ^"^  stq^wi  upcm  the  stage  to  play 

Mikh  diem  and  all  the 

^*^^  *»»  fce  CTfT  imdcrtaken  to  act  a 

BC  Mn  vamrri   Tul  ?    The  mate  of  the 

ma  fiBBt  cwfT  ofaslade  iq  my  way.    In 

d^"^  of  hitteraess  shaD  be  in- 

i>*^c^     I  nwy  yet  triae  with  bim, 

rr  trifle  too  with  the  whde  world — but 

^^*^"cfct  with  the  fierce  nova-  of  the 


at  the  stern  of  his  vessd, 
shslMd  jerkin   thrown  across  his 
^«.Xi^T«  asd  a  cap  in  his  hand,  when  he  was 

daa^enms  reflections  by  the 
of  M  Rowland  with   the 
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''  Captain  of  the  Eryr/'  said  he,  ^'  the  maidens 
are  coining  upon  deck.  The  heat  in  the  cabin 
below  is  become  oppressive.  I  wish  the  harp 
to  be  a  surprise  to  the  daughter  of  Harlech. 
She  does  not  know  that  it  is  on  board.  Where 
shall  I  place  itr 

With  a  look  of  pleasure,  Ap  Rhys  instantly 
fixed  upon  the  most  eligible  place,  and  bade 
bim^  go  and  fetch  the  silken  cushions,  which 
the  cabin  boy  would  give  him. 

The  sun  was  shining  with  unbearable  efful- 
gency,  and  making  the  waters  glow  beneath,  till 
they  outshone  burning  gold.  His  beams  were 
reflected  back  across  the  deck  of  the  Eryr, 
dazzling  the  lawless  crew,  who  were  lounging 
about  or  reposing.  A  few  were  listening  to  the 
well-spun  yams,  at  intervals  causing  them  bois- 
terous merriment.  The  moment  Kynfin  Tudor 
and  the  maidens  appeared  upon  the  deck,  every 
eye  was  diverted  and  the  revelry  hushed.  Ap 
Dafydd  was  observed  standing  by  the  larboard 
buhfark,  in  conversation  with    his  niece;    Ap 
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MaelgywDy  at  a  litde  distance,  was  amusiDg  the 
French  girl  with  remarks  on  the  quaint  jokes  of 
the  men ;  while  Dhu  was  padng  the  deck  on 
the  starboard  side  with  an  air  of  apparent  mdif- 
ference.  He  then  joined  the  group,  and  with  a 
thoughtful  expression  said : — 

"  I  am  afraid  the  ladies  have  been  incouTe- 
nienced  by  the  heat  below.  It  strikes  me»  if  I 
may  be  allowed  to  judge,  that  here  they  are  not 
much  better  off.  Under  a  low  awning  methinks 
they  would  find  it  cooler.  Are  you  not  of  that 
opinion,  Ap  Dafydd  ?" 

"  I  did  not  think  about  it,"  replied  the  mate 
of  the  Eryr,  and,  taking  his  niece  by  the  hand, 
he  conducted  her  to  the  place  now  shaded  with 
a  sail. 

The  cushions  from  the  cabin  were  placed  so 
that  they  might  be  in  a  cool  situation.  The 
sails  hung  back  from  the  yards :  the  wind  dying 
away  increased  the  heat.  Dhu  managed  to  ob- 
tain a  seat  near  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  and  now 
appeared  to  sit  with  a  temper  perfectly  calm. 
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A  few  minutes  had  scarcely  ekpsed  when  old 
Rowland  came  from  behind  the  awning.  Taking 
the  cover  oEF  the  harp,  he  placed  it  at  his  mis- 
tress's feet. 

"  My  harp  1"  ejaculated  Gladys,  with  a  radiant 
expression  of  feature.  "  Who  ventured  to  bring 
that  from  the  castle?" 

"  The  daughter  of  Harledi  had  left  her  tears 
upon  the  instrument.  They  told  the  old  man 
at  the  castle  that  she  would  be  sick  at  heart 
without  it."  So  reported  the  faithful  domestic. 
"  It  was  most  kind  of  you,  Rowland,"  said 
Gladys,  and  immediately  extended  her  hand  to 
the  aged  attendant  as  a  token  of  her  gratitude. 

The  colour  mounted  into  her  cheeks,  increas- 
ing by  contrast  the  brilliancy  of  her  eyes.  Her 
whole  expression  became  animated.  Her  slender 
fingers  lay  upon  the  strings  of  the  instrument. 
Unconscious  of  her  beauty,  and  almost  forgetting 
in  whose  presence  she  sat,  she  struck  up  one  of 
her  own  sweet  melodies,  the  air  undulating 
with  its  enchanting  notes. 

TOL.  II.  N 
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Dhu  sat  with  his  eyes  fixed  upon  her  in  nl^t 
admiratioa.  If  he  bad  thoagfat  her  beautifiil 
brfore,  what  were  his  feeUngs  now? 

Kynfin  Tudor  r^arded  her  with  inteose  de> 
light  His  heart  glowed  with  aflfectioa  towards 
her.  How  widely  different  were  the  fedkag^ 
prompting  the  admiration  of  these  two  meo. 
Those  of  Kynfin  seemed  to  say: — ^^'Tbou  art 
blood  of  my  blood.  I  am  indeed  proud  of  thee. 
Could  thy  luckless  parents  but  have  rested  their 
eyes  upon  thee  I  Alas,  that  was  denied  them. 
Bitter  trials,  too,  haye  been  thine.  Child  of 
my  beloved  Aliano,  thou  hast  been  a  l^aqr 
bequeathed  to  me.  I  was  to  be  an  adopted 
father  to  thee ;  yet  ask  thyself,  Kynfin  Tudor,  if 
thy  duty  in  keeping  her  steps  from  harm  led  her 
into  this  vessel — into  the  presence  of  men  of 
blood — of  those  who  can  mould  themselves  into 
any  form  they  please — of  those  who  deceive  mea 
older  and  more  experienced  than  thyself.  Yet 
how  could  I  act  otherwise  ?  The  Lady  of  G£st 
would  have  it  so.     She  told  me  she  had  bound 
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the  man  by  a  solemn  promise,  and  she  knew  I 
might  trust  him.  My  heart  misgives  me.  Will 
he  keep  his  promise  ?  He  directed  his  eyes  to 
those  of  Dhu's  for  an  answer,  and  it  was  a 
negative.  Heaven  jHt^t  thee,  my  child !  Come 
what  may,  if  I  am  poweiiess  in  thy  behalf,  mayest 
thou  see  what  the  mate  of  the  Eryr  cannot  re- 
veall  IHr&ted  as  I  am,  a  bondman  to  a  man 
of  crime !"  Kyniin  averted  his  face  at  these  re- 
flections, sitting  silently,  but  bafore  the  soft  tones 
ni  the  harp  had  ceased,  his  place  was  vacated. 

*' Where  is  my  uode?"  inquired  Gladys, 
anxiously  looking  round. 

"The  mate  of  the  Eryr  never  neglects  his 
duty,''  said  Dhu  ap  Rhys  in  a  low,  deep-toned 
voice.  *'  Let  me  intreat  you  not  to  be  alarmed. 
Mistress  Gladys.  You  have  others  who  will 
protect  you  and  take  a  deep  interest  in  your 
welfare.'* 

The  vcMoe  fell  upon  her  ear  gratefully,  for  it 
said  a  good  word  for  her  unde.  Gladys  imme- 
diately turned  her  eyes  upon  the  speaker,  and 
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for  the  first  time  ventured  to  glance  openly  at 
his  features. 

The  far-famed  rover  was  sitting  at  her  feet, 
well  and  even  handsomely  attired.  His  brown 
hair  was  thrown  back,  waving  from  his  tempks, 
and  discovered  a  broad  and  lofty  brow,  with 
penetrating  eyes.  Every  feature  was  good. 
His  flowing  beard  and  moustache  did  not,  in  the 
character  he  assumed,  add  any  fierceness  of  ex- 
pression to  his  features.  Thus  Nevil  conversed 
with  the  daughter  of  Harlech  in  the  chancier 
of  a  polished  courtier  rather  than  a  pirate  com- 
mander. 

"  Mistress  Gladys  has  a  soul  for  music,"  said 
Dhu  ap  Rhys.  "  I  am  passionately  fond  of  sweet 
sounds.  What  can  soothe  the  spirit  more  ?  It 
always  opens  a  way  into  my  heart,  when  nothing 
else  penetrates  to  its  recesses.  The  pathos  of 
your  strains  has  softened  me.  [t  has  made  me 
feel  how  base  I  am.  Will  Mistress  Gladys 
pity  and  not  despise  me  ?  You,  fair  lady,  know 
not  what  it  is  to  have  a  conscience  that  is  ever 
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amitbg  you.     Dhu  ap  Rhys,  would  that  be  was 
not  what  he  is !" 

"  If  these  are  your  sentiments,  why  do  you 
not  change?"  re]^ed  Gladys,  calmly.  "It  is 
never  ineffectual  to  atone  for  past  evils  by  per- 
forming good  in  fiiture." 

"I  am  afraid  that  is  beyond  hope.  How 
much  easier  it  is  to  promise  ooeself  to  act  than 
to  act  in  reality.  Had  I  some  one  to  sympa- 
thize with  me — some  kiod  spirit  to  direct  me — 
I  might  be  able  to  siirmount  the  barrier  of  evil, 
and  become  a  better,  a  happier  man.  I  am  now 
an  outcast  from  society — a  wanderer  upon  the 
Jace  of  the  earth.  Who  will  r^;ard  ? — who  will 
trust  a  rover  of  the  seas  ?" 

"  When  we  divei^  from  the  path  of  duty, 
we  are  our  own  enemies.  We  forf^t  the  love 
and  esteem  of  others.  That  should  be  remem- 
bend  before  we  wander  from  it,"  said  Gladys 
turning  her  ^es  from  his  gaze. 

"  You  too  cruelly  judge  me,  daughter  of  Hnx- 
kch.     You  OTielly  judge  your  uncle  too.     Dit 
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yoa  know  the  etroamstanofs  which  canoed  us  to 
quit  the  path  of  duty,  your  censure  would  have 

Gladys  coloured  at  her  unde  hang  classed 
with  the  pirate. 

''I  would  not  intentionally  be  aevere^'*  she 
quiekly  nipBad.  *'  I  only  thkik»  if  you  woold 
leium  to  the  right  path,  it  would  kad  you  to 
hi^nessi  You  appear  craving  to  he  h^py- 
My  «nde  is  not  happy.  I  hope^  when  he  re- 
turns to  our  mountain  home,  that  at  least  his 
miwl  will  be  at  rest.  My  poor  unde,  I  shall  al- 
ways tiy  to  give  htm  comfort*'  She  added,  in  a 
low  tone,  **  I  cannot  hear  to  see  him  unhappy.'' 

^  I  envy  him,"  said  Dhu,  passionately.  *'  Had 
I  only  one  person  m  the  world  who  would  take 
such  an  interest  in  me,  that  would  soule  upon  me, 
I  should  be  a  different  man.  It  would  make  a 
dark  soul  bright,  a  sad  heart  joyfuL  Mistress 
Gladys,  it  would  be  bliss  indeed." 

Gladys  rosewiHi  a  dignified  air.  ''Where 
are  our  companions?"  said  she — *^  my  unde?" 
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**  I  am  afraid  I  have  unintenticmany  ofiended 
you,"  said  Dbu,  also  rising.  **The  isolatioQ 
of  my  owD  heart  midces  me  senntive.  You 
touched  a  leader  chord,  Mistress  Gladys :  for- 
give me/' 

The  daughter  of  Harlech  was  embarrassed. 
She  inquired  hurriedly  if  he  knew  where  her 
unde  was.  She  did  not  like  the  manner  of  the 
irirate  chief,  she  scarcdy  knew  why. 

''On  duty/'  replied  Dhu,  endeavouring  to 
detain  her  by  asking  simple  questions  about 
tile  harp. 

"  On  duty/^  repeated  Gladys,  with  an  ur  of 
disappointment 

"  Kynfin  Tudor  is  on  duty,''  said  the  rover, 
knddi^  anxiously  in  her  face.  ''  Why  do  you 
doubt  me  ?  Why  are  you  in  such  a  hurry  to 
leave  this  cool  shade  ?" 

The  maiden  drew  back,  and  as  she  did  so  a 
step  from  bdiind  attracted  her  attention. 

*'  Kynfin  Tudor  is  not  on  duty,"  said  a  voice 
in  a  stem,  reprimanding  tone ;   and  the  next 
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instant  the  son  of  Harlech  stood  fisunng  the  rover. 
Their  eyes  met. 

It  was  Dhu's  turn  to  look  embarrassed. 

**  I  thought  you  were  on  duty/'  said  he ;  ^  but 
since  that  is  not  the  case,  I  suppose  that  duty 
devolves  on  me,  and  I  am  n^lecting  it.'' 

As  he  finished  the  sentence,  he  bowed  cour- 
teously and  quitted  the  spot. 

The  captain  of  the  Eryr  bit  his  lips,  as  he 
proceeded  on  his  way  towards  his  post.  "  Con- 
fusion take  the  feDow  he  shall  pay  dearly  for 
this !" 

Little  Maurice,  who  was  a  great  favourite 
with  the  crew,  at  this  instant  passed  near  the 
commander,  and  was  immediately  stopped. 

**  Hold,  you  rascal !  where  is  the  sail  you  saw 
the  other  night  ?  You  were  dreaming  at  the 
masthead." 

"  No,  captain,  no,"  replied  the  boy,  reddeniog. 
*'  I  seed  the  white  sails  as  clear  as  a  herring. 
Indeed,  truth,  I  was  not  dreaming.  She  was 
gone  in  the  morning." 
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^'WeH,  you  little  numskull,  you  need  not 
look  frightened.  Tell  me,  did  you  see  her 
ahead  or  astern  of  us?''  continued  Dhu,  im- 
patiently. 

**  Ahead  of  us,  to  the  starboard/'  replied  the 
boy,  moving  a  step  or  two  away,  as  if  he  dreaded 
a  blow  upon  the  head. 

"  Enough,  you  little  fool !  go  away  to  your 
daty.  Recollect,  when  you  spy  another  sail 
from  the  mast-head,  that  you  call  some  one  to 
scan  it  besides,  before  you  report  to  your  com- 
mander." 

**  Yn  enw  T&d !  captain,  don't  be  hard  on  the 
hd,"  said  Gam,  coming  up,  good  naturedly,  to 
defend  the  little  fevourite,  whose  face  betrayed 
great  alarm.  ''  I  am  quite  certain  the  lad  did 
see  a  sail  ahead.  You  forget,  captain,  that 
night  was  more  than  squally.  I  think  on  it^ 
any  how,  that  ship  got  a  little  more  sea  water 
than  she  liked.  Dyn  anwyl !  why,  if  we  had 
not  woiked  hard,  and  the  Dewines  was  on  our 
side,  we  should  have  been  nicely  high  and  dry» 
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or  squag^d  down  aft  the  bottom  of  the  ScOIy 
rocks*  indeed,  truth.** 

''  Yon  jabbering  knave  !  if  you  think  the  tea- 
sel in  question  is  gone  to  old  Beelzebub,  I  don*t 
Sinee  you  are  certain  the  boy  was  not  misteken, 
we  wifl  change  the  course  of  the  Eryr  and  go  in 
search  of  her.** 

*«Dyn  anwyl!**  once  more  qaculated  Gain, 
"  what  win  the  maidens  and  the  nuite  say  to 
that  r 

"'  You  incorrigiMe  rascid !  how  dare  you  volun* 
teer  a  remark  I  The  pirate  chief  is  master  of 
his  own  ship.  Attend  to  orders,  or  a  noose  at 
the  yard-arm  shall  serve  your  torn  I" 

^  The  shades  eat  me  1  Maurioe,  fy  ny  was  a 
(my  little  fellow),  I  never  seed  it  on  this  way 
afore — never.  Our  captain  is  in  a  fury  of  a 
temper.  His  mammy  spoiled  him,  I'll  be  bounii 
be  his  mammy  who  she  may,*^  said  Gam,  the 
moment  he  got  beyond  hearing. 

'*  Lorks!  Tafiy,  man,  bubUes  and  surf  1  who 
is  his  mammy,  do  you  think  ?**  intenrupted  one 
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of  the  seamen  who  had  caught  Gam's  last  sen- 
teDce.  "  I  thmks  I  koow.  Lend  your  ear,  man : 
I  will  toD  you.  I  don't  want  that  little  devil 
diick  to  get  wind  of  it  No,  by  Davy  Jones !" 
and  the  man  having  drained  off  a  cup  of  liquor, 
which  he  hdd  to  his  lips,  feU  back  sprawling 
upon  the  sails. 

*'  Gowning,  you  are  drunk,  man,"  said  Gam, 
looking  down  upon  his  companion  with  an  air 
of  disgurt.  **  What  do  you  make  so  much  noise 
for  ?  yn  enw  y  goodness.  The  captain  will  hear 
yon. 

^  Bubbles  and  surf !  nonsense,  man.  Would 
you  not  like  to  know  who  the  skipper's  mammy 
is?" 

The  seaman  immediately  seized  Gam  by  tb& 
ann,  and  whispered  in  his  ear — "  The  Dewines ! 
the  Dewines,  to  be  sure,  man/' 

*'  O  col  gwirion  !  the  sharks !"   cried  Gam 
ttuning  xxp  his  eyes  with  a  look  of  astonishment. 
**  Gowmng,  never  say  that  again.    If  our  captain 
hears  you  talk  in  that  way,  you  will  be  dangled 
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up  at  the  yard-arm— quite  certain — quite  cer- 
tain." And  with  these  words  upon  hb  Hps, 
Gam,  with  a  thoughtful  expression,  moved  away, 
leaving  his  companion  to  qua£f  deeper  from  the 
bowl. 

The  daughter  of  Harlech  and  the  pirate  diief 
met  once  more  before  the  evening  dosed  io, 
but  not  a  word  was  exchanged.  Dhu  looked 
thoughtful ;  while  Gladys  and  her  unde  appeared 
more  than  ever  devoted  to  one  another.  Dhu 
watched  with  jealousy  Ap  Dafydd  stroking  back 
the  long  black  tresses  from  off  her  brow.  He 
envied  every  word  or  smile  that  was  lavished 
by  her  upon  his  mate.  Refreshments  were 
served  upon  deck.  Long  after  the  moon  had 
risen,  Kynfin  Tudor  and  his  charge  sat  con- 
versing together.  That  evening,  that  memcHnble 
evening,  the  secret  of  his  love  for  her  mother 
was  divulged,  and  the  daughter  of  Harlech's 
sympathy  and  affection  were  increased  tenfold. 

A  short  time  after  the  ladies  had  retired  to 
rest,  Ap  Dafydd  prepared  to  take  his  watch. 
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The  transparency  of  the  cool  atmosphere  was  de- 
licious, after  the  day's  heat.  The  stars  shone 
with  peculiar  brilliancy,  and  equally  brilliant  was 
their  reflection  in  the  calm  waters  beneath.  The 
son  of  Harleoh  bent  over  the  bulwarks  of  the 
vessel,  thought  of  his  niece,  and  felt  for  the  mo- 
ment that  he  was  happy.  It  was  only  for  a 
moment:  suddenly,  raising  his  eyes  to  the 
spangled  heavens,  and  discovering  the  north 
star,  he  became  aware  that  the  ship  had  changed 
her  course. 

''  Thomas  Nevil  1"  cried  he,  striking  his  hands 
on  his  forehead,  while  a  rush  of  blood  went  to 
his  heart.  He  staggered  backward,  caught  one 
of  the  shrouds  for  support,  then  leaned  once 
more  against  the  bulwark,  and  breathed  heavily. 
The  commander  of  the  Eryr  was  below,  carry- 
ing on  an  urgent  conversation  with  the  youthful 
Ap  Maelgwyn.  Their  attention  was  suddenly 
drawn  to  the  entrance  of  the  son  of  Harlech. 

"  Dhu  ap  Rhys,"  said  he,  placing  his  hand 
upon  the  table,  with  fearful  excitement,  ''  I  de- 


278  GLADYS   OP   HARLSCH. 

mand  an  explanation :  '^  is  it  by  your  orders 
that  die  ship  has  changed  her  oouite?" 

"  Yes,  by  the  orders  of  the  private  chief/'  and 
Dhu,  with  an  undaunted  air,  **  and  he  pndiibits 
any  one  on  board  horn  inteifsring'mth  his  wiH" 

Kynfin  Tudor's  lips  quivered,  the  popil  of  hii 
eyes  dilated,  and  he  looked  steadfly  into  the  hot 
of  the  rover. 

'*  Dhu,"  said  he,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  *'  you  have 
broken  your  parole ;  the  Dewines'  curse  will  rot 
upon  thee — St.  Eyrie  save  us  !*'  The  next  mo- 
ment he  was  gone. 

^'The  saints  in  heaven  protect  my  Aliano's 
child  1"  cried  Kynfin  Tudor,  falling  on  his  knees 
upon  the  deck,  and  extending  his  hands  towards 
heaven.  **  Visit  not  my  sins  upon  her  innocent 
head.  I  have  been  guilty  of  many  offences; 
I  am  guilty  in  bringing  her  here.  Yet  let  it  not 
be  my  hand  that  causes  the  destruction  of  my 
poor  Aliano's  child.  Spare  her,  heaven !  spare 
her !''  The  son  of  Harledi  bent  his  head  tiB  it 
rested  on  the  deck,  and  he  groaned  deeply.     In 
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that  attitade  he  remained  for  some  time.  When 
he  again  paced  the  deck,  his  step  was  steady  and 
his  thoughts  dear. 

"  Thomas  Nevil/'  he  muttered,  between  his 
deacbed  teeth,*"  I  call  upon  the  numberless  stars 
to  witness  my  vow,  that  should  you  injure  a  hair 
of  the  head  of  my  niece,  or  gain  the  affections  of 
the  child,  the  last  scion  of  the  house  of  Einion, 
my  hand  shall  send  your  demon  spirit  into  eter- 
nity !" 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

An  altered  Course — Female  Alarms — A 
Strange  Sail — The  Conflict. 

Several  eventful  days  passed  away  on  board  the 
Eryr,  now  ploughing  her  course  across  the  At- 
lantiC)  leaving  Vannes  far  to  the  eastward.  Tbe 
son  of  Harlech  shrank  from  revealing  to  his 
niece  the  rover's  artful  manceuvrey  and  the  yida- 
tion  of  his  word.  He  knew  if  he  were  ques- 
tioned, it  was  not  in  his  power  to  give  a  dear 
answer ;  and  he  dreaded  the  alarm  that  it  would 
cause.  Sooner  or  later  would  the  explanation  of 
all  arrive. 
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Again  Kynfin  Tudor's  fkce  wore  that  pecu- 
liar  wild  look  it  had  occasionally  worn  before. 
It  was  well  he  did  not  know  how  frequently 
Dha   sought  an  opportunity  to  pour  his  in- 
nnuating  words  into  the  ear  of  his  unsuspecting 
and  inexperienced  niece.      Fortunately  Gladys^ 
with  her  pure,  noble  mind,  and  engaged  affec- 
tions, treated  him  with  reserve,  and  an  indif- 
ference which  could  not  hide  from  the  rover  that 
the  progress  he  made  to  attain  his  object  was 
dow  and  uncertain.     Still  he  continued  that 
progress  with  cautious  steps,  and  did  not  despair. 
To  be  piqued  by  the  haughty  beauty,  only  in- 
creased his  passion.     Every  hour  she  became  in 
his  idea  more  necessary  to  him ;  but  his  per- 
severance he  determined  should  be  rewarded. 
He  would  gain  her  affections,  set  her  unde  at 
defiance,  and  make  her  his  bride :  "  Yes,  she 
shaD  be  the  queen  of  the  Eryr,"  thought  he — 
"  the  wealth  that  I  have  for  years  accumulated 
shall  be  her's;  she  shall  be  my  beautiful  brides- 
she  shall  rule  the  fierce  rover  of  the  seas,  and  his 
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proud  Eryr  badii !"  He  never  Aoiigfat  of  qmU 
ing  his  ship^s  dedc»  e?ea  for  the  object  of  hit 
aSectioii— that  would  have  been  too  gieak  a 
saerifioe !  IVom  boyhood,  Dhu  had  been  pts- 
siouately  food  of  the  ocean ;  his  pride  and  \m 
love  for  his  ship  being  intense. 

One  evening,  speaking  of  fab  wild  tk, 
Gladys  casually  remarked,  that  though  she  ac- 
knowledged it  was  a  life  of  ezcitementi  it  was 
not  an  innocent  life;  therefore  it  was  to  be  re- 
gretted he  did  not  quit  the  Eryr,  and  retnra  to 
the  path  of  duty. 

**  Do  not  be  so  crud,  Mistress  Gladys^  as  to 
ask  me  to  part  from  my  Eryr/'  cried  Dha. 
"  The  rover  of  the  seas  and  his  Erjv  are  oae. 
In  all  my  wild  sorrows  I  feel  that  my  ship  aknw 
is  a  part  of  myself  It  sympathizes  with  ma 
We  bound  over  the  waves  together ;  we  diare 
the  summer's  sun  and  die  winter^s  storms ;  wa 
drink  in  the  balmy  summer  air,  and  set  our  teeth 
to  the  biting  winds  of  the  frozen  north.  Say  a 
land  word  for  my  Eryr,  Mistress  Gladys.  I  wooM 
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value  a  ward  in  her  pniae  from  you,,  if  but  one, 
and  only  one  1" 

Dhu  spoke  so  pleadingly,  so  enAusiastically, 
yel  naturally,  that  Ins  worda  found  an  echo  in 
the  heart  of  the  mountain  maiden.  She  smfled 
mpan  the  roveri  and  humoured  him  in  his  re^ 
quest 

Dka's  heart  bounded  within  him.  He  had 
discovered  a  secret  He  knew  how  to  vibrate  a 
dtord  in  the  maiden's  soul. 

"  Bless  you,  Mislress  Gladys,  bless  you  !*^  said 
he,  as  she  repeated  a  sentence  in  fit  vour  of  his  ship; 
and  leaning  ov«r  her  famrp-  to  help  her  to  string 
her  instrument,  he  sdd  rather  himiedly,  while 
his  ftoe  glowed  with  animation  :—**  Does  it  give 
you  no  pleasure  to  make  others  happy,  Mistress 
GhMlysr 

The  maidbn  looked  up  with  surprise,  and  re- 
peated— "  Pleasure  to  make  others  happy,  most 
otrtainly.  Why  should  you  question  it  ?  We 
should' be  selfish  indeed  tf  we  took  no  ii^erest 
in  our  fellew-ereatures/' 
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''  Then,  Mistress  Gladys,  you  have  made  me 
supremely  happy." 

Kynfin  Tudor  was  standing  at  a  short  dis- 
tance»  and  Gkdys'  eye  fell  upon  him.  ^*  Would 
I  could  make  him  happy/'  cried  she  with  an 
earnestness  that  startled  the  rover.  "  I  cannot 
think  what  has  come  over  him.  He  is  so  changed 
within  the  last  few  days.  He  evades  all  my 
questions,  and  looks  wretched." 

**  Mistress  Gladys/'  said  the  rover,  with  an 
idr  of  disappointment,  "you  are  a  stranger  to 
your  unde.  I  have  lived  with  him  for  yearB  in 
dose  intercourse,  and  find  that  Kynfin  Tudor's 
happiness  consists  in  being  unhappy." 

"  The  pirate  chief  is  mistaken.  He  canDot 
read  the  human  heart  as  I  can,"  replied  the 
maiden,  seriously.  "  His  face  did  not  look  as  it 
does  now,  when  we  sat  together  last  week  under 
the  shadow  of  the  sail,  while  moonbeams  played 
upon  the  waters.  Something  must  have  hap- 
pened. Old  Rowland,  too,  is  changed.  Jacque- 
line and  mysdf  were  remarking  it  this  morning. 


GLADYS  OF   HARLECH.  285 

Will  Dhu  Ap  Rhys  oblige  me  by  sdving  the 
mystery  ?** 

**  I  am  not  aware  of  any  mystery/'  replied 
Dhu,  endeavouring  to  look  calm. 

**  Dhu  ap  Rhys/'  said  she,  turning  her  full, 
dark  blue  eyes  upon  him,  and  looking  as  if  she 
doubted  his  veracity — ''  since  you  cannot  solve 
the  mystery,  you  will  perhaps  te]l  me  why  we 
have  not  reached  Vannes  before  now  ?  I  ask  you 
as  a  favour,  tell  me  candidly  the  reason/' 

Dhu  felt  the  appeal  too  urgent  to  be  refused. 
He  could  not  lower  himself  in  her  eyes  by  repeat- 
ing a  falsehood.  He  must  reveal  the  truth, 
whether  it  would  be  to  his  advantage  or  not. 
Kynfin  Tudor  stood  no  longer  opposite — they 
were  alone.  The  moment  had  arrived,  and  the 
6erce  pirate  trembled. 

Once  more  Gladys  repeated  the  question.  He 
fixed  his  penetrating  eyes  upon  her,  and  replied 
in  passionate  accents : — 

*'  It  is  because  the  rover  has  been  loth  to  part 
with  the  fair  daughter  of  Harlech.     The  Eryr, 


386  GLADYS  OF  HAKLECH. 

efon  the  Eryr,  would  fiul  to  cheer  his  soul  with* 
out  her  presence,  the  star  of  his  existeDoe,  the 
loadstone  of  his  heart.  Do  not  despise  me. 
Mistress  Gladys,  do  not  be  ai^^ ;  it  is  you  who 
have  robbed  me  of  my  peace,  and  made  me  fed 
that  the  world,  aye  life  itself,  would  be  a  blank 
without  you." 

^  Peace !''  cried  Gladys,  with  a  look  of  terror. 
•*  This  is  a  presumptioQ  I  did  not  look  for.  This 
is  an  infringement  upon  fiiir  conduct,  of  whidi  I 
did  not  think  Dhu  ap  Rhys  capable.  Rover  of  the 
seas,  I  command  you  to  take  me  back  to  Vannes. 
I  call  upon  you,  on  your  honor  as  a  man,  to  de- 
liver up  those  who  have,  in  full  confidence  of  its 
integrity,  placed  themselves  under  your  pro- 
tection.'' 

"  Gladys,  daughter  of  Harlech,"  said  Dhu, 
taking  hold  of  her  outstretched  hands  and  press- 
ing them  between  his  own,  **  ask  me  to  take  my 
life's  blood,  rather  than  de{»nve  me  of  the  star  of 
my  existence.  I  cannot  live  without  you,  I  cannot 
part  from  you.     You  must,  you  shall  be  mioB." 
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The  cry  which  broke  from  Gladys  bro^ght 
Kynfin  Tudor  to  the  spot.  In  an  instant  she 
had  thrown  herself  into  his  arms,  and  was  sobbing 
upon  his  breast. 

The  pvate  chief  was  standing  by,  his  arms 
were  folded,  and  a  determined  expression  sat 
upon  his  countenance,  which  became  of  ghastly 
paleness. 

"*  Monster  V*  cried  Kynfin  Tudor,  with  a  fero- 
cious glance  towards  him.  "  What  has  he  said 
to  thee,  my  child  ?  repeat  it  to  me,  word  for 
word.  Has  he  insulted  thee  ?  If  so,  by  heaven 
he  shall  sujQTer." 

'*  I  have  told  her  what  you  were  afraid  to  teU 
her,  Ap  Dafydd,"  said  Dhu  calmly ;  "  that  the 
commander  of  the  Eryr,  for  the  present^  has  no 
iatentbn  of  going  to  Vaimes.  I  have  not  in- 
sulted the  maiden.  I  have  too  much  respect 
for  your  niece,  mate  of  the  Eryr." 

"  Take  me  away,''  said  Gladys,  in  a  hollow 
whisper ;  ''  why  did  you  not  tell  me  this  before  ? 
Why  did  you  bring  me  from  the  castle,  to  be 
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stin  a  captive — worse,  far  worse,  in  a  pirate 
Tessdr 

*^  You  may  well  blame  me ;  spare  not  your 
undo.  He  is  deserving  of  your  censure.  Yet, 
God  knows  his  heart,  he  did  not  do  it  wiDingly. 
Dbu,  who  reigns  supreme  upon  the  decks  of  the 
Eryr ;  it  is  he  has  broken  his  solemn  promise. 
We  are  at  his  mercy/' 

Gladys  would  not  tell  her  unde  what  Dhu 
had  confessed  to  her.  She  dreaded  lest  the 
consequences  might  prove  fatal  to  him;  and 
without  the  protection  of  her  unde,  how  soon 
would  her  fiite  be  sealed.  Dhu's  words  passed 
continually  across  her  mind  like  a  frightful 
dream.  She  was  glad  to  retire  to  Jacquelioe 
and  their  cabin.  There,  upon  her  narrow  bed, 
she  turned  her  head  to  the  boards  of  the  vessel 
against  which  the  waves  rippled,  and  wept  in 
secret  bitterness. 

On  the  following  morning,  at  sunrise,  the 
captain  of  the  Eryr  was  on  the  watch.  The  ex- 
pression of  his  fiBLce  had  changed,  it  did  not 
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look  like  that  of  the  rover  of  the  seas.     He  had 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  maiden's  face,  before 
she  passed  into  her  cabin.     Even  his  heart  was 
toached.     Unprincipled  as  he  was,  his  love  for 
Gladys  was  sincere.     He  grieved  that  he  should 
cause  her  a  tear,  and  would  have  given  worlds 
to  have  thrown  himself  at  her  feet  and  confessed 
his  sorrow.     His  steps  vrere  often  bent  to  the 
same  spot,  where,  on  the  previous  evening,  the 
scene  of  perturbation  had  taken  place.      The 
harp  was  still   there.      The  past  rose  vividly  to 
his  imagination.      Again  and  again,  he  asked 
himself  if  he  should  ever  gain  that  heart,  dearer 
to  him  than  life.     His   passion  had  been  un« 
returned,  she  even  seemed  to  have  an  aversion 
to  him.     Must  his  bright  visions  then  fade  away, 
as  if  they  had  never   been?     No;  he  would 
rather  die   than   give  up  his  treasure.      With 
feelings  of  desperation,  he  turned  to  pace  the 
deck  again,  when  his  reflections  were  broken  by 
a  youthful  voice  from  the  mizzen  top : — 
"Look  a-head,  Gam — ^look  ahead,  I  won't 
vou  II.  ^ 
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tell  yoQ  this  time  what  I  see,  or  I  shall  be 
called  a  fool*-^  dreamii^  boy." 

Both  the  seaman  and  the  pirate  chief  looked 
up,  and  saw  little  Mamrioe  aloft,  scanning,  wilh 
half-dosed  eyes  ronnd  the  rosy  horizon. 

''Sail  ahoy  I  —  sail  ahoyT  diouted  others 
of  the  crew.  Dfan,  appeared  more  eag^  tiian 
any  of  them,  as  if  glad  of  the  excitement. 

*^  Well,  yoidier,  what  do  you  think  of  her?" 
said  the  pirate,  addressing  Ap  Mae^wyn,  who, 
to  get  a  sight  had  hastened  up  the  shrouds, 
and  then  descended  upon  deck. 

*'  I  should  say  she  is  a  heavy-laden  Spenish 
merchantman,''  replied  Roderike.  ^  We  are 
gaining  fast  upon  her." 

This  opinion  soon  became  general,  and  that 
she  was  bound  for  the  Spanish  coast. 

For  some  time,  Dhu  stood  with  his  eyes 
rivetted  upon  the  strange  ship.  At  length,  with 
a  look  of  eagerness,  he  ezdaimed  : — 

"  She  is  ours.  This  time  she  shall  not 
escape  ma     Hurrah  my  lads  !  hurrah  for  the 
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plunder  1  show  them  your  teeth,  boys  I  Double 
your  courage  I  The  safety  of  the  maidens,  too, 
win  be  at  stake.     Keep  that  in  mind/' 

Ap  Madgwyn,  placed  his  hand  upon  Dhu's 
shoulder,  and  asked  him  in  a  gentle  tone  if  he 
would  give  him  a  few  minutes'  attention. 

"  What  is  it  you  want,   Roderike  ?"  said  he, 

with  so  strange  an  expression,  that  the  youthful 
mate,  starting  back,  exclaimed  : — 

*'  Dhu,  I  wish  you  would  be  more  composed, 
be  not  so  hasty  in  your  dedsion.  You  will  be 
sorry  for  it  if  you  do  not  mind.  Have  some 
consideration  for  the  maidens,  captain.'' 

**  I  have  great  consideration  for  them,"  re- 
plied Dhu,  bitteriiy.  **  Beware  how  you  speak 
to  me,  boy.  I  am  in  no  humour  to  argue.  I 
win  have  my  own  way.  I  must  have  excite- 
ment ;  better  be  in  danger,  better  perish,  than 
endure  the  burning  within.  Roderike,  don't 
cast  your  ominous  warnings  in  my  teeth. 
Listen  to   me— she  hates  me.      She  despises 

o  2 
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roe,  and  I  have  frightened  her,  and  made  her 
wretched." 

They  were  standing  in  the  cahin,  and  the 
rover,  approaching  the  tahle,  filled  up  a  goblet 
of  aqua  vita,  raised  it  to  his  lips,  and  drank  it 
off.  He  was  again  on  the  point  of  filling  it, 
when  Ap  Maelgwyn  drew  his  hand  away,  and  in 
a  gentle  and  soothing  tone,  said : — 

''  Don't  Dhu,  don't,  the  maiden  does  not  hate 
you ;  you  are  going  the  way  to  make  her  do  so. 
Be  calm,  Dhu,  things  may  take  a  better  turn. 
The  pirate  chief  has  never  before  been  fiunt- 
hearted.'' 

Ap  Rhys  pushed  the  glass  firom  him,  and 
then  asked  in  a  thick  voice,  if  he  koaw  how 
she  was. 

"I  have  no  doubt  she  is  all  right  this 
morning,"  replied  Roderike.  "I  have  not 
heard.     It  is  yet  early." 

**  Yonker,  it  is  dreadfully  hot  here,  I  must  go 
again  upon  deck,"  said  the  rover,  with  a 
nervous,  restless  movement  of  the  limbs. 
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*^  Stay  and  have  a  little  breakfast  first/'  said 
ap  Maelgwyn,  persuasively.  "  Onoe  more, 
I  entreat  you  to  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
capture  of  this  merchantman." 

''  I  forbid  you  mentioning  the  subject  again," 
said    Dhu,  hastily.      **  It  will  be  excitement, 
Roderike,  and  excitement  will  keep  me  alive." 
He  turned  his  eyes  suddenly  in  the  direction  of 
the  cabin  door  and  continued  : — 

''  There  goes  Rowland,  ask  him  how  she  is. 
The  account  being  favourable,  Dbu  appeared 
more  composed,  and  went  upon  deck  without 
having  touched  a  morsel  of  the  viands  which 
Roderike  had  placed  on  a  plate  before  him. 

The  whole  of  that  day  the  rover  paced  the 
deck ;  he  seemed  scarcely  aware  of  the  heavy 
rain  that  was  pouring  down  incessantly.  A  thick 
mist  covered  the  ocean,  and  the  desired  prize 
was  BO  longer  visible :  there  was  sorrowful 
stillness  over  alL  Kynfin  Tudor  moved  about 
like  a  i^)ectre-^not  a  face  showed  a  gleam  of 
cheerfulness  from  stem  to  stem.     On  the  deck 

o  3 
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of  the  Eryr,  Dhu  contrasted  every  hour  that 
passed  with  those  which  had  been  spent  in  the 
society  of  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  on  the  pre- 
vious day.  The  moments  he  had  enjoyed,  and 
the  anguish  and  disappointment  at  the  total 
overthrow  of  his  hopes — these  were  all  revived 
again  and  again. 

The  rain  seemed  likely  to  continue.  Ap 
Rhys,  after  giving  his  orders,  retired  to  his 
cabin  to  take  some  repose ;  but  the  rover  could 
not  sleep,  his  brain  was  too  busily  at  work. 
At  an  early  hour  the  following  morning,  he  was 
aware  that  some  one  had  entered  his  cabin,  and 
almost  immediately  felt  a  hand  placed  upon  his 
shoulder. 

"  Who  have  we  here  ?**  cried  Dhu.  Looking 
up,  he  beheld  the  diminutive  figure  of  Maurice 
standing  by  him. 

*^  Captain  1  brave  captain !''  cried  he,  "  1  have 
come  to  tell  you  that  the  Spanish  ship  is  in 
sight,  the  breeze  has  sprung  up,  and  the  &yr 
feels  her  helm.'* 
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"  Are  you  sure,  you  little  cum&kull,  that  yoi 
have  not  been  dreamiog  i^ain  at  the  mast-bead?' 
cried  Dhu,  bounding  upon  his  feet.  On  Mauric 
assuring  him  that  the  merchant  ship  stood  a 
large  as  life  upon  the  waters,  he  patted  the  bo; 
upon  the  head,  and  bade  him  go  and  bid  th 
mate  call  all  hands  to  quarters. 

Dhu  himself  appeared,  with  a  more  excite 
look  than  on  the  previous  day,  and  shouted  a 
the  top  of  his.  voice — 

"  AJl  hands  up  to  quarters  I  Hurrah,  m; 
lads !  hurrah !  We  shall  have  her  now,  there' 
DO  mistake  in  the  matter.     Courage,  my  boys  1 

The  tumult  and  confusion  were  iocreasinj 
every  instant.  With  intense  anxiety  Dhu  watche< 
the  progress  of  the  heavy-laden  Spanish  ship 
They  were  gaining  upon  her ;  and  now  she  ap 
proached  so  near,  that  Dhu's  deep-toned  voic 
was  heard,  shouting  through  the  trumpet— 

"What  ship's  that?" 

"  The  Dona  Teresa,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Whither  is  she  bound  ?"  inquired  the  rovei 
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and  before  he  had  received  an  anawer,  the  Eryr 
proudly  rode  over  the  waves  to  windward.  Again 
she  neared  the  merchantman,  and  could  almost 
look  into  her  decks.  Never  did  the  Eryr  appear 
to  such  advantage.  This  set  the  Spaniards  in 
amaze;  they  b^an  to  speculate  upon  what 
was  her  object. 

**  Ap  Maelgwyn/'  said  Dhu,  suddenly  taking 
his  eyes  from  the  exiting  scene,  *'  are  the  maidens 
in  the  cabin  ?"  Upon  the  answer  being  in  the 
affirmative,  he  continued,  **  I  must  go  to  them 
for  a  few  minutes :  keep  the  Eryr  steady  on  this 
tack,  till  I  return.  Give  my  orders  to  Ap 
Dafydd." 

With  a  trembling  hand  Dhu  raised  his  cap 
from  his  brow,  and  entered  the  cabin.  The 
maidens  were  seated  side  bv  side :  the  face  of 
the  daughter  of  Harlech  was  concealed  among 
her  long  tresses,  upon  the  shoulder  of  her  friend. 
The  rover  stood  before  her  ere  she  knew  be  was 
in  the  cabin. 

**  Mistress  Gladys,*'  cried  he,  bending  upon  his 
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knees  before  her,  "  we  may  never  meet  again.  I 
have  come  to  ask  your  forgiveness — I  have  come 
to  bid  you  farewell.  The  rover's  heart  is  broken, 
and  he  will  receive  his  death-wound  with  a  cry 
of  joy/' 

With  a  look  of  sorrow  on  sorrow  the  maiden 
raised  her  eyes,  and  fixed  them  upon  the  changed 
object  before  her.  She  did  not  speak,  nor  attempt 
to  withdraw  her  hand  from  the  warm  pressure 
between  the  rover's  burning  palms. 

''  Say  you  forgive,"  repeated  Dhu,  with  a  still 
wilder  gesture :  "  let  these  words  comfort  my 
dying  hour — say  it,  Gladys  1" 

The  daughter  of  Harlech  tried  to  articulate* 
but  the  words  died  away  upon  her  lips.  Yet  he 
could  read  the  meaning  in  her  eyes. 

Dhu  started  instantaneously  upon  his  feet, 
and,  waving  his  hand  as  he  quitted  the  cabin, 
repeated — 

"  Bless  thee,  Gladys,  daughter  of  Harlech — 
farewell !"  and  he  was  again  upon  the  deck. 

The  Eryr's  course  was  now  a  determined  one ; 


9f 8  QLADTS    OP  HAELECH. 

and  the  Spaniards  fdi  there  was  no  altenativie 
but  to  6ght 

Dhu'a  voioe  sounded  above  every  other,  giving 
his  peremptory  commands ;  and  when  the  words 


'*Luff  man,  hiff!  lay  her  aboard  1''— the 
vessels  ran  alongside,  and  were  soon  locked  to* 
gether.  The  fearful  savage  cries  rending  the 
air,  caused  a  thrill  of  terror  through  the  maideos' 
bosoms ;  they  sank  upon  their  knees  and  cred  to 
heaven,  in  the  deepest  alarm.  The  turmoil  on 
deck  overhead  became  fearful ;  every  sound  and 
renewed  shout  infused  fresh  terror  into  their 
hearts,  and  they  became  completely  paralysed. 

Kynfin  Tudor,  notwithstanding  his  aversioa 
to  blood,  and  anxiety  for  his  niece,  with  that  of 
his  own  personal  safety  on  her  account,  rushed 
into  the  midst  of  the  combat,  and  fought  with  a 
coun^  worthy  of  the  son  of  the  renowned 
chieftain  of  Harlech.  His  sword  caused  mott 
havoc  liiat  day  than  it  did  at  the  memonbk 
battle  of  Wakefield 
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There  were  far  more  Spanisrds  on  board  the 
eoemy  dmn  they  bad  supposed,  and  the  conflict 
aoon  became  more  fierce,  and  }N-olonged  in  con«- 
seqnence.  Ah'eady  the  decks  were  strewed  with 
the  dead,  yet  the  clashing  of  arms  did  not  cease. 

Dhu  in  the  midst  of  the  carnage,  engaged  hand 
to  hand  with  the  captain  of  the  merchantman. 
The  latter  had  fallen  upon  him  with  the  utmost 
fury,  but  the  rover  was  too  well  experienced  in 
personal  combat  for  his  adversary.  His  dexterous 
hand  soon  laid  his  antagonist  at  his  feet.  Then 
it  was  his  danger  became  more  imminent.  The 
Spaniards  seeing  their  captaio  fall,  rushed  in  a 
body  upon  Ap  Rhys,  who  kept  them  at  bay  with 
surprising  coolness  and  courage. 

The  son  of  Harlech,  shortly  after  seeing  Dhu 
wounded,  and  the  great  peril  he  was  in,  forget- 
ting at  the  time  all  the  injury  the  rover  had  done 
him,  rushed  forward  to  his  assistance,  placed 
himself  between  the  Spaniards  and  his  com- 
mander, while  the  latter  almost  immediately 
afterwards  fell  wounded  at  his  feet 
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Ap  Madgwyn,  Gam,  and  several  of  the 
acamra  hastened  to  the  qpot  and  bore  away  the 
renowned  rover  of  the  seas^  whose  rdgn  over 
the  Eryr  was  at  an  end  for  ever. 
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of  the  wounded  chief. 

"Gladys  are    you    there?"     murmur< 
weak  voice  from  the  narrow  couch. 

The  maiden  instantly  rose  and  leaned 
the    prostrate    man.     "  Does    Dhu    ap 
VOL.  III.  B 
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want  any  thing?"  said  she  in  a  tone  of 
sympathy.  "Your  lipa  are  parched,  let  me 
give  you  something  to  moisten  them." 

**No,  Mistress  Gladys,  no."  He  felt  for 
her  hand.  When  he  had  placed  it  in  his  own, 
he  remained  perfectly  still,  save  that  the 
palpitation  of  his  heart  was  more  audible. 

The  rover  was  fast  sinking  from  his  wounds. 
The  pain  he  endured  was  excruciating,  yet 
no  murmur  escaped  his  lips.  He  felt  there 
was  no  hope  of  his  recovery.  That  did  not 
seem  to  distress  him.  The  only  anxiety  he 
appeared  to  feel  was,  lest  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  should  leave  him,  and  the  last  hours 
of  his  fast  ebbing  life  be  passed  without  her 
presence. 

So  heart-rending  had  been  his  appeal,  that 
even  Kynfin  Tudor  wavered,  notwithstanding 
an  impulse  to  reject  his  prayer.  Yet  was  not 
the  rover  expiring  ?  Should  living  hate  leave 
the  world  resting  still  on  the  heads  of  the 
departed?     Should  it    not  die    with    them? 
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The  dauntless  Dhu  ap  Rhys,  who  only  a  day 
or  two  before  had  trod  the  deck  of  the  vessel 
in  high  health  and  in  the  fnll  vigour  of  man- 
hood, was  now  but  a  melancholy  wreck  of 
humanity.  The  maiden's  distaste  and  even 
dread,  was  now  changed  to  pity  and  sympathy, 
when  Kynfin  Tudor  wavered,  it  was  Gladys' 
entreaty  that  fell  upon  his  ear,  and  made 
him  finally   yield  to  the  dying  man's  petition. 

Kynfin's  mind  was  in  confusion.  He  left 
his  niece  to  attend  upon  the  prostrate  man, 
and  took  upon  himself  the  new  duty  of 
a  commander  on  the  blood-stained  deck. 

He  well  knew  the  rover  must  die.  The 
secret  between  them  would  then  be  at  rest. 
His  own  emancipation  was  at  hand,  and  his 
beloved  charge  would  be  safe.  This  was 
cheering,  yet  he  was  not  cheered.  With  Dhu 
he  had  passed  six  years,  and  now  he  was 
about  to  part  with  him  for  ever.  He  did  not 
rgoioe  in  his  death ;  yet  he  felt  that  there  was 
cause  to  be  thankful  for  recent  events.     He 
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was  on  the  eve  of  parting  with  the  comrade 
of  his  own  wild  sea  life.  Was  this  strange  ?  was 
it  inconsistent?  It  might  be  so,  but  the 
shades  of  Thomas  Nevil's  character  did  not 
at  that  moment  appear  of  so  dark  a  hue  as 
certain  redeeming  points  that  arose  in  Kynfin's 
benevolent  and  forgiving  heart,  and  suggested 
the  question.  "If  he  has  wronged  me,  have 
I  not  also  wronged  him  ?"  Ap  Madgwyn  bad 
told  him  of  the  rover's  pure  love  for  his  niece. 
He  thought  of  his  own  love  for  Aliano.  Why 
had  he  no  sympathy  for  Dhu  ?  He  who  knew 
how  hard  it  was  to  resist  temptation,  why 
had  he  been  so  uncharitable  when  he  himself 
had  fallen  short  in  so  many  duties  which 
would  be  pleasing  in  the  sight  of  heaven? 
He  knew  the  rover  must  die.  He  therefore 
could  not,  and  would  not  blame  the  pirate 
chief;  but  he  blamed  himself  that  he  should 
have  listened  to  the  Lady  of  G^t,  and  hare 
placed  the  fair  daughter  of  Harlech  on  the 
deck  of  a  rover's  ship. 
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Voices  of  distress  broke  in  upon  these 
saddening  meditations,  for  he  stood  among  the 
slain  upon  the  still  saDguinary  deck.  Looking 
in  the  direction  from  whence  the  voice  pro- 
ceeded, little  Maurice  approached  wringing  his 
hands.  He  had  been  stooping  over  the 
almost  lifeless  body  of  Gam. 

"  Oh,  mate  of  the  *  Eryr !'  cried  he  with  the 
uncontrollable  grief  of  a  child.  "  I  must  lose 
my  best  friend,  ray  true  good  hearted  Gam, 
who  never  said  one  unkind  word  to  me. 
Ochan  !  ochan  !  he  says  he  cannot  live  for 
the  Dewine's  curse  is  upon  us.  He  has  seen 
her  knotted  handkerchief  at  the  mast-head; 
and  I  too  have  heard  its  heavy  sound,  flap,  flap, 
like  a  wet  sail  upon  the  yards,  we  all  know 
what  it  bodes,  that  our  ship  shall  never  see 
another  summer  sun!  I  am  sick  at  heart, 
mate  of  the  *  Eryr,*  very  sick/* 

The  words  of  the  boy  knocked  loudly  at 
heart  of  Kynfin  Tudor.  They  struck  the 
chord  of  his  sympathy  in  repeating — "  I  am 
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sick  at  heart,  very  sick."  Soon  afterwards  in 
kind  tones,  he  administered  words  of  comfort 
to  the  broken  hearted  lad. 

"Come,  come,  Maurice  bach,  you  must 
cheer  up,"  said  he,  "  we  will  have  Gam  taken 
below  and  see  what  can  be  done.  The  other 
men  also  shall  be  attended  to." 

The  vessels  remained  lashed  side  by  side. 
The  Spaniards  had  been  massacred  to  a  mao. 
It  was  a  fearful  sight.  The  son  of  Harlech, 
sensitive  as  he  was,  shrunk  not  from  performbg 
his  melancholy  task,  and  attended  to  the 
wounded.  The  dead  were  thrown  overboard, 
and  the  decks  washed.  Those  who  expired 
subsequently  were  committed  to  the  waves 
with  an  unhallowed  prayer,  the  bubbles  rising 
as  they,  without  a  dirge,  sank  in  the  deep 
water.  Kynfin  sent  the  Spanish  merchantman 
adrifl,  after  securing  what  was  most  valuable 
on  board.  He  soon  restored  order.  When  the 
early  dawn  shone  upon  the  rover's  pride  the 
next   day,   no    tragic   spectacle   was  there  to 
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shock  the  eye.  Silently  the  vessel  glided  on 
her  course  towards  the  French  coast. 

Ap  Maclgwyn  had  been  slightly,  and  many 
others  of  the  crew  severely  wounded.  The 
maidens,  like  ministering  angels,  attended  to 
the  wants  of  the  sufferers,  and  did  all  in  their 
power  to  alleviate  their  miseries. 

The  first  night  after  the  contest,  the  leave- 
taking  of  Gam  with  his  comrades  was  touching. 
When  the  good  hearted  seaman  breathed  his 
last,  his  little  favourite,  the  life  of  the  decks, 
was  inconsolable.  The  gentle  voice  of  the 
maidens  could  not  comfort  him.  The  kind 
persuasions  of  the  mate  and  second  mate  to 
abato  his  grief  were  of  no  avail.  The  boy 
shook  his  head,  and  fixing  his  eyes  upon 
Kynfin  Tudor,  the  tears  rolled  faster  and 
faster,  saying,  though  his  lips  repeated  it 
not. 

"The  Dewines,  the  Dewines!  I  am  sick  at 
heart  mate  of  the  *  Eryr,*  very  sick  !'* 

The  son  of  Harlech  stood  alone  upon  the 
solitary  deck,  watching  for  the  third  time  since 
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the  fatal  day,  the  last  faint  glimmer  of  the 
ereiUDg  upon  the  ocean.  The  iressel  scaiody 
moved;  the  wind  sighed  mournfully  through 
the  rigging,  and  the  monotonous  flap,  flap, 
of  the  sails  against  the  mast,  sounded 
ominously,  and  made  him  ready  to  start  even 
at  his  own  shadow. 

The  monotony  was  at  length  broken  by 
a  wild  distracted  cry  trom  the  cabin  bdow. 
The  names  of  the  Lady  of  Gest,  and  the 
daughter  of  Harlech  vibrated  on  the  ear. 
Louder  and  louder  became  the  cry.  Ap 
Dafydd  hastened  to  the  bed-side  of  the  wounded 
rover.  He  was  sitting  up  with  out-stretched 
hands,  and  eye-balls  glaring.  His  gentle  nurse 
had  started  from  his  side,  and  was  standing 
at  a  distance,  burying  her  dee  in  her  hands» 
that  she  might  conceal  from  her  afl&ighted 
vision  the  frantic  gesture  of  the  pirate,  whose 
voice  still  resounded  through  the  cabin. 

"  Gladys !  Gladys  I  I  cannot  part  with  thee. 
Thou  hast  cursed  me.  Lady  of  G£st  1  thou  hast 
cursed  me,  fidse  woman  I    There  was  a  corpi 
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santi  sent  by  thee  on  the  mast-hend  yesternight. 
I  saw  the  livid  fire,  forky  and  fierce,  come 
and  depart,  now  thou  hast  set  my  soul  in  a 
flame.  Thou  hast  made  my  brain  boil.  Why 
didst  thou  tempt  me?  Didst  bring  me  joy 
only  to  dash  it  from  my  lips?  Why  didst 
thoa  do  this  false  woman  ?  Thou  sayest  that 
I  deserve  it,  that  it  is  retribution,  ha,  ha,  false 
woman  !  Thou  once  prodaimedest  the  rover 
of  the  seas  more  to  thee  than  all  the  world, 
and  yet  thou  hast  cursed  me.  My  last  hour 
is  at  hand.  I  cannot  die.  Hell  with  its 
torments  is  open  before  me,  I  cannot  die. 
The  cry  of  blood  sounds  in  my  ears.  O,  that 
I  could  wash  the  stains  off  my  hands.  I  cannot 
die.  Angel  of  hope  console  me!  But  one 
hour's  reprieve  more,  that  I  may  make  my 
peace  with  heaven.     I  cannot  die  yet  I" 

A  loud  shriek  followed  this  wretched  appeal, 
and  he  lay  back  upon  his  couch  exhausted  and 
insensible. 

The  anguish  of  his  heart  had  struck  deeply 
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into  the  spirits  of  all  on  board.  Every  face 
bore  traces  of  grief.  They  listened  to  the 
quick  breathing  of  the  dying  man  with  anxiety. 

When  he  had  returned  to  consciousness, 
his  delirium  was  gone.  The  violent  trembliog 
of  his  frame  had  subsided.  He  was  restless^ 
and  appeared  as  if  he  wished  to  articulate, 
brightening  as  man  sometimes  does  before 
his  vision  is  darkened  for  ever. 

"  Kynfin  Tudor,  where  art  thou  ?"  he  ex- 
claimed as  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  distressed 
features  of  his  mate.  He  held  out  his  hand 
and  said :  "  Forgive  me,  I  am  going  my  last 
long  journey,  at  least  let  me  make  my  peace 
with  you.  I  have  injured  you.  You  know 
how  wrong  I  have  acted  towards  you,  who 
have  been  my  best  friend;  your  hand  prevented 
me  from  committing  a  crime  that  would  have 
called  louder  upon  my  conscience  than  any 
of  the  evil  deeds  of  which  I  have  been  guilty. 
I  am  grateful  for  your  having  spared  me 
remorse  for  that  crime,  I  am  grateful  to  you 
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for  permitting  your  brother's  child  to  administer 
succour  to  me  in  my  last  moments.  It  is 
with  sincere  penitence  of  spirit  I  now  ask  you 
to  forgive  me  for  the  past.  Oh !  could  my  life 
but  be  spent  over  again !" 

For  a  few  minutes  the  dying  man  was  silent ; 
upon  being  raised  up  he  revived,  and  looking: 
eagerly  round  he  continued:  "Mate  of  the 
'Eryr/  I  need  not  warn  you  not  to  follow 
longer  a  life  similar  to  mine.  Hear  my  last 
request.  Let  my  ashes  and  those  of  my  proud 
'Eryr'  both  moulder  together,  burn  her,  bum 
her  with  the  rover's  remains — let  her  be  his 
winding  sheet." 

His  voice  grew  thick,  his  eyes  once  more 
wandered  round  the  cabin.  They  fell  at  last 
upon  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  who  was  stand- 
ing by  weeping  bitterly. 

^*  Come  to  me,  come  to  me  Gladys !  Let 
me  once  more  hear  your  voice  before  we  part 
for  ever.  Let  me  look  upon  you^  look  my 
last !  Alas  I  cannot  see  your  features~^the 
— ^Iight — bring  the  light !" 
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The  maiden  took  the  rover's  hand  and  looked 
aadly  in  his  face,  but  his  sight  was  obscured. 
He  could  only  lay  her  hand  upon  his  heart 
before  his  head  fell  back,  and  his  voice  was 
heard  no  more. 
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last  singular  wbh   of  their  late  daring  com- 
mander. 

The  moon  was  shining  bright ;  not  a  ripple 
disturbed  the  waters  that  reposed  calm  as 
sleeping  infancy.  The  steady  strokes  of  the 
oar  that  drew  their  skiff  nearer  and  nearer  to 
the  land  were  alone  audible,  that  land  they  had 
so  long  desired  to  reach.  The  daughter  of 
Harlech  was  sad  at  heart ;  her  feelings  were 
widely  opposed  to  those  of  her  light  hearted 
companion.  The  latter  was  naturaUy  diverted 
from  the  late  melancholy  train  of  events,  and 
the  reflections  they  were  calculated  to  inspire^ 
by  the  pleasure  she  experienced  at  once  more 
beholding  her  own  country,  and  her  father 
Louis  Agustine,  and  anticipating  further  the 
joy  of  soon  being  clasped  in  his  arms.  GladjfS 
could  only  return  the  pressure  of  her  littk 
friend's  hand;  she  had  not  a  smile  at  her 
command ;  she  could  not  frame  an  expression 
of  sympathy  in  unison  with  her  friend's  feet 
ings ;  she  sat  bending  over  the  skiff,  with  her 
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eyes  fixed  upoa  the  glassy  waters,  buried 
faer  own  painful  reflections.  The  late  eve 
were  uppermost  and  with  the  rover  appea 
oonstantly  before  ber  vision,  while  her  ears  e 
resounded  with  the  dying  cry  of  the  departi 
— "  Gladys,  Gladys,  I  cannot  part  with  thei 
She  had  do  affection  for  the  unfortunate  pin 
that  was  impossible ;  but  she  was  not  so 
sensible  to  pity  as  not  to  feel  when  circti 
stances  had  made  her  recollect  his  deep  r^ 
for  her,  if  she  had  no  regard  for  h 
With  her  gentle  and  benevolent  heart, 
memory  could  not  so  soon  be  faithless  to 
look  of  gratitude  for  the  oflBce  she  had  i 
dered  him,  or  to  his  look  of  sorrow  when 
attempted  to  leave  his  side.  She  could 
forget  hts  entreaty  for  her  prayers,  any  ir 
thao  the  heart-rending  supplications  of  a  gi 
Hnner.  The  last  hour  before  his  Bf 
departed,  the  moments  before  delirium  came 
when  he  earnestly  thanked  her  for  her  kindn 
and  the  anguish  he  had  exhibited  when 
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felt  tiie  hour  was  come  to  part  with  ber  ibr 
ever,  were  all  too  &esh  in  her  memory  not  to 
affect  ber  spirits.  In  bis  wioding  sheet,  too, 
he  haunted  ber  imi^natioiL  She  had  nenr 
before  seen  death.  She  reflected  that  she 
bad  been  the  cause  of  his  dissdutioD,  and 
the  extorting  tears  from  every  eye  in  the 
ship,  for  even  the  cold-blooded  pirates  wept  oa 
the  death  of  their  commando-.  These  thoughti 
troubled  her  so  much  ^at  when  she  set 
ber  foot  upon  the  land  no  sign  of  pleasure, 
no  expression  of  thankfiilness,  escaped  ber 
lips.  Kynfia  Tudor,  and  Jacqueline  on  tbe 
other  hand,  in  earnest  conversatioD,  showed 
unmistakea  marks  of  delight  as  they  proceeded 
towards  the  landmg  place,  which  was  close  to 
tbe  garden  of  Louis  Agusdne's  residence; 
Gladys  did  not  seem  to  heed  her  companioDS, 
in  her  abstraction  appearing  scarcely  to  know 
she  had  left  a  foot  print  upon  the  sand, 
they  had  arrired  before  the  gate  of  tbe 
cbman's   garden.     There   her  reverie  ms 
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broken  by  an  exclamation  of  delight  from  Jacque- 
fine,  who  seemed  all  happiness ;  and  bounding 
on  before  them,  was  quickly  out  of  sight. 

Kynfin  felt  a  singidar  sensation  overtake 
him  as  he  conducted  his  beloved  charge  up 
the  well  remembered  path  from  the  water  side. 
When  he  reached  the  garden,  his  first  impulse 
was  to  fold  her  in  his  arms  and  pronounce 
upon  her  a  fervent  blessing.  Gladys  warmly 
returned  this  testimony  of  his  affection.  Soon 
afterwards  her  restless  eyes  wandered  in  the 
direction  of  the  rover's  ship,  where  so  many 
eventful  days  had  just  been  passed.  She  had 
bid  the  vessel  farewell,  and  prepared  to  see  the 
flames  consume  it. 

The  ship  was  even  now  on  fire;  soon  the 
whole  horizon  was  illuminated,  and  the  'ashes 
of  the  rover  were  mingled  with  the  glowing 
embers  of  the  bark  in  which  he  had  rode  the 
waters  so  long,  and  signalized  himself  by  so 
many  daring  exploits.  A  faint  cry  broke  from 
Gladys'  lips  as  she  exclaimed : 
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**  Oh,  my  uncle  1  see !  O  see  I  the  rover  and 
his  proud '  Eryr '  bark  are  consuming  together  T 
Her  voice  dropped  into  a  whisper,  and  she 
stood  supported  in  her  uncle's  arms,  for  some 
time  gazing  upon  the  flames.  They  rose 
higher  and  higher,  their  lurid  light  reflected 
in  the  sleeping  waters  of  the  bay,  at  onoe 
giving  a  fiery  look  to  the  land  and  sea  around 
It  was  a  painful  sight.  Even  Kynfin  Tudor's 
frame  trembled,  with  that  of  his  more  fragOe 
companion.  She  did  not  attempt  to  diy  the 
tears  which  she  had  shed,  much  less  to  conceal 
her  agitation. 

The  party  found  Agustine  unfortunately 
from  home,  and  although  it  was  a  great  dis- 
appointment to  the  French  maiden  at  not 
finding  her  father  upon  her  return  to  her 
native  country,  she  was  so  unselfish  that  she 
concealed  her  disappointment  in  order  to  exert 
herself  in  making  her  guests  comfortable. 
She  cheered  Gladys,  using  the  most  affectionate 
and  sympathizing  terms;  to  Kynfin  she  made 
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remarks  on  the  happy  time  she  had  spent  with 
him  in  that  home  during  the  days  of  her  child- 
hood, which  she  styled  a  new  era  in  her 
existence. 

Jacqueline  was  distressed  soon  afterwards  at 
hearing  that  her  father  was  not  likely  to  return 
to  Vannes,  having  been  for  the  preceding  three 
months  resident  in  the  Duke's  household  at 
Rennes. 

"What  can  he  he  doing  there?"  thought 
Jacqueline.  He  had  so  frequently  said  to  her 
that  he  would  strictly  avoid  taking  any  situa-i 
tion  under  the  existing  government,  and  that 
the  vacillating  potentates  of  the  day,  were  never 
to  be  trusted.  "  One  day/'  said  he,  **  you  may 
be  their  favourite,  the  next  their  slave,  their 
greatest  friend  or  bitterest  foel"  Jacqueline 
wished  her  father  had  not  gone  to  Rennes, 
and  she  only  longed  the  more  to  see  him  that 
she  might  express  her  fears. 

"Ma  petite  Jacqueline  must  not  distress 
herself,"  said  Ap  Dafydd   one  evening   when 
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he  happened  to  overhear  her  oommunicatiog 
her  fears  to  Gladys.  ^'  If  we  can  only  learn 
your  father's  intentions,  and  be  sure  that  this 
report  of  his  acceptance  of  a  post  is  true,  we 
will  lose  no  time  in  conducting  you  to  Rennes^ 
where  your  parent  will  soon  embrace  you. 
All  have  their  disappointments;  I  have  just 
come  from  visiting  an  old  friend  of  mine  in 
the  town,  one  of  my  countrymen,  I  find  the 
Earls  of  Pembroke  and  Richmond  reside  no 
longer  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Vannes,  so 
we  shall  have  to  go  and  seek  them." 

Ap  Dafydd  looked  anxiously  towards  bis  niece 
as  he  finished  the  sentence;  he  had  only  a 
short  time  before  been  buoying  up  her  hapts 
that  their  mission  would  soon  be  fulfilled, 
and  the  disturbance  which  he  feared  her  flight 
and  that  of  the  smugglers  had  caused  b  the 
neighbourhood  of  Harlech,  would  ere  this  have 
subsided,  and  consequently  nothing  would  pro* 
vent  their  speedy  return  to  the  Cwm. 

Gladys  was  startled  at  her  uncle's  words, 
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and  a  shade  of  disappointment  passed  over 
her  brow.  A  moment  before  she  had  been 
picturing  to  herself  a  happy  meeting  with  her 
grandmother,  the  pleasure  of  again  scrambling 
over  her  native  hills,  the  plunging  her  feet 
into  the  noountain  streams,  and  more  than 
aD  the  joy  of  being  free  and  independent; 
words  she  did  not  yet  feel  in  their  old  and 
true  meaning. 

"Where  are  they  gone  to?"  said  she  with 
eagerness,  "surely,  unde,  they  have  not  yet 
left  Britany  f* 

"They  have  not  left  the  dukedom,"  replied 
Kynfin  Tudor  soothingly,  "I  hope  we  shall 
not  be  long  in  discovering  their  new  quarters. 
It  is  but  recently  that  they  have  taken  their 
departure  from  Vannes.  The  whole  df  France 
appears  to  be  in  an  unsettled  state,  this  I  learn 
through  the  partisans  of  the  different  factions. 
The  old  Duke  is  more  than  ever  governed 
by  his  favourites ;  but  what  is  more  surprising 
than  anything  else,  the  £arls  of  Pembroke  and 
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Richmond  are  in  high  favour  with  his  Grace. 
They  say  they  have  been  to  visit  him  at  his 
palace.  This  intelligence  is  difficult  to  oom* 
prehend.  I  know  the  minister  Landais  who 
is  still  in  power,  has  been  their  greatest  enemy 
from  their  arrival  in  this  country.  I  warned 
Jasper  of  Hatfield  to  beware ;  Jasper  has  so 
good  a  heart  that  he  can  never  think  ill  of 
others  till  too  late.  I  hope  he  may  not  611 
a  victim  to  Landais'  machinations.*' 

*^  I  saw  the  minister  several  times  formetfy, 
he  was  with  my  unde/'  observed  Jacqudme, 
"I  never  liked  his  appearance;  there  was 
something  particularly  forbidding  about  the  ex* 
pression  of  his  features,  and  his  mean,  spare 
form,  deep  sunken  eyes,  hook  nose,  and  swarthy 
complexion,  his  restless  shuffling  gait,  and  that 
peculiar  sinister  sneer  when  he  was  addressed 
upon  any  topic  that  did  not  happen  to  meet 
with  his  approval.  That  man  is  my  aversioiL 
If  he  were  my  father,  I  don't  think  IcouM 
have  one  particle  of  love  for  him." 
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^^l  have  good  reason  to  remember  his  ill 
couDteoanoe/'  replied  Kynfin  thoughtfully.  ^'  I 
have  kept  my  eyes  upon  him,  and  watched 
the  working  of  his  evil  features  for  an  hour 
at  a  time.  He  will  ruin  himself  some  day» 
Hiere  is  folly  in  his  knavery,  more  than 
beseems  villains  of  long  practice.  No  one 
abuses  reason  with  impunity,  ma  ch^re  petite. 
The  time  of  reaction  will  come  with  Landais, 
too,  for  he  rushes  of  late  too  heedlessly  into 
wine.  There  is  much  policy  in  becoming 
a  successful  knave,  and  in  keeping  the  system 
long  flourishing  lies  the  art  of  great  and 
heroic  villainy.  Methinks  the  minister  is  a 
small  professor  after  all,  for  he  plays  on  the 
Duke's  enfeebled  faculties.'' 

''I  am  delighted  your  opinion  of  Landais 
bears  out  what  my  inexperience  surmises.  I 
wonder  how  it  is  that  we  dislike  some  people 
because  we  do  dislike  them.  When  T  was  a 
Uttle  girl  I  recollect  meeting  the  minister  with 
my  father,  when  a  sudden  terror  seized  me  lest 
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he  should  take  hold  of  my  hand  or  kiss  me ; 
I  hastily  stole  away  with  this  impression  upon 
my  mind.  It  was  an  instinctive  feeling  of  his 
real  character,  I  often  regret  my  father  made 
his  acquaintance.*' 

**  We  will  not  recall  those  times,  ma  pedte,'' 
resumed  Kynfin  on  observing  the  colour  come 
and  go  upon  her  cheek,  **  you  and  I  know  too 
much  already  of  the  Duke  and  his  deceitful 
satellites  ever  to  wish  to  mention  thdr  names» 
much  less  to  have  any  communicaUon  with 
them." 

"  It  is  that  which  makes  me  so  unhappy  about 
my  father,"  replied  the  French  girl  sorrowfiiOy, 
'^I  would  rather  he  had  nothing  to  do  with 
individuals  so  unprincipled,  and  void  of  good 
feeling.** 

''Let  us  hope,  ma  petite,  that  affiurs  wiD 
improve,  when  we  reach  Rennes.  I  think  a 
visit  there  is  the  alternative,"  said  Ap  Dafydd 
looking  at  his  young  companions  with  a 
paternal  expression.  ''The  journey  will  be 
tedious." 
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"I  do  not  object  to  the  journey,"  replied 
Gladys,  "I  rather  think  it  would  be  more 
agreeable  than  otherwise,  I  was  thinking  of 
old  Rowland.  He  has  friends  not  many  leagues 
from  here;  but  what  is  to  become  of  little 
Maurice  who  I  have  promised  should  return 
with  us  to  the  Cwm/* 

''He  had  better  accompany  Ap  Madgwyn 
to  Wales,  and  join  us  afterwards.  I  have 
been  speaking  to  him  upon  the  subject.  Ap 
Madgwyn  leaves  to-morrow,  he  told  me  be 
would  be  here  this  evening  to  bid  you  farewell. 
We  can,  perhaps,  come  to  an  arrangement  about 
the  lad  with  faim.^ 

''Poor  little  Maurice  is  so  fond  of  you,  I 
fear  he  wiU  be  disappointed,''  rejoined  Gladys, 
looking  up  into  her  uncle's  fece  pleadingly. 

"  We  shall  soon  meet  him  in  Wales,  I  hope, 
meantime  our  movements  are  uncertain,  so  that 
we  cannot  do  better  than  embrace  this  op- 
portunity. Ap  Madgwyn  will  take  every  care 
of  him." 

VOL.   III.  C 
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"  I  am  convinced  of  that/'  said  Gladys,  and 
nothing  more  passed. 

They  had  not  seen  Roderick  since  they  parted 
upon  the  deck  of  the  *Eryr.*  The  moment 
he  entered  the  apartment  Gladys  turned  pale. 
He  brought  back  to  her  painful  recollections. 

As  the  maidens  extended  their  hands  to  the 
young  mate,  there  was  a  great  contrast  between 
the  carriage!  of  the  two  girls.  Jacqueline  was 
confused;  the  colour,  it  is  true,  might  have 
appeared  deeper  in  hue  upon  her  cheeks  by  the 
side  of  the  pale  features  of  the  daughter  of 
Harlech.  Without  accounting  for  such  an  ap* 
pearance,  they  were  visibly  of  a  more  rosy  tinge 
than  they  had  been  a  little  before.  Kynfin, 
observing  it,  remained  for  some  minutes  deeply 
thoughtful. 

Ap  Maclgwyn  consented  to  look  after  the 
little  favourite  of  the  quarter  deck.  When  he 
took  his  departure,  his  leave-taking  with 
Jacqueline  was  different,  and  apparently  ooore 
touching  than  with  his  other  friends. 
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Some  time  had  elapsed  since  their  arrival  at 
Vannes,  and  yet  no  intelligence  had  reached 
them  from  Monsieur  Agustine.  This  increased 
Jacqueline's  anxiety,  and  Ap  Dafydd  at  length 
determined  upon  starting  for  the  capital. 

The  change  of  scene,  and  the  novelty  of  the 
journey  revived  the  drooping  spirits  of  the 
maidens,  and  kept  them  from  many  painful 
reflections. 

The  son  of  Harlech,  their  only  protector, 
watched  the  varying  expressions  upon  their 
countenances  with  a  pleasure  new  and  strange. 
By  the  death  of  the  unfortunate  rover,  a  load 
had  been  removed  from  his  heart ;  now  they 
were  recovering  from  the  late  painful  scenes  in 
which  they  had  been  involved,  he  felt  happier 
than  he  had  done  for  a  long  time  before.  His 
fiur  legacy  and  his  anxiety  for  her  welfare, 
almost  wholly  engrossed  his  attention,  both 
were  still  uppermost,  though  it  was  true  his 
cares  were  lessened. 

When    they  reached   Rennes,   Kynfin   des- 

c  2 
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patched  a  messenger  to  the  palace,  to  inquire 
for  Louis  Agustine.  The  reply  was,  that  be 
had  been  sent  by  his  Grace,  to  the  Duke  of 
Orleans  upon  urgent  business,  and  was  daily 
expected  back. 

Jacqueline  was  cheered  by  this  informatioD, 
but  she  soon  grew  impatient  again.  Time 
swept  on^  and  her  father  did  not  make  bb 
appearance. 

Kynfin  Tudor,  too,  became  uneasy  on  ber 
account.  At  length,  he  went  himself  to  tbe 
palace,  and  upon  making  inquiries,  learned  witb 
horror  that  Louis  Agustine  and  all  his  escort 
had  that  morning  been  discovered  murdered  in 
the  forest.  They  had  also  been  robbed  of 
important  papers  belonging  to  the  Duke.  Tbe 
intelligence  had  thrown  all  in  the  palace  iuto 
consternation. 

This  was  a  fresh  trial  to  Kynfin,  wbo 
sickened  at  the  thought  of  breaking  the  melafi- 
cboly  news  to  the  poor  orphan. 

The  two  girls  were  seated  in  the  window 
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watching  his  return.  The  moment  he  entered 
the  apartment,  they  sprang  to  him,  one  on  each 
side.  The  expression  of  his  face  alarmed  them, 
and  both,  in  more  eager  tones  than  usuaf, 
inquired  what  had  happened. 

''Jacqueline,  my  little  Jacqueline,  Heaven 
comfort  thee,"  murmured  Ap  Dafydd,  sinking 
into  a  chair,  and  drawing  her  near  him.  **  I 
have  not  brought  you  cheering  news,  would  to 
heaven  I  had  been  abk  to  do  so  !  What  shall 
I  rdate  to  you  of  your  father  that  will  least 
wound  your  affectionate  heart,  my  Jacqueline 
bach?" 

"  If  he  is  ill,  oh  I  do  take  me  to  him !"  cried 
she,  bursting  into  a  fit  of  extravagant  grief. 
"  Take  me  to  him  this  moment !  Do  not  keep 
me  in  suspense — ^let  me  hear  the  worst  1"  cried 
the  unhappy  Jacqueline,  with  fearful  af^rehen- 
sion  in  her  countenance. 

Gladys  stood  by  her  side,  and  entreated  her 
to  be  comforted.  The  sorrow  thus  visited  upon 
her  friend,    seemed  at  once   to    restore    the 
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daughter  of  Harlech  to  her  former  ftelf.  Her 
own  grief  became  hushed.  She  could  now  obIt 
think  of,  and  sympathize  in  the  distress  of  one 
who  had  given  up  so  much  for  her,  and  waft  so 
true-hearted  and  affectionate  in  her  nature. 

**  Your  father  has  been  ill,  Jacqueline/'  said 
Kynfin,  not  wishing  to  be  too  sudden  in  his 
disclosure  of  the  melancholy  intelligenoe  in  its 
more  violent  aspect 

"  Let  me  go,  how  far  off  is  he  ?  How  long 
shall  we  be  in  travellbg  to  him?  For  the 
love  of  the  Virgin  take  me  at  once  V 

"  Calm  yourself,  my  dear  Jacqueline,  I  am 
grieved  to  tell  you  he  is  so  ill,  that  we  cannot 
arrive  in  time  to  see  him  alive." 

"  Let  us  go,  let  us  go,  I  must  see  my  dear 
father — my  dear,  dear  father  T' 

''  Jacqueline  bach,  you  must  bear  up  against 
this  trial ;  you  must  be  prepared  for  the  worst 
— ^your  father  is  no  more  !" 

The  poor,  grief-stricken  girl  fell  into  the 
arms  of  Gladys,  and  was  borne  in  a  state  of 
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iDseosibility  to  her  apartment,  which,  for  several 
days,  she  was  unable  to  leave,  until  which  time, 
the  manner  in  which  he  met  his  end  was  not 
communicated  to  her. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

An  Unexpected  Friend — Courtier  Baaeness— The  Pro- 
phecy— ^The  Bojal  Pledge. 

*'  By  my  troth,  Kynfin  Tudor  1"  ejaculated 
the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  as  he  quitted  the  side  of 
a  distingu^  looking  Frenchmau,  who  was 
pacing  up  and  down  with  him  before  an  anti- 
quated chateau,  situated  amid  rich  scenery  a 
few  leagues  from  Rennes.  "  Kynfin  Tudor, 
can  it  be  possible?  This  is  an  unexpected 
pleasure !"  Jasper  of  Hatfield  hastily  advanced, 
and  wrung  the  hand  of  his  kinsman  with  the 
same  generous  warmth  as  in  by-gone  days. 

**  I  hope  all  has  gone  well  with  you  for  the 
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long  period  since  we  parted,  my  good  kins- 
man," continued  the  Earl.  **  Let  me  assure 
you  that  I  am  delighted  to  see  you  with  us 
once  more." 

The  son  of  Harlech's  countenance  brightened 
at  the  sight  of  his  old  friend,  and  for  a  few 
minutes  he  could  scarcely  speak  from  emotion. 

''  Good  Jasper  of  Hatfield,"  at  length  he 
exclaimed,  *^  your  kind  greeting  touches  my 
heart.  I  cannot  find  language  to  express  my 
joy  at  seeing  you.  I  only  wish  that  our  meet- 
ing had  been  in  our  own  country,  and  not  in 
this  land  of  our  exile.'' 

**  Ah,  my  good  kinsman,  I  fear  that  day  is 
&rther  off  than  ever,"  replied  the  Earl,  putting 
on  a  more  serious  expression  of  feature.  "  I  have 
almost  ceased  to  hope  that  my  native  shores 
will  ever  greet  my  eyes." 

^  There  are  many  hearts  in  Wales  that  would 
be  heavy  with  sorrow,  did  they  think  so," 
replied  Kynfin. 

'* Indeed!"    slowly   repeated  the  Earl,    "I 

c  3 
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should  have  thought  ere  this,  that  the  Yorkist's 
long  and  glorious  success  had  destroyed  the  last 
hope  in  every  British  heart  for  the  house  of 
Lancaster." 

"  No/'  said  Ap  Dafydd,  eagerly,  "  there  are 
many  who  still  live  upon  the  hope  that  a 
glorious  day  for  Lancaster  is  gleaming  in  the 
distance,  and  that  an  evil  one  for  the  House  of 
Marche  is  not  far  off." 

"  This  is  dangerous  language/'  observed  the 
Earl,  looking  anxiously  round,  "KynfiD,;you 
must  be  cautious/'  The  Earl  placed  his  arm 
within  that  of  his  kinsman^  and  turned  down  a 
walk  leading  to  a  more  secluded  spot.  "  The 
Frenchman  you  saw  in  company  with  me  just 
now  was  Lord  Lescun,  a  great  favourite  as  you 
may  recollect  with  his  Grace  the  Duke.  I  see, 
his  lordship  has  gone  to  join  the  party  in  the 
pavilion.  We  can  continue  our  discourse  un- 
interrupted." 

'*  Times  are  changed,"  observed  Ap  Dafydd, 
''  since  I  took  my  departure  from  the  shores  of 
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Britany ;  yoa  were  not  then  in  very  good 
odour  with  his  Grace,  now,  I  understand,  he 
loads  you  with  attentions.  I  hope  Jasper  of 
Hatfield  feds  his  ground,  and  acts  accordingly." 

Pembroke  smiled.  '^Ah!  Eynfin,  wary  as 
evet.  I  missed  you  sadly  after  you  left,  and 
firequently  longed  to  have  you  near,  that  you 
might  aid  me  in  my  troubles.  The  anxiety  I 
have  since  suffered  has  been  great,  yet,  my  good 
kinsman,  you  see  the  exiled  nobles  have  hitherto 
escaped  the  fangs  of  their  enemies." 

''The  Virgin's  name  be  praised  that  they 
have,"  said  Ap  Dafydd,  gravely.  Shortly  after- 
wards he  made  enquiries  for  young  Rich- 
mond. 

**  His  health  has  not  been  strong,"  answered 
the  Earl,  ''but  his  change  of  residence  has 
been  beneficial  to  him.  The  Duke  permitted 
us  to  quit  Vannes  for  a  season.  Young  de 
Montfort  has  given  us  the  use  of  his  chateau. 
Thus  Kynfin  you  will  perceive  that  we  are 
not  destitute  of  friends  even  in  banishment." 
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''It  does  my  heart  great  good  to  hear  it»^ 
responded  Ap  Dafydd,  ''I  hope  the  Eail  cS 
Richmond  has  not  been  much  indisposed.'' 

"  Not  seriously,  no,  but  he  has  been  harassed. 
His  indisposition  is  more  of  mind  than  body. 
Last  winter  ill  reports  from  England  were  in 
circulation  here.  Now  we  have  arrived  at  that 
point,  I  will  breathe  the  secret  to  you.  The 
ground  we  tread  upon  here  is  not  smooth, 
and  we  find  it  a  difficult  task  to  walk  without 
stumbling.  We  are  at  present  in  the  Duke's 
favour  it  is  true,  but  that  arises  from  into^ted 
motives;  entre  noti^,  he  is  anxious  to  form 
an  alliance  between  my  nephew  and  his  fiiir 
cousin,  Claudine  de  Montfort.  We  imagine 
that  Peter  Landais,  his  minister,  who  is  a  base 
hypocrite,  does  not  approve  of  these  proceedings, 
nor  does  Lord  Lescun.  The  latter  has  pro- 
mulgated a  report  that  his  Grace  purposes 
paying  his  respects  to  us  almost  immediately. 
He,  you  know,  is  not  a  more  exalted  character, 
unless  by  birth,  than  his  friend  Landais.    Under 
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diese  circumstances,  the  Lancastrian  nobles 
cannot  fed  easy  in  mind/' 

'*  It  is  to  be  lamented  that  the  Duke  has 
such  characters  contaminating  his  court/' 
remarked  Kynfin,  "  the  truth  cannot  reach  hb 
ears.  They  dupe  their  master  even  more  than 
they  oppress  his  subjects." 

^*It  is  indeed  to  be  lamented/'  repeated 
Pembroke.  "Lescun  has  a  more  fashionable 
air  than  Landais,  confident,  well-looking,  having 
all  the  vices  of  the  court  in  which  he  was  bred, 
that  of  Fontainebleau.  He  is  not  of  a  petty 
state  like  Landats,  narrow,  and  pretending 
in  proportion  to  their  insignificance.  Gray, 
vicious,  dishonest,  and  given  to  play,  Lescun 
hangs  upon  Landais  without  any  tie  of  friendship 
beyond  that  of  his  own  pecuniary  advantage,  and 
a  sympathy  grounded  in  a  similarity  of  nature ; 
thus,  I  have  not  the  dread  of  Lescun  that 
I  have  of  Landais." 

^  He  may  not  be  quite  as  dangerous,"  replied 
Kynfin,.'*but  we  must  recollect  that  he  is  a 
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pUant  instrament,  or  rather  a  partner  in  the 
schemes  of  the  minister.  To  him  he  is 
useful  at  all  times,  from  possessing  those 
talents,  and  that  experience  in  moral  degra- 
dation which  are  of  such  effect^  when  certain 
orders  of  statesmen  endeavour,  after  concocting 
depraved  schemes,  to  find  instruments  for 
effecting  them.  A  friend  of  mine  at  Vannes, 
was  speaking  of  Lescun  to  me  the  other  day. 
He  said  Lescun  had  sold  all  his  estates,  with 
which  he  could  well  make  away,  to  pay  the 
debts  of  his  profligacy,  and  gej;ting  the  proceeds, 
he  thought  better  of  his  chance  honesty,  and 
lost  every  sous  of  the  money  at  play.  He 
is  of  good  family,  which  he  has  d^raded; 
was  the  heir  of  a  fine  fortune  he  has  squander- 
ed, and  is  now  the  lacky  of  a  base  bom 
adventurer,  in  whose  knavery  he  partakes, 
partly  from  congenial  feelings  with  those 
destitute  of  honour,  and  partly  firom  pe- 
cuniary necessity;  as  you  Jasper  of  Hatfield 
have  already  observed. 


GLADYS  OP  HARLECH.  39 

"Both  he  and  Landais  are  blots  upon  the 
Dukedom  of  Britany,  having  made  their  court 
to  the  Duke's  confidence  by  all  the  bye-ways 
which  lead  in  an  opposite  direction  to  the 
temple  of  honour/' 

"I  must  again  warn  you  to  be  cautious/' 
said  Pembroke.  "  See,  Lord  Lescun  and  the 
rest  of  the  party  are  approaching/'  Shortly 
afterwards  they  were  joined  by  them.  Henry 
of  Richmond  expressed  more  delight  in  seeing 
his  old  firiendi  than  he  had  ever  evinced  on 
any  former  occasion,  for  his  nature  was  cold. 

The  young  Earl  was  so  much  changed 
that  Kynfin  scarcely  recognized  him.  He 
had  settled  from  youth  into  manhood,  and 
from  a  ruddy  healthy  looking  boy,  had  become 
in  appearance  a  saUow  foreigner.  For  some 
moments  he  stood  looking  upon  him  with 
surprise. 

*'You  see  in  me  a  greater  change  than  I 
do  in  you  Kynfin  Tudor,"  said  the  Earl  of 
Richmond,  laughing  at  his  earnest  scrutiny. 


J 
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As  they  were  sittbg  in  one  of  the  salooiis 
of  the  castle  a  sudden  arrival  took  place  at 
the  gates,  and  young  De  Montfort's  cheerful 
voice  was  heard  as  he  was  ushered  into  their 
presence.  He  was  in  his  hunting  attire,  and 
to  all  appearance  an  open-hearted,  generous 
young  man,  overflowing  with  animal  spirits. 

**  I  have  come  to  insist  upon  our  noble  Eari 
of  Pembroke  joining  us  in  the  chase  to-mor- 
row,'' said  the  youth  with  an  animated  expression 
of  feature.  "  What,  are  you  here  ?''  contmued 
he,  bowing  coolly  to  Lord  Lescun.  Then 
immediately  taking  his  place  by  the  side  of 
Jasper  of  Hatfield,  the  conversation  was  carried 
on  between  themselves. 

Kynfin,  meanwhile,  sat  silently  watching 
the  expression  of  the  countenances  of  the 
strangers  around.  He  saw  that  Lord  Lescun's 
bow,  upon  this  occasion,  was  even  colder  than 
that  of  young  De  Montfort,  as  they  recognized 
each  other.  Shortly  after,  he  became  aware 
that  he   himself   had    become   an    object  of 
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attention  to  the  wily  courtier,  whose  lowering 
brow  was  the  harbinger  of  mischief  contemp- 
lating in  some  quarter,  of  that  he  felt  fully 
convinced.  He  was  relieved  in  mind  when 
he  arose  to  take  his  departure. 

As  soon  as  he  was  gone  the  conversation 
became  more  general,  and  young  De  Montfort 
bquired  if  they  knew  the  particulars  of  Louis 
Agustine's  assassination. 

"No,"  said  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  Kynfin 
looked  eagerly  towards  the  speaker. 

'*  Mon  Dieu  !  was  there  ever  such  a  monster 
to  be  found  in  the  annals  of  history  as  the 
French  monarch,"  resumed  De  Montfort,  with 
a  shrug  and  a  gesture  of  horror.  "  That  man 
is  a  disgrace  to  his  country — to  humanity. 
The  foul  perpetrator  of  that  assassination  was 
no  other  than  Louis  himself.  I  have  been 
told  from  good  authority,  he  had,  by  his  spies, 
discovered  that  a  clandestine  correspondence 
was  going  on  between  our  Duke  and  the 
Duke  of  Orleans.     Hearing  that  the  Duke's 
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ambassador  was  passing  through  the  neighbour- 
hood where  he  happened  to  be  at  the  moment, 
he  and  several  nobles  of  his  train  disguised 
themselves  in  the  garb  of  bandits,  and  MjDg 
upon  the  unfortunate  secretary,  robbed  him 
of  his  papers,  and  plunged  a  digger  into  his 
heart,  slaughtering  the  rest  of  the  party  in 
pure  wantonness.  There  is  a  royal  examine 
for  his  subjects  1  With  such  a  monarch  to 
command,  can  we  wonder  at  the  frequent 
disturbances  and  ill  feelings  extant  in  unhappy 
France !" 

Kynfin  questioned  De  Montfort  r^;arding 
the  affairs  of  Louis  Agustine,  relating  the 
friendless  position  of  his  unhappy  daughter. 

De  Montfort  was  touched  by  the  simple  takt 
as  were  the  exiled  Earls.  They  felt  deeply 
indebted  to  the  unfortunate  Frenchman.  He 
had  been  to  them  a  sincere  follower  from 
the  time  their  kinsman  had  quitted  them  at 
Vannes.  They  promised  to  intercede  ^ith  the 
Duke  on  behalf  of  the  orphan  Jacqueline. 
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The  Duke  being  expected  the  following 
day,  the  chase  was  deferred  to  the  next  but 
one.  When  De  Montfort  took  his  departure, 
be  expressed  a  wish  that  the  Welsh  chieftain's 
son  would  accompany  his  august  kinsman. 
After  some  hesitation  Kynfin  consented. 

These  trifling  interruptions  of  his  plans  made 
Kynfin  more  than  usually  impatient.  When 
morning  came,  and  he  knew  the  Duke  and 
his  sait  would  be  at  the  ch4teau  in  a  few 
hours,  he  bailed  the  visit  with  very  little 
pleasure. 

At  the  appointed  hour,  the  Duke  Francis 
and  his  gay  retinue  appeared  before  the  gate 
of  the  chftteau.  He  was  received  by  the 
noble  Earls  with  the  greatest  courtesy.  The 
Duke  introduced  them  to  his  favourite,  the 
livdy  and  attractive  Antoinette  de  Magnelais, 
Lady  of  ViUequier,  with  several  other  dis- 
tinguished ladies  of  the  court.  Peter  Landais 
and  Lord  Lescun  were  in  attendance.  Before 
he  was  weU  aware  of  the  circumstances,  Ap 
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Dafydd  found  himself  standing  face  to  fiice 
with  the  very  man  who  was  at  the  head  of 
the  conspiracy  against  the  noble  exiles  upoo 
their  first  arrival  in  the  countrv.  The  coo- 
spiracy  was  directly  in  disobedience  of  the 
mandate  which  the  Duke  had  issued,  respect- 
U3g  the  treatment  of  the  Lancastrian  noblei 
Landais  had  seen  it  signed,  sealed,  and 
delivered.  Yet  had  he  the  boldness  to  keep 
up  a  corespondence,  under  anonymous  names, 
with  Edward  of  England.  He  had  attempted 
a  deed  that  had  it  been  discovered,  would 
have  raised  the  executioner's  axe  over  his 
head.  He  had  escaped,  and  none  besides  tbe 
conspirators  knew  his  secret,  save  Eyafiii 
Tudor,  who  had  now  suddenly  risen  like  an 
apparition  before  him,  and  threw  back  the  blood 
from  his  face. 

Landais  grasped  Lord  Liescun's  arm  with 
nervous  irritability,  and  turned  away  to  traverse 
a  walk  in  a  contrary  direction  to  that  taken 
by  the  rest  of  the  party. 
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"  Lescun/'  said  he,  **  your  fears  are  too  true, 
that  is  the  very  man.  What  has  brought  him 
here  but  to  betray  me?  He  knows  the 
exiled  nobles  are  now  in  favour,  that  Louis 
Agustine  is  dead;  and  that  it  is  at  present 
his  own  time.  Had  we  not  better  arrest,  and 
have  him  taken  off  in  a  quiet  way  for  the 
murder  of  those  two  unfortunate  men,  who 
have  ever  since  he  quitted  the  country  been 
missing?  We  can  manage  it  without  a 
trial,  and  without  his  Grace  knowing  of  the 
matter/' 

**  Certes !  if  it  can  be  so  managed  without  a 
trial,  and  that  our  own  deeds  are  not  to  be 
canvassed.  We  must  remember  that  young 
De  Montfort  favors  the  English  exiles,  and 
will  adopt  the  part  of  their  friend  and  relative. 
I  know  that  to  be  certain." 

"I  shall  not  have  peace  till  I  have  that 
man  out  of  the  power  of  doing  me  a  mischief," 
replied  the  minister,  with  a  still  more  embar- 
rassed look.      I   never    closed   my  eyes    last 
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night   thinking   of  the  fdlow.     He  must  be 
put  out  of  the  way/' 

*^Parbleu!  the  matter  must  be  well  con- 
sidered/* said  Lord  Lescun,  with  a  shrug  of 
the  shoulder,  casting  up  his  eyes. 

''We  roust  speak  to  Albert  Agustine,  and 
Jean  de  Groits,  and  hear  what  they  say/ 
resumed  the  minister,  repassing  at  the  same 
time  to  join  the  august  party,  now  but  a  little 
in  advance  of  them. 

The  Earl  of  Pembroke  and  Kynfin  were  in 
earnest  conversation  with  Lady  Antoinette, 
when  Lord  Lesoun  joined  them.  She  did 
not  conceal  her  annoyance  at  his  intrusion. 
The  names  of  Louis  Agustine  and  his  daughter 
caught  his  ear,  and  he  began  speculating  upon 
what  turn  the  matter  might  take.  Kynfin, 
he  thought,  had  probably  some  design.  He 
was  a  shrewd  man,  and  was  banning  already 
to  work  his  way.  Lord  Lescun  therefore 
turned  to  study  the  looks  of  all  three.  He 
thought  in  the  man  they  dreaded,  there  was 
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more  than  an  embarrassed  expression;   there 
was  a  look  that  augured  the  contemplation  of 

in. 

Kynfin  Tudor  was  thankful  when  the  Dnke 
left  the  gates  of  the  ch&teau.  He  did  not  like 
either  the  expression  of  Landais'  visage,  any 
more  than  that  of  Lord  Lescun,  or  the  conduct 
of  either  towards  himself.  With  a  presentiment 
of  evil,  he  took  the  earliest  opportunity  of 
relating  his  history  and  of  introducing  the 
subject  of  his  mission  to  Jasper  of  Hatfield. 

Pembroke  was  deeply  interested  in  Ap 
Dafydd's  narration;  and  did  not  conceal  his 
impatience  to  see  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  his 
£dr  kinswoman,  whose  escape  from  the  fortress, 
had  caused  so  much  disturbance  in  North 
Wales;  gently  chiding  Ap  Dafydd  for  not 
having  mentioned  the  circumstance  before. 

"I  don't  think  you  can  put  off  going  to 
the  chase  to-morrow,"  resumed  the  Earl 
thoughtfully.  '^I  told  De  Montfort  you  were 
a  famous  marksman,  and   would  teach  them 
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all  to  use  the  cross-bow.     He  will  be  gnev- 
ously  disappointed  if  you  are  not  of  the  party.'* 

Kynfin  was  disappointed.  Something  seem- 
ed to  whisper  within  '  go  not  to  the  chase ;'  yet 
he  retired  to  rest,  slept  calmly,  and  the  momiDg 
with  its  bright  sun  shining  in  gloriously  at 
his  casement,  tempted  him  from  hb  slumbers 
to  venture  among  the  huntsmen,  scampering 
through  the  forest,  and  over  the  plain.  It  was 
an  exciting  scene.  It  reminded  him  of  bis 
early  happy  days ;  yet  his  thoughts  were  not 
in  France.  To  please  the  Earl  of  Pembroke 
he  did  wonderful  execution  with  the  cross-bow. 
This  called  forth  universal  admiration,  and  he 
became  a  marked  individual.  Albert  Agos* 
tine  and  Jean  de  Groits,  two  of  the  conspiraton, 
Kynfin  soon  singled  out  amongst  the  hunting 
party.  Once  as  the  latter  stood  near  him, 
he  observed  him  draw  the  cap  over  his  face, 
peering  from  the  corners  of  his  sharp  daric  eyes 
at  the  same  time. 

As  they  were  returning,  Ap  Dafydd  findii^ 
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himself  alone  with  the  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
expressed  his  fears  that  Landais  had  a  design 
against  him.  The  Earl  in  amazement  inquired 
upon  what  ground  he  was  apprehensive  of 
sudi  a  thing. 

^  You  cannot  have  forgotten  that  I  was  the 
discoverer  of  the  conspiracy  against  your  lives, 
I  have  met  with  some  of  the  very  men  who 
contemplated  that  deed.  The  sight  of  me 
disturbs  their  conscience,  I  am  not  safe  in 
Britany.  If  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  will  allow 
me,  I  will  bring  the  daughter  of  Harlech  here, 
and  present  her  to  you  at  once.  It  will  cause 
me  deep  regret  to  part  so  soon  from  my  revered 
friend,  but  I  must  for  the  sake  of  my  beloved 
charge,  the  precious  heiress  of  our  line,  hasten 
from  a  country  where  I  am  surrounded  by 
dangers. 

*'You  may  be  alarming  yourself  unneces- 
sarily," replied  Pembroke  in  a  tone  of  sym- 
pathy, '*now  we  are  in  high  favour  with  his 
Grace,  and  have  a  staunch  friend  in  De  Montfort 

▼OL.  III.  D 
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You  are  safe  under  my  roof,  my  good  kinsman, 
you  must  not  be  in  a  hurry  to  leave  us.  Look 
to  the  bright  side  of  the  horizon." 

*'The  bright  side/'  repeated  Ap  Dafydd 
gravely,  ^'  Jasper  of  Hatfield  1  have  not  known 
a  bright  side  to  anything  belonging  to  me  for 
long,  long  years.  1  could  not  fed  safe  under 
your  roof,  I  am  too  well  aware  of  my  danger. 
My  soul  is  heavy,  when  I  think  by  one  im- 
prudent step  I  may  bring  fresh  trouble  upon 
my  niece.  Heaven  knows  she  has  suffered 
enough  already,  do  not  I  pray  you  urge  me 
to  remain." 

Pembroke  knew  Kynfin  Tudor  too  wdl  to 
attempt  ftirther  to  divert  him  from  his  purpose. 
Shortly  after,  his  companion  turned  his  horse's 
head  towards  the  village  where  the  daughter 
of  Harlech  and  her  friends  were  remaining 
during  Kynfin's  absence  at  the  ch&teau. 

At  an  early  hour  the  following  momiog, 
Kynfin  and  the  young  ladies  appeared  before 
the  gates  of  the  exiled  noble's  princely 
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It  was  a  sunny,  happy-looking  day.  As  they 
entered  the  gardens  the  air  was  perfumed  by 
flowers  and  shrubs.  The  repose  that  reigned 
over  all,  found  a  sweet  welcome  in  the  eyes 
of  the  daughter  of  Harlech.  Her  first  impulse 
was  to  turn  away  from  the  mansion,  and 
saunter  over  the  broad  walks  which  she  did 
with  a  pleasure  she  had  not  felt  for  a  long 
time  before. 

*'We  seem  to  have  been  transported  to  a 
land  of  enchantment,"  said  she,  addressing  her 
companion.  Her  eyes  wandered  from  the 
blooming  flowers  at  her  feet,  to  the  rich  foliage 
of  the  forest  trees  that  stood  in  bold  relief 
against  the  dark  blue  sky.  '^  It  is  beautiful  1  I 
will  no  longer  say,  Jacqueline,  that  your  country 
is  not  beautiful  1"  many  applauding  words  es- 
caped her  lips  as  she  wandered  along,  and  new 
beauties  at  eveiy  turn  attracted  her  attention. 

But  the  spell  of  enchantment  was  soon 
broken  by  the  sound  of  voices.  Her  unde 
immediately  introduced  her  to  the  noble  exiles. 

D  2 
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The  youDg  Earl  of  Richmond  hastily  gathered 
a  few  choice  flowers,  and  arranging  theoQ  into 
bouquets,  presented  one  to  each  of  the  maidens 
with  a  courteous  smile.  The  kind  and  open 
address  of  Jasper  of  Hatfield  at  once  placed 
them  at  their  ease.  The  daughter  of  Harlech 
was  soon  in  earnest  conversation  with  the  old 
friend  of  her  family.  His  name  had  been 
familiar  to  her  from  childhood,  and  she  looked 
in  his  face  with  feelings  of  reverence. 

After  rambling  about  the  garden,  and  con- 
versing upon  the  state  of  their  unhappy  country, 
they  retired  to  the  shade  of  the  pavilion,  where 
they  partook  of  refreshments.  Pembroke  was 
delighted  with  his  &ir  kinswoman,  and  with 
the  candour  and  appropriateness  of  her  language. 
Her  beauty  and  fascinating  manners  rendered 
her  particularly  attractive,  and  he  regretted  to 
her  that  her  stay  would  be  so  short. 

As  the  shadows  of  evening  lengthened  upon 
the  grassy  sward,  Ap  Dafydd  became  anxious 
to  bring  their  visit  to  a  conclusion.     He  there- 
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fore  asked  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  if  he  had 
meDtioned  to  his  nephew  the  subject  of  which 
he  had  talked  the  day  before. 

"Yes,  Kynfin,  my  unde  amused  me  last 
night  by  relating  some  of  your  adventures," 
rejoined  the  Earl  of  Richmond,  "  I  understand 
you  have  a  prophetic  message  for  me  from  a 
singular  woman  in  your  remote  land.  To  be 
honest,  I  am  curious  to  know  what  it  is  ?" 

"  It  is  from  a  staunch  friend  to  the  house 
of  Lancaster,'*  said  Ap  Dafydd,  "  we  look  upon 
her  in  our  land  as  a  prophetess.  She  bade 
roe  speak  to  you  these  words : 

'  King  of  England  reign  will  he. 
He  shall  a  seventh  Henry  be ; 
Full  of  health,  wealth,  peace  and  plenty. 
Years  above  the  number  twenty« 


9  » 


"  What  folly !"  ejaculated  Richmond  with  an 
incredulous  smile,  '*  bah  I  I  never  expect  to  see 
England's  shores  again,  much  less  mount  her 
throne  !*' 
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^'He  will  laughy  let  him,  for  that  day  will 
come.  Caesar  believed  not  the  soothsayer,  yet 
his  words  came  true.  Tell  him  so.  These 
are  tantamount  to  the  words  of  the  Lady  of 
GSsty"  said  the  son  of  Harlech,  looking  earnestly 
at  young  Richmond,  and  then  at  Gladys. 

**  And  the  daughter  of  Harlech  has  a  petition 
to  present,"  said  Gladys  with  a  deep  blush 
suffusing  her  cheeks,  suddenly  falling  upon 
her  knees  before  the  astonished  Henry  of  Rich- 
mond. 

"  Henry,  future  King  of  England,''  cried  she, 
'*you  who  are  blood  of  our  blood,  you  who 
have  felt  our  oppression,  you  who  have  wit- 
nessed tears  shed  in  secret  for  our  daily  wrongs, 
I  implore  you  to  promise  that  when  the  day 
comes,  which  will  come,  you,  in  mercy,  will 
issue  a  charter  to  emancipate  our  people  from 
that  painful  Saxon  yoke,  a  yoke  loathsome 
to  every  noble  true-born  Cambrian  heart 
Oh,  let  it  be  your  pleasure  to  restore  our 
country's  freedom,  to  give  back  to  our  bards 
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their  privileges,  to  bring  joy  to  our  hearths, 
and  smiles  upon  our  mountain  land  1" 

The  young  Earl  looked  down  upon  his 
iair  supplicant,  somewhat  embarrassed  by  her 
beautiful  eyes  and  gentle  tones.  He  would 
have  raised  her  from  her  supplicating  positicm, 
but  Gladys  continued : — 

'^  I  have  yet  another  request  to  make,  which 
did  I  not  solicit  I  should  incur  the  good  Lady 
of  Gist's  displeasure.  It  is  on  behalf  of  my 
family,  and  myself.  Henry,  future  King  of 
England,  when  the  bright  day  dawns  upon  you, 
restore  us  to  the  home  of  our  ancestors — give 
me  back  my  inheritance  ?" 

Young  Richmond  looked  still  more  em- 
harassed,  and  made  no  reply. 

"Henry,"  cried  the  Earl  of  Pembroke, 
*'why  do  you  hesitate?  should  the  prophetic 
words  of  the  good  Lady  of  GSst  come  true, 
surely  you  would  be  too  ddighted  to  emanci- 
pate the  good  people  in  the  land  of  your  birth, 
and  make  our  fair  kinswoman  the  Lady  Keeper 
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of  the  bold   fortress  of  Harlech,  the  key  of 
North  Wales  ?" 

"  Did  I  place  as  much  faith  in  this  prophecy 
as  you  do,  my  good  unde,  I  should  have  beeo 
more  prompt  in  my  reply;"  said  the  young 
Earl,  **  by  affecting  to  graut  this  request,  I  fed 
I  shall  be  only  raising  hopes  which  will  never 
be  realized/' 

''I  plead  in  the  event  of  the  propheqr 
being  fulfilled,"  said  Gladys,  with  an  air  of 
disappointment  and  yet  a  more  eager  ex- 
pression. 

''It  shall  then  be  as  you  wish,  my  fair 
kinswoman,"  said  the  young  EarL  Standing 
and  retiring  to  a  writing  table,  he  then  drew  up 
a  document  pledging  himself  to  that  effect 
The  moment  he  presented  it  to  Gladys  be 
said : — 

"Should  ever  I  support  England's  crown, 
present  this  paper  to  the  royal  Henry,  fair 
daughter  of  Harlech,  *I  herein  promise  you 
shall  be  restored  to  your  inheritance,  and  that 
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you  shall  be  the  bearer  of  a  charter  to  the  good 
people  io  Wales,  which  shaU  break  the  chain  of 
Saxon  bondage  and  once  more  restore  happiness 
to  the  land  of  our  forefathers." 


D  2 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Female  Londiness — A  Tale  of  Horror. 

To  return  for  a  moment  to  the  native  moaa- 
tains  of  the  fair  Gladys.  The  winter  which  fol- 
lowed the  smugglers'  escape  from  the  bay  was 
particularly  severe,  and  most  so  in  the  vidnity 
of  Cwm  Bychan,  where  all  was  cheerless  aod 
dreary  beyond  example.  As  Jevan's  relict  sat 
silent  and  sad  in  the  chimney  comer,  withered  in 
firame  and  broken  in  spirit,  she  shrunk  from  the 
keen  mountain  blast  that  penetrated  into  every 
nook  and  comer  of  her  dwelUng.  No  tidings 
had  reached  her  from  France.  For  some  time 
she  lived  in  daily  expectation  of  seeing  the  be- 
loved wanderers  return,  but  they  came  not,  aod  at 
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last  she  grew  weary  of  listening  and  watching. 
Howel  and  his  wife  were  growing  old  with  their 
mistress,  the  voice  of  youth  was  wanting  to 
rouse  and  comfort  their  declining  spirits,  and  to 
bring  back  cheerfulness  to  their  hearth,  that 
cheerfulness  which  had  so  long  forsaken  it. 

In  the  dim  twilight,  Katherine  sat  spinning 
before  the  window,  while  her  mistress  with 
folded  hands  and  closed  eyes  rocked  herself 
to  and  fro  in  her  arm-chair. 

^What  is  that?"  cried  she,  suddenly  start- 
ing at  a  slight  noise  outside  in  the  court 

"  Only  Howel,"  replied  Katherine,  "  bringing 
in  peat  from  the  stack."  The  good  wife  with 
her  ever  ready  attention,  at  once  hastened  to 
meet  the  old  man  in  order  to  relieve  him  of 
his  burden. 

"What  now,  Howel  bach — I  see  by  your 
ftce  something  has  gone  wrong.     What  is  it  ?" 

"  Aye,  sure,  always  something  going  wrong," 
he  replied  shaking  his  head  mournfully.  With 
a  heavy  tread,  entering  the  house  he  took  out 
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his  handkerchief,   wiped  his  bald  head,   and 

gave  a  deep  sigh. 

Katherine  surveyed  him  with  a  look  of  alarm 

mingled  with    surprize,    enquiring    eageiiy  if 

anything  had  befallen  the    son  of  Harlech  or 

their  beloved  little  mistress. 

'*  No,  Katherine  bach,  only  the  old  work  over 

again.    These  cursed  Saxons  one  way  or  another 

are  always  bringing  trouble  upon  us  wherever 

they  root  themselves.     Yn    enw'n    Brenhinl 

there  is  no  end  to  it.     Why  cannot  they  rest 

contented  to  remain  in  their  own  country,  and 

leave  us  to  our  mountain  land  in  peace.    Here 

they  come  not  like  the  feiries,  but  black  devils 

as  they  are,  thus  planting  themselves  in  our 

soil,  taking  our  land  from  us,  throwing  us  into 

prison  and  hanging  us   as   if  we   were  dogs 

uf  the  earth  ?   Who  can  wonder  at  the  change 

you  see  come  over  our  faces.    Who  can  wonder 

at  our  heads  growing  white  and  our  backs 

becoming  bent  before  the  time,  when  we  live 

out  our  days  in  suffering  and  dread?  What 
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IS  it»  I  ask,  do  we  simply  demand  of  our  Saxon 
neighbours?  Justice  and  fair  dealing,  both  of 
which  they  deny  us.  What  then  ought  they  to 
expect  at  our  hands?  Nine  times  out  of  ten 
you  will  find  that  after  they  have  goaded  us 
like  oxen  and  we  have  become  furious,  we 
DQake  the  guilty  or  innocent  party  suffer  for 
our  offences.  See  you,  Katherine,  the  sin  rests  on 
the  heads  of  those  Saxon  villains.  They  excite 
us  to  do  evil,  and  I  will  say  it,  and  will  say  it 
again,  let  the  foulest,  darkest  curse  be  upon 
their  heads !" 

Katherine  held  her  breath  between  amaze- 
ment and  fear.  "  What  can  you  mean,  Howel?" 
said  she,  "something  very  dreadful  must  have 
happened  to  make  you  speak  in  this  way — 
this  cruel  way." 

*'Aye,  sure,  something  dreadful  has  indeed 
happened,  but  it  is  a  long  sad  story,  Katherine 
bach.  What  will  my  old  girl  say  when  she 
hears  it,  the  blood  will  creep  from  her  face 
mod  the  cold  come  upon  her    heart       Our 
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countrymen  have  been  murdering  two  young 
Saxons  on  the  opposite  shore,  and  we  are  all  in 
terrible  alarm  lest  government  should  take  up 
the  matter,  and  in  return  visit  upon  us  greater 
misery  than  before." 

**  O'r  Tad  Anwyl !  I  am  sorry  in  my  heart 
to  hear  such  dreadful  news.  Our  people  beeo 
murdering  the  Saxons/'  ejaculated  Katberine, 
turning  deadly  pale  and  shaking  viol^^. 
**  Pobl  Anwyl  1  as  if  we  had  not  trouble  and 
sorrow  enough  already  in  the  land,  thb  is 
indeed  ugly  news.  Let  us  go,  Howel,  to  oar 
mistress,  you  must  tell  us  all  about  it.'' 

Howel  followed  his  wife  as  he  was  bid  into 
the  inner  room. 

A  brief  explanation  was  necessary  before 
relating  the  particulars  of  the  sanguinary  catas- 
trophe, which  had  happened  only  a  few  days 
before  in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of 
Cricceath. 

To  give  a  translation  of  Howel's  versioD 
of  the  tragedy,  would  convey  but  an  impeiiect 
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knowledge  of  the  circmnstaDces.  It  is  better 
to  leave  him  to  continue  his  narrative,  aooom- 
pBDied  by  those  gesticulations  and  varied  tones 
of  voice  peculiar  to  himself,  and  to  take  the 
statement  fresh  from  the  lips  of  Stephen  Con- 
jers,  who  at  the  same  moment  as  Howel  had 
crossed  the  bay  and  was  now  entering  the  gates 
of  Harlech.  Having  traversed  a  gallery  and 
two  or  three  half  furnished  rooms,  Conyers 
had  just  been  shown  into  a  small  apartment 
well  lighted  by  a  blazing  hearth,  on  one 
side  of  which  sat  Edward  Stacey,  and  his 
sister  on  the  other. 

**  St^h^i  Conyers !  what  out  in  such  weather 
as  this !"  ejaculated  the  young  Warden  as  he 
advanced  to  greet  the  visitor,  ''you  must  be 
the  bearer  of  some  startling  intelligence  me- 
thinks,  or  surely  you  would  never  have  ventured 
across  the  bay  on  such  a  night." 

"  You  conjecture  right,  my  friend,  but,  as  of 
old,  I  am  the  messenger  of  evil.  The  news  I 
have  to  communicate  is  startling  enough  as  you 
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will  find,  if  you  have  not  already  been  made 
acquainted  with  it/' 

"To  what  do  you  allude?''  exclaimed 
Edward  Stacey  and  his  sister  in  the  same 
breath.  "  I  leave  the  castle  walls  so  sddom 
now,"  continued  the  Warden.  **  How  should 
I  hear?" 

'^Tell  us,  Stephen,  what  is  the  calamity  f 
added  Mistress  Maud,  at  intervals  dasping  her 
hands  together,  and  waiting  with  nervous 
trepidation  for  a  reply. 

**  1  think.  Mistress  Maud,  you  must  have 
heard  me  or  my  brother  speak  of  Mary  Dun- 
ston,"  said  Stephen  Conyers,  drawing  his  chair 
nearer  the  fire,  and  patting  the  dogs  to  keep 
them  quiet.  **  She  has  been  one  of  the  most 
prominent  actors  in  a  tragedy,  for  the  worst 
termination  of  which  you  must  be  prepared," 
then  addressing  himself  to  Edward  Stacey  more 
directly,  he  commenced  : — 

"  You  must  know  something  of  our  compa- 
triot, Dunston,  who  for  so  many  years  has  been 
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a  resideDt  in  the  couDtry.  He  holds  an  office 
under  goyernment.  No  doubt  you  have  met 
him  frequently  at  the  county  meetings/' 

"  Ah  !  yes ;  I  know  whom  you  mean,  what 
of  him  ?  He  is  always  getting  into  rows  with 
those  confounded  brutes  of  Welshmen,  there  is 
nothing  new  in  that." 

"  It  is  more  than  a  row  th'is  time,  my  friend, 
I  am  puzzled  where  to  commence,"  replied 
Stephen  with  a  slight  hesitation  in  his  speech, 
''not  knowing  how  much  and  how  little  you 
are  acquainted  with  the  folks  on  our  side.  Do 
you  recollect  anything  relative  to  John  ap 
Owen  some  months  back?-  I  mean  that  fine 
good  looking  feUow  one  occasionally  met  ram- 
bling over  the  country,  whose  father  owns  the 
property  which  joins  Plas  HSn,  where  Dunston 
resides.*' 

'*  Yes,  I  remember  hearing  something  about 
him  ;  was  he  not  sent  a  prisoner  to  Carnarvon 
Castle  for  some  offence  against  an  Englishman  ? 
1  was  away  at  the  time,  but  still  I  can  recall  the 
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oraomstenoe,  though  none  of  the  separate 
ftcts.  To  tdl  the  truth,  I  care  so  little  about 
these  Wekh  rascals,  and  find  so  little  interest  in 
the  country,  that  I  never  take  the  trouble  to 
acquaint  myself  with  anything  that  is  going  oq. 
I  abominate  the  whole  race,  were  I  King  of 
England  I  would  extirpate  every  living  man  of 
them  from  the  soiL  By  foul  or  fair  means  I 
would  contrive  to  do  it." 

"Hold,  Stacey,  my  goodfeDow,  whenever 
you  get  upon  this  subject  you  are  too  severe. 
Preserve  your  censure  for  the  present.  What 
I  am  about  to  communicate,  will  conWnoe  you 
that  however  much  the  Welsh  may  be  in  error, 
we  English  are  by  no  means  immaculate.  I 
can  foresee  the  Saxons  will  have  to  quit  tbe 
country  altogether,  if  they  do  not  act  with 
more  complacency  towards  their  neighbours. 
We  are  cutting  our  own  throats,  as  the  vdgar 
phrase  goes,  and  aU  because  we  have  the  ev3 
spirit  of  persecution  ingrained  in  our  veins. 
We  would  fain  make  the  nobles  of  the  land 
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here,  our  slaves.  We  trample  upon  them 
wheDever  we  find  the  opportuuity.  This 
cannot  last :  the  wronged  seek  to  be  avengers." 

^  Enough,  enough  !  the  old  story  over  again. 
I  shall  quarrd  with  you,  Stephen,  as  I  did  with 
your  brother,  if  you  persist  in  shielding  these 
treadierous  savages,"  interrupted  Edward 
Stacey  with  great  petulance  of  manner. 

"No,  Stacey,  we  will  not  quarrel.  It  is 
not  worth  making  a  breach  between  us," 
replied  his  companion  with  a  placid  look  of 
good  temper ;  he  was  .  too  good  tempered, 
Staoey  at  least  thought  as  much,  and  was  only 
the  more  provoked. 

Mistress  Maud  who  was  secretly  longing  to 
know  what  had  occurred  in  relation  to  Mary 
Dunston,  began  to  feel  apprehensive  lest 
Stephen  after  what  had  been  said,  should  not 
again  broach  the  subject. 

"Edward,"  said  she,  "I  think  it  is  a  pity 
you  do  not  disguise  your  antipathy  to  the 
Wdsh.    If  you  consider  for  a  moment,  it  is 
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unreasonable  in  us  to  expect  others  who  have 
not  the  same  feeling  we  have  to  be  of  the  same 
opinion.  Phiy  reserve  your  vindictive  epithets 
for  my  ears  only,  we  never  disagree  upon  that 
subject  Do  not  argue  any  more,  Edward, 
I  want  to  hear  the  particulars.  Come, 
Stephen,  you  have  kept  us  long  enough  in  the 
dark— kIo  proceed." 

**  I  was  speaking  of  John  ap  Owen.  To  go 
on  with  the  story,  I  must  first  tell  you  that  the 
young  man,  more  than  a  year  ago,  fell  in  love 
with  Mary  Dunston.  She  accepted  his  ad- 
dresses, and  they  were  engaged  to  be  married. 
To  make  all  clear,  you  witt  understand  that 
Dunston  is  an  overbearing  man.  He  had 
been  encroaching  upon  his  neighbour's  land 
ever  since  his  arrival.  Owen  it  seems  would 
have  remonstrated  with  him,  but  the  femily 
being  on  good  terms,  and  expecting  the 
alliance  to  take  place  between  his  son  and  Mary 
Dunston,  he  never  complained  of  the  injustice 
of   his    Saxon    neighbour.     From    month  to 
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month  this  went  oo.  It  happened  that  for 
some  reason  the  wedding  was  put  off,  much  to 
Mistress  Mary's  regret.  A  short  time  after,  a 
young  Englishman,  named  Hilbardi,  a  connec- 
tion of  the  family,  came  on  a  visit  to  Dunston. 
After  he  had  been  staying  there  some  time,  he 
succeed^  in  stealing  Mary's  affection  from  Ap 
Owen,  and  did  not  rest  until  he  had  prevailed 
upon  her  to  break  off  her  engagement  with 
John.  He,  poor  fellow,  you  may  suppose  was 
much  cut  up  at  Mistress  Mary's  inconstancy, 
and  fearfully  jealous  of  the  man  who  had 
surreptitiously  robbed  him  of  her  affections. 
He  therefore  took  the  first  opportunity  of 
encountering  Hilbardi,  and  of  remonstrating 
with  him  upon  his  unhandsome  conduct,  and 
high  words  arose  between  them. 

^  Hilbardi  used  the  most  insulting  language 
towards  Ap  Owen.  He  called  him  an  ill- 
tempered  cub  and  other  abusive  names,  threat- 
ening to  kick  him  as  he  would  kick  a  dc^,  for 
his  impertinence  in  seeking  an  interview  with 
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Mistress  Mary  after  she  had  pledged  him  her 
troth.  He  tauDted  Ap  Owen  till  the  Webh- 
man's  indignation  and  rage  knew  no  bounds. 
*  Kick  me  as  you  would  a  dog  !*  cried  he,  ^  hold, 
you  SaKon  coxcomb,  1  will  soon  see  if  the  cub 
as  you  call  me,  can't  trample  you  under  bis 
feet,  and  make  you  curl  like  a  skulking  snake, 
or  a  writhing  worm.'  Ap  Owen  then  flung 
himself  upon  his  rival,  and  inflicted  such 
desperate  wounds  upon  him  that  HQbardi  was 
some  weeks  before  he  recovered.  Dunston 
took  up  his  kinsman's  cause  with  great  no- 
lance.  In  a  few  days  Ap  Owen  was  arrested 
and  sent  in  irons  to  Carnarvon  Casde,  to 
await  his  trial.  The  disgrace  of  John's  im- 
prisonment was  felt  by  every  member  of  his 
&mily,  too  keenly  to  be  passed  over.  His 
mother  took  it  so  much  to  heart  that  she  was 
seized  with  a  fever  of  which  she  died.  Owen, 
at  the  change  which  had  been  thus  wrought 
in  his  household,  became  broken  hearted,  and 
fdt  deep  hatred  towards  Dunston.     The  land 
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which  had  so  unjustly  been  taken  from  him 
he  now  demanded  back ;  but  Dunston  treated 
his  demand  with  contempt,  and  refused  to 
give  it  up.  By  every  means  Owen  tried  to 
obtain  his  right,  but  his  efforts  proved  of  no 
avail.  With  a  man  like  Dunston,  who  has 
so  much  weight  in  the  country,  there  could  be 
no  successful  resistance.  Dunston  set  watches 
on  his  land  boundary,  and  Owen's  men  were 
frequently  assaulted.  From  day  to  day  a  petty 
warfare  was  carried  on  between  the  parties. 
Owen  became  so  changed  in  person  that  his 
friends  could  scarcely  recognize  him.  If  he 
could  only  have  had  justice  for  his  son,  he 
would  have  been  reconciled  to  all  his  other 
calamities ;  but  of  that  there  was  no  hope,  for 
Dunston  had  declared  Owen  should  remain 
in  chains  to  the  end  of  his  days,  on  no  other 
food  but  prison  fare,  and  he  had  interest  enough 
with  the  venal  Saxon  magistrates  to  carry  out 
his  threats.  Thus  matters  stood  for  little 
more  than  a  week  after  the  marriage  of  Hil- 
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bardi  and  Mistress  Mary  had  beeo  announced 
as  to  take  place»  and  their  friends  were  invited 
to  Plas  H6ny  where  festivities  had  been  going 
on  for  several  days  previous  to  the  nuptial 
feast. 

Owen  all  this  time  had  shut  himself  up  in 
his  house,  and  was  never  seen  out  by  day  light, 
occasionally  he  had  been  observed  prowling 
about  Dunston's  premises  at  midnight  His 
eyes  were  blood  shot,  for  want  of  sleep,  be 
was  observed  to  be  so  restless  that  he  could 
remain  only  a  few  minutes  in  a  place;  he 
muttered  indistinctly  to  himself,  his  cheeks 
became  blanched,  and  his  friends  distressed 
at  his  appearance,  grew  alarmed  lest  he  should 
lose  his  reason.  I  observed  the  poor  fellow 
looking  the  wreck  of  what  he  once  had  been, 
having  become  a  miserable  object  On  Wednes- 
day, early  on  the  wedding  day,  the  company  were 
collected  in  the  hall,  waiting  with  impatience 
for  the  bride  and  bridegroom.  Time  passed 
rapidly,    but    neither    bride    nor    bridegroom 
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appeared.  The  party  assembled  looked  at 
each  other  in  amazement,  and  at  last  some 
of  their  friends  went  to  seek  them  and  find  out 
the  cause.  The  bride's  chamber  had  not 
been  visited  by  the  inmates  of  the  house  before 
they  proceeded  thither.  They  knocked,  all 
was  still,  and  they  obtained  no  reply.  The 
door  was  forced,  and  to  their  horror  they  found 
the  bride  weltering  in  her  blood.  Her  body 
was  cold,  which  showed  she  had  been  murdered 
some  hours  before  during  the  night.  Those 
present  were  paralysed  with  fear,  and  incapable 
of  proceeding  farther — where  was  the  bride- 
groom ?  They  hastened  to  his  newly  furnished 
dweHing,  and  arrived  just  in  time  to  meet  a 
terrified  domestic  who  had  just  before  dis- 
covered Hilbardi's  room  had  been  entered  by 
the  window,  and  his  throat  cut  most  probably 
in  his  sleep.  What  consternation  followed  you 
may  imagine,  the  house  of  rejoicing  was  turned 
into  a  house  of  mourning.  Dunston  appeared, 
of  an  the  party,  the  most  collected.     With  a 
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terrific  oath  he  vowed  vengeance  on  Owen 
to  whom  he  rightly  attributed  the  horrible 
atrocity.  The  bridegroom's  friends  as  well  as 
those  of  the  lifeless  bride  set  themselves 
mmediatdy  to  discover  where  the  murderer, 
whom  they  did  not  doubt  to  be  Owen,  had 
secreted  himself.  They  found  the  doors  and 
windows  of  his  house  all  thrown  open,  but  he 
was  no  where  to  be  seen,  and  this  confirmed 
their  suspicions.  The  common  report  was  that 
he  had  taken  to  the  wild  fastnesses  and  rocks 
among  the  highest  mountains  in  a  state  of 
madness." 

"  What  a  category  of  horrors  1"  exclaimed 
Edward  Stac^,  looking  at  Stephen  with  an 
expression  well  suited  to  his  words.  **I  am 
convinced  you  have  been  partial  in  your  nar- 
ration, these  accursed  Welsh  are  more  to  blame 
then  you  would  wish  us  to  believe." 

Stephen  shook  his  head.  '*No,  Edward, 
I  have  endeavoured  to  give  you  the  particulars 
as    faithfully    as    possible.      Do    not   let  us 
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get  into  further  argument.  You  are  as  free 
to  hold  your  opinions  as  I  to  hold  mine. 
See,  your  sister  looks  as  pale  aSi  a  ghost 
Do  you  fed  ill.  Mistress  Maud  ?" 

"  HI  I  to  listen  to  all  the  horrors  you  have 
related  is  enough  to  take  the  blood  out  of  my 
cheeks,  and  make  me  feel  ill  indeed.  How 
can  you  be  so  calm,  Stephen?  To  take  the 
life  of  two  innocent  young  persons  is  very 
shocking  to  our  common  humanity.  I  trust 
they  will  make  the  assassin  pay  the  penalty  of 
his  offence." 

''He  has  paid  it,  and  more  than  paid  it 
akeady/'  replied  Stephen. 

^  Do  not  say  another  word  upon  the  subject, 
or  I  shall  feel  as  provoked  with  you  as  with 
my  brother,"  responded  Maud  hastily,  ''from 
this  time,  Edward,  I  hope  you  will  not  leave 
the  castle  gates  without  your  strong  bowmen 
m  attendance.  How  often  I  have  said  we  were 
surrounded  by  perils— perils  that  we  know 
not  of.      We  must  keep  this  truly  horrible 
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affair  from  my  poor  mother,  it  would  only 
increase  her  nervous  feelings,  and  make  her 
still  more  unhappy." 

'^  How  does  Mistress  Conyers  support  these 
trying  times?"  enquired  Edward  Staoey  after 
a  long  pause,  *'at  present  you  appear  in  a 
worse  neighbourhood  than  we  are." 

"  My  mother  is  a  stout  hearted  woman,  who 
troubles  herself  little  about  reports  or  anyone's 
affairs  save  her  own.  To  look  to  those  im- 
mediately around  her,  she  considers  is  her  duty 
and  she  never  neglects  that  duty.  Of  course, 
she  was  shocked  as  we  all  are  to  hear  of  the 
murder,  but  I  do  not  think  it  has  caused  her 
any  alarm  for  her  personal  security." 

"  Well  it  is,"  said  Edward,  "  she  can  be  so 
reconciled  to  living  in  this  cursed  country." 

"For  my  part,  I  envy  her  composure," 
observed  Mistress  Maud.  '*  Have  you  heard, 
Stephen,  of  your  brother  lately  ?" 

**  What  Ethdred,  no ;  but  I  expect  by  this 
time  he  has  left  England." 
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"What  an  infatuation  was  his  love  for 
Gladys,  I  verily  believe  were  the  girl  to  place 
to  his  lips  a  cup  of  poison,  aye,  were  he  sinking 
under  its  effects,  be  would  still  maintain  she 
Was  innocent." 

''He  is  much  changed  since  he  became 
acquainted  with  her.  Well,  we  must  acknow-^ 
ledge  that  in  point  of  beauty  she  far  exceeds 
anyone  we  ever  beheld  here;  you  say  she  was 
artful  and  haughty,  I  fear  those  were  her 
failings.  Do  you  suppose  she  wiU  ever  venture 
again  into  the  country  ?" 

"  The  son  of  Harlech  would  venture  anything, 
and  his  accomplice  would  venture  anything. 
Under  the  guidance  and  control  of  two  such 
notorious  characters,  surely  we  may  ask  what 
is  there  we  may  not  expect  from  Gladys  ?" 

"  How  severe  you  are,  Mistress  Maud.  Had 
Ethelred  heard  you  make  that  speech,  he  would 
never  have  forgiven  you.  But  women  I  have 
always  thought  more  tenacious,  more  bitter, 
more  unforgiving  towards  their  sex  than  we 
men  are  towards  ours." 
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Mistreat  Maud  drew  hersdf  up  with  affected 
digoity. 

^*  Yoa  Daed  not  have  made  so  rude  a  speedy 
Stq>lieQ,  but  it  is  like  you,  from  a  boy  you 
were  always  free  enough  in  giving  an  opinion.'' 

The  announcement  of  the  evening's  repast  put 
an  end  to  further  Utigation. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Homeward-bound — ^A  Disguise — ^The  Pursuit  and 

Deliverance* 

With  feelings  of  mingled  grief,  joy  and 
apprehension  the  son  of  Harlech,  in  company 
with  his  niece,  took  his  daughter  from  the 
dty  of  Rennes.  For  the  first  few  hours  Gladys 
eoald  not  restrain  her  tears,  parting  with  Jac- 
queline and  leaving  her  in  deep  sorrow  was 
a  severe  trial.  She  felt  occasional  consolation 
whenever  the  thought  flashed  across  her  mind 
that  every  mile  she  travelled  by  land,  and 
every  league  by  sea,  brought  her  nearer  to 
her  bdoVed  grandmother.     The  freedom  of  her 


80  GLADYS   OF   HARLECH. 

wild  native  home,  it  seemed  to  her  spirit  joyous 
to  anticipate. 

The  delicious  mountain  air  and  the  perfume 
of  the  wild  heather  were  more  attractive  to  her 
than  the  rich  garlands  of  France,  and  the 
odours  of  its  delightful  gardens.  In  her 
enthusiasm,  she  spoke  of  the  far  off  future,  the 
happy  day-dream  when  the  Red  Rose  banner 
was  to  float  once  more  over  the  batderoeDts 
of  Harlech.  Then  would  she  welcome  little 
Jacqueline  again,  her  warm-hearted,  lively 
friend,  to  the  home  of  her  itncestors.  They 
should  once  more  stand  side  by  side,  watching 
the  billows  rise  and  fall  over  the  azure  waters  of 
Cardigan  Bay. 

These  illusions  of  hope  were  cheering,  for 
they  were  but  illusions.  Yet  Kynfin  warmly 
sympathized  with  his  niece,  praying  earnestly  to 
himself  that  nothing  might  again  overshadow 
the  bright  perspective.  For  he  who  had  his 
presentiments  of  evil  from  his  experience  of  the 
fallacies  of  hope,  now  anticipated  cheeringly  the 
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future.  A  mere  chimera  of  the  brain  might 
picture  a  reverse,  but  before  a  few  days  were 
over,  they  would  be  safe  out  of  France. 
Encouraging  this  hope,  he  avoided  communi- 
cating his  apprehensions  to  his  niece;  why 
should  he  do  so,  when  things  seemed  wholly  in 
thrir  favour  ?     The  travellers  were  on  their  wav 

m 

to  St  Malo,  and  from  that  place  they  proposed 
setting  sail  for  England.  Upon  their  second 
days'  journey  they  stopped  at  a  village  for  the 
night,  taking  up  their  rest  at  a  small  auberge. 
During  the  evening  as  they  were  sitting  by  the 
hearth,  several  men  entered,  rudely  demanding 
a  night's  lodging. 

The  rough  voice  and  malign  looks  of  the 
strangers  made  Gladys  shrink  dose  to  the  side 
of  her  uncle,  when  casting  her  eyes  upon  his  face 
she  was  startled  by  the  paleness^  of  his  look. 
Upon  the  entrance  of  the  strangers,  her  uncle 
had  looked  up,  and  his  eyes  were  met  by  the 
thin  figure  of  Jean  de  Groits.  He  became 
spell-bound,  a  rapid   dialogue   passed  between 
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thdr  hostess  snd  the  men.  Jesn  de  Groits 
«  kept  his  eyes  6xed  upon  Gladys.  At  length, 
upon  the  innkeeper  assuring  them  she  ooold 
give  them  no  accommodation,  they  hurried 
away.  As  the  door  dosed  after  them,  th^  left 
the  apartment  much  more  silent  tiian  it  bad 
been  before  they  arrived,  and  yet  without 
apparent  cause. 

^'Why  do  you  look  so  pale,  dear  undef 
said  Gladys  m  an  anxious  tone  of  voioe.  '**  Do 
you  know  any  of  those  ill  looking  men?" 
Kynfin's  eyes  were  riveted  upon  the  door,  he 
did  not  seem  to  be  aware  that  his  niece  wis 
addressing  him. 

**Tell  me,  unde,  answer  me,*'  she  perasted 
pressing  his  hand  and  looking  more  eageriy  io 
his  face,  **  your  manner  alarms  me  I" 

"  We  must  start  eariy,  veiy,  very  early  in  die 
morning,"  rqiBed  her  unde  abstractedly. 
''Why  am  I  continually  visited  with  mis- 
fortune?  My  Gladys,  my  child!  Hetrea 
grant  that  whatever  evil  befalls  us,  we  may  oot 
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be  separatedi  witb  thee  I  could  bear  anything, 
biit  to  be  separated  would  be  painful,  horrible  f 
He  clasped  his  arms  round  his  ward  and  looked 
at  her  Mvith  intense  anxiety  written  on  his 
features. 

"  What  is  it  you  apprehend  ?"  said  Gladys 
anxiously  enquiring. 

**  Those  men,  I  am  convinoed,  have  no  good 
iolention  towards  us.  By  day-break  we  must 
start,  and  endeavour  to  divert  them  into  a  false 
trade  Go  to  rest,  my  child.  I  will  call  thee 
b  good  time." 

It  was  with  reluctance  Gladys  obeyed. 
The  moment  Ap  Dafydd  found  himself  alone, 
for  the  other  guests  had  retired  before,  he 
Bet  at  work  to  outplot  his  pursuers.  He  and 
his  niece  must  take  a  circuitous  route  to  be  safe, 
and  if  a  village  dress  for  each  could  be  obtained, 
the  disguise  might  aid  to  prevent  detection. 
He  cast  his  eyes  round  the  apartment  and  saw 
standing  in  a  comer  an  oaken  chest,  which  had 
every  appearance  of  containing  linen,  perhaps 
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the  fkinfly  wardrobe.  He  lifted  the  lid,  and  withm 
was  a  variety  of  rustic  dothing.  He  hdsHStj 
selected  the  outer  garments  he  desired,  placing 
a  purse  with  money  in  lieu  of  the  goods  he 
extracted,  and  closed  the  chest  He  then 
occupied  himself  in  making  preparations  for  a 
quick  departure. 

The  dogs  were  barking,  and  not  a  soul  was 
moving  in  the  village.  The  aurora  was  sdll 
faint  when  Kynfin  Tudor  and  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  stole  out  of  the  aubeige  and  mounted 
their  mules  without  noise.  Before  the  sun  had 
appeared  bodily  on  the  horizon  they  were 
several  miles  from  the  spot,  having,  for  the  sake 
of  security,  struck  off  into  a  bye-road. 

They  breathed  more  freely  as  they  length- 
ened their  distance  from  their  late  resting  place. 
The  freshness  of  the  morning  air  seemed  to 
cheer  Gladys.  She  was  scarcely  able  to 
suppress  a  smile,  when  the  day-light  dis^ 
covered  to  her  the  new  character  and  costume 
they  had  assumed. 
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^'Unde,  methinks  we  are  so  completely 
disguised  our  friends  would  hardly  recognize  us, 
oaQcb  less  our  enemies,  if  Jasper  of  Hatfield 
could  only  see  us,  be  would  smile  indeed ;  but 
if  he  knew  of  tbe  danger  that  necessitated  our 
disguise  bow. deeply  would  he  grieve !" 

"If  any  unforeseen  event  separates  us, 
remember  my  child  fly  to  him,"  said  Eynfin 
Tudor  with  his  old  harassed  expression  of 
feature.  *^  Let  us  not  be  too  sanguine,  should 
our  pursuers  come  upon  our  track,  they  may 
question  us:  answer  only  in  monosyllables. 
Recollect  to  be  upon  your  guard;  lose  not 
your  self-possession.  Every  thing  will  depend 
upon  its  preservation." 

Tbey  continued  some  way  further  without 
the  smallest  interruption.  At  length  they 
reached  the  outskirts  of  a  forest,  and  their  route 
laying  directly  through  it,  they  proceeded  until 
tbey  came  to  a  spot  where  several  roads  met. 
There  they  were  compelled  to  wait  till  some 
peasant  or  traveller  appeared  to  give  them  the 
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iofbrmatioQ  of  which  they  stood  in  need. 
While  thus  waiting,  a  party  of  horsemen  riding 
by,  eyed  them  for  a  moment  and  passed  on. 

"  Thank  God  I  the  Virgm's  name  be  prais- 
ed !*'  ejaculated  Ap  Dafydd*  **  They  have  not 
recognized  ua/'  Gladys  looked  at  her  onde 
.with  a  smile  of  pleasure.  They  discovered 
the  right  road,  and  hastened  forward  with 
more  cheerfulness  than  they  had  exhibited 
for  some  time  before.  How  soon  were  they 
to  be  undeceived  in  their  hope  of  security ! 
Scarcefy  had  they  ridden  above  a  league,  when 
the  tramp  of  horsemen  in  the  distance  M 
upon  their  ears.  Gladys  with  a  foreboding 
of  evil,  felt  her  heart  sink  within  her. 

**  Oh,  uncle  !^  cried  she,  in  a  low  tone,  "  my 
helirt  misgives  me,  it  must  be  our  teemies 
who  are  coming."  Too  quickly  they  rode  up 
abreast  In  a  commanding  tone  they  asked 
if  some  English  travelers  had  been  seen  upon 
the  road.  Jean  de  Groits  turning  tQ  scrutiDiff 
Gladys  from  head  to  foot.   In  an  instant  he  saw 
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that  the  colour  faded  upon  her  cheek.  Peering 
closer  into  her  face  he  began  questioning  her 
roughly,  and  tbrowidg  his  head  back  laughed 
aloud. 

^*  Ah  I  ha !  ma  ch^re  amie,  la  belle  Anglaise 
who  knelt  at  the  shrine  in  the  cathedral  at 
Rennes  could  not  disguise  herself,  even  in  a 
Yfllage  dress,  from  the  eyes  of  Jean  de  Groits. 
How  could  he  forget  her  lovely  eyes,  and  sweet 
voice  in  a  day's  time,  no,  not  even  in  a  life 
time?"  Again  Jean  de  Groits  laughed,  and 
giving  a  sign  to  bis  men  they  fell  upon  Ap 
Defydd,  seizing  bis  arms  before  he  had  time 
to  draw  his  sword.  Had  he  made  resistance, 
it  would  have  been  in  vain,  for  they  were 
dght  or  ten  to  one.  They  took  him  prisoner 
in  the  name  of  the  Duke.  It  was  the  work 
of  a  moment,  Gladys,  speechless  with  horror, 
stretched  out  her  arms  towards  her  unde, 
whom  they  immediately  dragged  away,  and 
he  was  already  disappearing  in  the  distance. 
Jean    de  Groits  was    standing    by   her    side 
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staring  rudely  in  her  face,  and  giving  his  orders 
to  two  men  in  whose  care  he  left  her. 

"Do  you  hear,  take  la  belle  Anglaise  to 
Simon  Bonne,  the  forester.  Tell  him  and  his 
wife  to  take  every  care  of  her,  till  I  come. 
Get  her  off  the  highway  as  soon  as  possible. 
Do  you  hear?  disobey  orders  at  your  peril" 
When .  Jean  de  Groits  turned  to  remount  his 
horse,  Gladys  shrieked  aloud  and  implored  him 
to  let  her  go  with  her  uncle  and  share  his 
prison.  Groits  only  laughed  louder,  made 
yet  more  extravagant  encomiums  upon  her 
beauty,  and  immediately  galloped  off  after 
Kynfin. 

Bereaved  of  hope  and  painfully  alive  to  her 
position,  she  could  sustain  herself  no  longer. 
She  shrieked  and  fell  forward  from  her  mule 
insensible. 

How  long  she  remained  in  that  unconscious 
state  she  was  not  aware.  On  recovering  and 
opening  her  eyes,  she  found  herself  sitting  by 
the  road  side,  partly  supported  by  her  rough 
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oompanioDS,  whose  long  beards  and  ill  looks 
almost  made  her  relapse  into  the  same  insen- 
sible state  as  before. 

"Allons,  aliens,  ma  belle  Anglaise,"  was 
shouted  in  her  ears,  '*  if  we  don't  go  directly 
it  will  grow  dark.  We  shall  lose  ourselves  in 
the  forest."  Gladys  was  upon  her  knees  in  a 
moment. 

"  Have  pity  on  me  I  Oh  have  pity  on  me !" 
cried  she.  **  Do  not  take  me  to  the  forester's. 
If  you  are  fathers,  for  the  love  you  bear  your 
children  have  pity  on  me.  In  mercy,  have 
pity  on  me,  and  let  me  go  to  my  uncle." 

Her  entreaties  were  of  no  avail,  the  men 
only  shook  their  heads  with  a  dogged  expres- 
sion of  face,  and  began  to  tighten  the  girths  of 
their  horses  for  immediate  departure. 

With  a  sickened  heart,  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  turned  away  from  her  companions. 
She  knelt  under  the  shadow  of  the  large 
forest  trees,  forlorn  and  in  danger,  and  her 
soul  found  utterance  in  prayer.     She  had  still 
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her  Grod  tD  go  to.  He  would  not  forsake  her, 
end  in  him  she  would  put  her  trust  The 
sacred  words  were  quickly  repeated  in  her 
vernacular  tongue.  Those  who  were  in  charge 
of  her,  ruffians  as  they  were,  stood  aloof  for 
a  moment,  hesitating  to  disturb  her.  Mean- 
while, a  sudden  concision  of  sounds  fidl  froa 
a  distance  upon  their  ears.  Her  companioDS 
nUn  across  the  road  shouting  at  the  top  oi  their 
voices : — 

'*  Hommes  de  guerre  !  Anglais,  Anglais, 
hommes  de  guerre!"  Drawing  their  animab 
on  one  side,  and  standing  ready  to  let  them 
pass. 

With  a  bewildered  expression  Gladys  listened 
to  the  tramp  of  the  soldiers.  She  instinctivdy 
shrank  from  their  rude  gaze,  vulgar  ezda* 
mations  and  surprise  at  finding  such  a 
pretty  lass  in  the  forest.  She  looked  in  vain 
for  some  kind  faoe,  feeling  the  necessity  of 
throwing  herself  upon  their  mercy.  Greadj 
embarrassed,  she  at  length  saw  that  there  was 
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a  patty  of  horsemen  in  the  rear,  and  resolved 
to  awah  their  arrival  ere  she  made  knowo  her 
captive  conditioD.  On  them  her  kte  de- 
pended, and  with  a  beating  heart  she  awaited 
their  nearer  approach.  What  language  could 
express  her  astonishment  tthen  directing  her 
ea^er  gaze  towards  the  horsemen,  it  rested  upon 
the  features  of  the  young  Saxon,  Etbelred 
Conyers.  So  sudden,  and  so  unexpected 
was  the  discovery  that  it  paralyzed  her  for 
a  moment  She  could  neither  move  nor  cry 
out.  Ethelred,  engaged  in  conversation,  had 
passed  on  without  observing  that  a  maiden  was 
by  the  roadside.  She  was  aware  that  he  had 
not  seen  her — too  keenly  aware  that  he  was 
leaving  her  to  her  fate  unwittingly.  Her  unde 
Would  be  murdered,  there  would  be  no  one 
to  tell  Jasper  of  Hatfield  of  his  danger,  and  her 
misery  would  be  complete.  Her  feeling  was 
Hke  a  frightful  nightmare,  from  which  p^^ 
Gonld  not  escape,  while  conscious  of  her  sit' 
tioD.     Id  vain  she  tried  to  articulate — in  v 
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she  attempted  to  move,  she  could  only  fix  her 
sight  upon  Ethelred's  retreating  form,  and 
wring  her  hands, 

'*  AUons,  allonSy  ma  belle  Anglajse/'  sounded 
once  more  upon  her  ears.  One  of  the  men 
caught  hold  of  her  to  lift  her  upon  the  mde. 
This  incident  had  the  magical  effect  of  restor- 
ing her  presence  of  mind.  In  one  frantic 
bound,  she  freed  hersdf  from  his  grasp. 
Darting  up  the  road  with  the  fleetoess  of  a 
deer,  she  shrieked  aloud:  "Ethelred!  Ethel- 
red  P'  His  name  echoed  through  the  stiD 
forest.  Exhausted  by  the  effort,  she  sank 
upon  her  knees,  covering  her  face  with  her 
bauds. 

She  had  torn  off  her  village  maiden's  cap. 
Her  long  black  tresses  once  more  flowed  over 
her  shoulders  in  their  natural  luxuriance. 
Her  wild  cry  of  distress,  had,  in  the  intawi, 
caught  Ethelred  Conyers'  ear.  He  recc^nized 
her  voice,  and  turning  his  charger  round, 
galloped   up   to    the    spot    from    whence   the 
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sound  proceeded,  attended  by  several  of  his 
troopers. 

'*  Gladys^  the  captive  maiden !  my  own 
Gladys !"  cried  the  young  Saxon,  springing 
from  his  horse  to  her  side.  The  next  moment 
she  was  locked  in  his  arms.  In  a  few  hurried 
sentences  she  told  her  melancholy  tale,  and 
with  frantic  eagerness  repeated  her  apprehen- 
sions for  her  uncle's  safety,  and  her  anxiety 
to  be  taken  to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  who 
would  befriend  them.  Ethelred  promised  to 
do  all  in  his  power  to  help  her;  begged  her 
to  be  comforted,  and  sympathized  in  her 
distress  in  the  tenderest  and  most  delicate 
manner. 

The  ruffians  with  whom  she  had  been  left 
in  charge,  demanded  the  maiden  with  angry 
gestures.  Taking  no  notice  of  their  demand, 
Ethelred  only  thought  of  the  urgency  of  going 
forward,  and  ordering  his  bugle-men  to  sound 
the  call,  quickly  brought  all  his  troop  to  his 
side.    In  a  moment,  the  captors  of  Gladys  were 
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arrested  Gladys  was  then  placed  upon  her 
palfrejr,  and  the  whole  escort  moved  hack  oa 
their  way  to  the  capital. 

By  what  Gladys  heard  Jean  de  Groits  say, 
she  knew  they  were  taking  her  unde  back  to 
Reno^  It  was  indeed  a  comfort  to  fed  that 
she  was  following  in  his  footsteps,  with  a  fnead 
and  |m)teotor  by  h&r  side  who  would  take  her 
to  the  eadled  nobles.  He  jxronused  to  prevail 
upon  hia  general,  who  was  acquainted  with  the 
Duke  of  Britany  to  intercede  for  her  unde's 
life.  The  daughter  of  Harlech  was  bewildered, 
she  looked  again  and  agaio  upon  the  young 
Saxon's  &ce,  and  listened  to  his  deep  tones 
with  feelings  which  it  would  be  impossible  to 
describe.  The  terror  and  ezdtement  which 
she  had  undergone  the  last  few  hours,  b^n 
to  teU  upon  her  constitution.  She  was  seized 
with  a  violent  attack  of  fever.  Repeatedly 
dasjMng  her  hands  to  her  head,  she  comi^ained 
of  pain,  to  the  great  alarm  of  her  companion. 
On  reaching  Foug^res,  where  the  troops  quar- 
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toed  for  the  night,  Ethelred  prevailed  upon 
Gladys  to  remain,  and  to  lessen  h^  anxiety 
assured  her  he  would  send  off  messengers  that 
night  to  acquaint  the  exiled  Earls  of  Kynfin 
Tudor's  danger.  With  increased  anxiety,  the 
young  Saxon  lifted  the  daughter  of  Harlech 
from  the  palfrey,  and  carried  her  to  her  cham-. 
her.  The  moment  he  had  given  her  in  charge  of 
the  hostess,  he  proceeded  in  search  of  the  most 
skilful  surgeon  he  could  discover  in  the  town. 

Upon  his  return,  he  found  the  object  of  hb 
solicitude  was  worse.  The  whole  of  the  night 
she  was  delirious.  The  young  Saxon  was  the 
only  friend  near,  and  he  would  not  qu^t  her 
side.  Every  hour  he  was  bathing  her  temples, 
administering  draughte,  and  listening  to  her 
incoherences,  which  revealed  to  him  the  painful 
state  of  her  mind  for  some  time  before.  She 
called  upon  her  unde,  demanded  if  they  had 
murdered  him — ^then  upon  the  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke to  save  him.  In  the  tenderest  accents; 
she  repeated  his  own  name,  imploring    him. 
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not  to  leave  her  in  the  forest  With  frantic 
gestures  and  changed  expression,  she  would 
then  call  upon  the  rover,  and  in  horror 
exclaim : — 

"  I  saw  the  rover  die !  I  saw  the  rover  die! 
I  saw  him  in  his  winding  sheet  and  it  was  I, 
I !— who  did  it— 1 1  I." 

She  remained  in  this  distressing  state  for 
several  days.  The  young  Saxon  was  unre- 
mitting in  his  attentions.  He  had  a  full  sense 
of  the  danger  in  which  she  lay.  The  thought 
of  losing  her  had  rendered  her  doubly  dear  to 
him.  He  felt  intense  anxiety,  and  aware  of 
his  responsibility,  sent  for  Jacqueline. 

The  fever  at  length  abated.  It  was  after 
a  veiy  calm  sleep  of  some  length,  that  Gladys 
opened  her  eyes  and  became  for  the  6r8t  time 
aware  that  the  young  Saxon  was  by  her  bed- 
side. She  seemed  at  first  trying  to  coUect  her 
scattered  thoughts.  Then  she  dosed  her  eyes, 
and  a  blush  suffused  her  cheek.  She  had 
heard    Ethelred's  deep  toned   voice   repeating 
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solemnlyy ''  Thaok  Grod,  thank  God,  Gladys  you 
are  better  I"  That  voice  thrilled  through  her 
frame,  she  could  not  speak,  but  she  felt  that 
it  was  a  moment  of  happiness. 


VOL.   III. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

Statesmen  Perplexed — ^The  Prisoner  Believed — A  Con- 
fession. 

"  Faques  Dieu !  who  would  envy  our  posi- 
tion?" said  Lord  Lescun,  walking  slowly  up 
and  down  the  apartment  with  a  measured  step, 
and  stroking  his  chin  thoughtfully. 

''All  would  have  gone  right  if  Jean  de 
Groits  had  not  been  so  intolerable  a  fod,** 
replied  the  Prime  Minister  with  an  angry  frown. 
"He  disobeyed  my  orders  by  bringTng  the 
caitiff  here,  instead  of  taking  him  to  Vitre. 
The  knave  has  the  impudence  to  say  I  nenr 
gave  him  such  orders." 

*'  Was  it  correctly  reported  to  me,  that  Mod- 
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sieur  Agustine's  daughter  bad  been  to  la  belle 
Antoinette^  about  this  Kyniin  Tudor  ?"  inquired 
Lord  Lescun  with  some  anxiety. 

"  Certes  1  that  is  the  provoking  thing !"  replied 
Landais.  '^  The  little  wench  will  perhaps  reveal 
all  that  we  are  anxious  to  keep  in  obscurity. 
There  is  a  report^  too,  that  the  men  were  not 
murdered  by  the  pirates." 

"Diablel  Landais,  I  think  you  had  better 
get  quit  of  this  affair  as  soon  as  you  can.'' 

"If  I  could/'  said  Landais  shrugging  his 
shoulders  and  turning  red  and  livid  alternately. 

*'Set  your  head  to  work  and  hush  it  up," 
replied  Lord  Lescun.  "I  am  in  no  way  in- 
dined  to  be  soused  out  of  office,  and  have 
the  headsman's  axe  suspended  over  me." 

'*  Parbleu !  nor  I  neither,"  muttered  Landais 
looking  more  like  a  thief  than  a  Prime  Minister, 
"  certes !  I  wish  I  could  get  the  fellow  taken 
off  by  poison.  I  am  a  born  idiot  not  to  have 
had  him  settled  in  the  forest.  That  failure 
^vas  as  much  yours  as  mine." 
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"You  will  be  your  own  executioner  some 
of  these  days  if  you  escape  from  this  dilemma,'' 
observed  bis  companion  sarcastically,  ''this 
fellow  is  a  near  relative  of  the  English  nobles. 
Now  they  are  in  favour  with  the  Duke,  sup- 
posing you  had  murdered  him  or  poisoned  him, 
you  would  have  seen  Landais  what  you  would 
have  got  by  it.  You  would  have  taken  a  step 
overboard — ^you  would  have  gone  headlong 
down  a  precipioe.  Young  de  Montfort  has 
been  with  his  Grace  to-day.  He  carried  a 
message  Ifrom  the  exiled  nobles." 

"  The  Earl  of  Pembroke  is  expected  to-mor- 
row that's  more,"  said  the  Minister,  *'  General 
Stanley  who  is  now  quartered  in  the  town  with 
the  English  troops,  has  been  this  afternoon 
to  pay  his  respects  to  his  Grace.  I  was  present 
and  heard  him  speaking  of  the  prisoner,  but 
chiefly  about  the  maiden,  they  have  all  taken 
her  part  violently." 

**  It  was  they  who  rescued  her  m  the  forest," 
said  Lord  Lescun.  ''That  part  of  the  afiisar 
was  ill  managed." 
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"  I  know  it  was/'  said  the  Minister  laying 
his  hand  flat  upon  the  table,  "  that  was  Jean 
de  Groit's  fault,  not  mine.  My  orders  were 
to  take  her  at  once  to  St  Malo  and  ship  her 
off  to  England." 

''Aha,"  said  Lord  Lescun,  reproachfully, 
**  you  ought  to  have  known  your  man  better. 
I  gave  you  credit,  Landais,  for  being  more 
wary.  The  poor  girl  is  dying  of  a  fever 
brought  on  from  terror.  Claudine  de  Montfort 
has  taken  Mademoiselle  Agustine  down  to 
Fougferes  to-day.  Considering  all  things  it  will 
go  very  awkwardly  with  our  little  scheme.  If 
Kynfiu  Tudor  did  not  betray  us  before,  he  will 
do  so  now.  We  have  provoked  him,  and  we 
must  be  prepared  for  the  result.  We  must 
swear  boldly  that  it  is  false  from  beginning  to 
end,  and  keep  the  Duke  in  the  dark.  We 
have  done  it  a  thousand  times.  If  we  can  get 
his  Grace  to  ourselves,  without  De  Montfort, 
I  have  no  fear.  For  my  part,  I  would  rather 
have  that  young  Hotspur  put  out  of  the  way 
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than  any  man  in  the  dukedom.  But  for  him 
the  exiled  nobles  would  not  have  been  in 
favour.  Certes  !  I  fed  a  presentiment  that  feDow, 
that  spy  upon  us,  has  taken  up  the  prisoner's 
cause  already.'' 

^*  Mention  him  not — I  hate  the  name  of  the 
prisoner/'  said  Landais,  his  cowardly  heart 
sinking  within  him,  and  seeing,  in  imaginatioD, 
Kynfin  Tudor's  stem  eye  fixed  upon  him. 
"  You  know,  Lescun,  I  had  a  horrible  dream 
last  night ;  I  thought  the  Welshman  destroyed 
me  by  pinching  my  flesh  off  my  bones.  Sup* 
pose  we  uphold  our  false  statement,  and  he 
brings  up  witnesses  against  us.     What  then  f^ 

**  It  is  too  long  ago— too  long  ago !  I  don't 
feel  the  apprehension  you  do,"  said  Lord  Les- 
cun.  "  P&ques  Dieu  !  Landais,  you  must  not 
grow  chicken-hearted.  You  drew  me  into  the 
affair,  and  you  must  dear  me.  I  wish  you  had 
left  the  fellow  alone.  Did  you  hear  that  the 
prisoner  had  been  ill  ?  They  thought  he  would 
have  died  last  night". 
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**  No ;  but  I  wish  -be  would  die/'  ejaculated 
the  Minister,  clasping  his  hands  together  in 
perplexity.  '^I  wish  he  would  die,  I  should 
feel  in  Paradise.  Who  told  you  that  he  had 
been  iU?" 

**  It  is  an  an  dit  all  over  the  palace,"  said 
Lescun,  **  everybody  talks  of  the  prisoner,  and 
the  unfortunate  girl  who  was  nearly  frightened 
to  death  in  the  forest.  Everyone  whispers,  too, 
that  it  was  Landais  did  it" 

"  Sacr£  I'*  ejaculated  the  Minister  with  a  ner- 
vous twitching  in  his  face,  and  both  hands 
grasping  his  haur. 

**  Landais,  sleep  not  to-night.  Remember 
you  have  to  make  a  plausible  defence.  Draw  it 
up  with  care  before  the  morning,"  said  Lord 
Lescun.  Then,  he  added,  with  a  sarcastic 
smile,  ^'I  think  I  need  not  remind  you  of 
that."     The  wily  colleagues  separated. 

From  the  time  Kynfin  Tudor  had  been  torn 
away  from  his  beloved  charge,  no  food  had 
passed  his  lips.     He  sat  alone  in  the  gloomy 
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prison,  where  he  had  been  placed,  grief*sbidEeQ 
and  stupified.  He  spoke  not  a  word,  be  made 
no  sign ;  he  passed  the  nig^t  and  day  in  the 
same  silent  absent  attitude.  To  himself  what 
had  occurred  seemed  a  dreary  blank,  a  bewil* 
dering  and  hideous  dream.  Years  afterwards 
he  recurred  to  that  event  with  a  shudder.  Lao- 
dab  had  issued  orders  that  no  one  should  be 
admitted  to  the  prisoner.  Ethebred  bad  been 
sent  by  Gladys  with  cheering  .messages  to  her 
unde.  He  was  resolved  not  to  return  without 
first  having  executed  her  wishes.  He  addressed 
himself  to  Claudine  de  Montfort,  who  took  a 
deep  interest  in  the  history  of  Gladys,  and 
through  her  influence  succeeded  in  obtaining  the 
Duke's  permission. 

Kynfin  Tudor  started  on  hearing  himself 
addressed  by  his  own  name.  When  Ethelred 
told  him  that  Gladys,  the  daughter  of  Harlech, 
had  sent  him,  he  cried : 

"  Oh,  bring  her  to  me !  my  Gladys,  my 
chad  I" 
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It  was  all  be  could  say.  In  a  moment  his 
limbs  tottered  under  bim,  and  before  bis  visitor 
was  aware,  exhausted  witb  want  of  food  and 
sorrow,  be  feU  upon  the  floor.  It  was  some 
time  before  be  could  be  brought  to  himself. 
This  alarmed  the  young  Saxon  who  would  not 
leave  him  till  be  was  restored.  In  some  degree 
he  succeeded  in  comforting  him,  by  relating 
every  particular  witb  regard  to  bis  niece,  which 
had  occurred  since  she  parted  from  him.  He 
assured  Kynfin  be  bad  many  friends,  and  that 
he  would,  in  all  probability,  be  released  in  a 
few  days. 

This  was  unexpected  to  Ap  Dafydd;  who, 
with  an  eager  ear,  listened  to  every  word.  Still 
no  expression  of  joy,  nor  thankfulness  escaped 
his  lips.  He  remained  like  a  statue,  except 
that  tears  rolled  down  his  cheeks,  the  personifi- 
cation of  the  deepest  misery. 

The  young  Saxon  was  moved.  Gladys  had 
told  him  so  much  about  her  unde  that  inte- 
rested him.     He  now  rested   his  eyes   upon 
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Kynfia's  features,  with  feelings  of  mach  emo- 
tion. After  many  persuasions  he  prevailed  upon 
him  to  take  nourishment.  It  was  for  Gladys's 
sake  he  did  so,  and  for  Gladys's  sake  he  wrong 
the  young  Saxon's  hand,  and  blessed  him  for 
having  saved  his  niece  from  the  base  and  Been- 
tious  De  Groits,  a  man  thoroughly  despised  io 
the  town  of  Vannes,  and  wherever  else  he  was 
known. 

When  Ethehred  rose  to  take  his  depaitnre, 
the  prisoner  was  calmer.  He  sent  affectionate 
messages  by  him  to  his  niece. 

As  the  Saxon  rode  out  of  Rennes  on  his 
return  to  Fougeres,  the  Earl  of  Pembroke  and 
his  nephew,  accompanied  by  young  De  Moot- 
fort,  arrived  at  the  palace.  They  were  received 
cordially  by  the  Duke.  The  prisoner's  case 
was  discussed;  Landais  and  Lescun  were  <v- 
dered  to  be  in  attendance.  Claudine  de  Mont- 
fort  and  la  belle  Antoinette  were  already  pre- 
sent. They  were  speaking  to  young  De  Moot- 
fort    and    the  Earl  of  Richmond,   about  the 
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dailghter  of  Harlech,  and  la  petite  Jacqueline, 
when  the  arch-minister  and  his  companion  in 
intrigue  entered  the  state  room. 

''How  oddly  the  Minister  looks.  He  is 
either  white  with  passion  or  fear/'  said  De 
Montfort  in  a  whisper.  "  I  wish  my  uncle's  eyes 
were  opened  in  r^ard  to  these  two  officials — 
shall  I  not  say  knaves !  It  is  astonishing  what 
an  influence  they  have  over  him.  What  a  plan* 
sible  tale  that  fellow  Landais  is  already  framing, 
and  Lescun  at  his  elbow  to  sustain  him/' 

''Well,  brother/'  said  Claudine,  laughing, 
"  it  is  of  little  importance  to  us  what  they  have 
to  say  for  themselves,  provided  the  prisoner  is 
released.  During  this  discussion,  I  think  we 
may  as  well  go  into  the  garden.  I  dislike  those 
men  so  much ;  their  very  voic^  are  unplea* 
sant" 

La  belle  Antoinette  assured  her  that  no  one 
could  have  a  greater  avcirsion  to  them  than  her- 
self. Accordingly  they  sauntered  over  the  broad 
walks,  and  sat  among  the  delicious  shade,  lis* 
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tening  to  the  refreshing  play  of  the  foantaiDS, 
forgetting,  though  but  for  a  time,  the  wQj 
ministery  his  colleague,  and  the  prisoner. 

Henry  of  Richmond  was  beooming  daily 
more  attached  to  the  gentle  and  amiable  Claa* 
dine.  The  Duke  was  so  anxious  for  the 
alliance,  that  at  this  period  he  would  have  done 
anything  to  oblige  the  English  nobles.  He  did 
not,  therefore,  disguise  his  annoyance  that  any 
one  belonging  to  them  should  have  sustained 
injury  withm  his  Dukedom.  In  the  presence 
of  Pembroke,  he  did  not  spare  either  the 
Minister  or  Lord  Lescun.  He  oonduded  by 
giving  peremptory  orders  that  Kynfin  should  be 
released  forthwith,  and  that  when  it  was  the 
prisoner's  pleasure  to  leave  the  country,  he 
should  have  an  escort  to  any  of  the  sea  ports 
from  where  he  wished  to  embark  for  Englaiul. 

The  joyful  intelligence  was  conveyed  by 
Pembroke  to  the  party  in  the  garden.  Chu* 
dine  de  Montfort  was  full  of  expressions  of 
delight.      She  could    only   think    bow   many 
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would  be  made  happy  by  this  concession  of  the 
Duke.  Jacqueline  bad  told  her,  in  confidence, 
the  private  history  of  the  prisoner  and  his  niece. 
She  had  avowed  her  sympathy  with  Gladys. 
The  sweet  saddened  eyes  of  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  were  before  her,  and  she  longed  to  be 
the  bearer  of  the  happy  result  of  the  application 
to  the  Duke.  She  immediately  expressed  a 
wish  to  young  Richmond,  to  visit  the  invalid 
before  she  quitted  Britany. 

Pembroke  went  in  person  to  receive  Kynfin 
upon  bis  pardon  being  declared. 

He  was  shocked  at  the  change  that  so  short 
an  imprisonment  had  wrought  in  his  appear* 
anoe.  He  was  not  yet  convalescent.  He  was, 
for  some  days,  too  ill  to  be  removed  from 
Rennes.  Good  Jasper  of  Hatfield  never  left 
his  couch.  Meanwhile  Gladys  daily  gained 
strength.  Etheh^ed  and  Jacqueline  were  her 
companions.  Thus  strangely  had  circumstances 
once  more  brought  them  together.  The  time 
passed  under  the  grey  old  battlements  of  Har* 
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lech,  and  the  events  which  occurred  there  often 
became  the  subject  of  conversation*  £zplaiia- 
tipns  were  given  respecting  the  sudden  depar- 
ture of  the  two  friends  with  the  smugglers. 
Jacqueline  related  to  Ethelred  the  rover's  death, 
and  the  circumstances  which  were  its  atten- 
dants. Thus  terminated  any  surmises  in  the 
mind  of  Ethelred,  which  might  have  arisen  firom 
her  exclamations  in  her  delirium,  when  the 
fever  attacked  her.  He  felt  that  the  triab 
which  she  had  undergone  endeared  her  to  him 
the  more.  Such  a  position  was  a  dangerous 
one  for  Gladys,  and  might  possibly  sow  the 
seeds  of  future  sorrow;  yet  how  could  she 
escape  from  it.  She  was  conscious  her  affMV 
tions  were  becoming  fixed.  She  could  not 
drive  the  young  Saxon  from  her  heart,  as  she 
had  done  when  at  Harlech  from  her  presence. 
He  had  rescued  her  undo,  and  saved  hersdf 
from  a  cruel  fate.  He  had  even  nursed  her  in 
an  iUness  when  she  had  no  other  friend  near. 
She  glanced  at  his  countenanoe  when  unob- 
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served.     She  listened  to  his  voice,  and  after- 
wards asked  her  trembUng  heart  if  she  ought 
not  to  be  grateful  ?     Her  heart  seemed  to  reply 
in  terms  that  raised  a  species  of  rebellion  in  Jier 
mind,   since  it  had  made  her  question  whether 
her  people  would  not  despise  her,  if  she  united 
herself  to  one  Sazon  bom,  however  deeply  in- 
debted to  him.     Then  she  reflected  in  a  way 
more  agreeable  and  flattering  to  her  preposses- 
sicms,  that  consisted  in  a  union  with  him — if 
she  could  explain  all  the  circumstances  which 
rendered  that  the  truth,  they  would  not  permit 
her  to  sacrifice  herself  to  gratify  their  traditional 
predilections.     Then  would   her  grandfather's 
noble  and  patriotic  spirit  flash  across  her  mind, 
and  make  her  blush  at  her  selfish  thoughts^ 
''  Ought  she  to  consider  anything  a  sacrifice  too 
great  when  so  many  were  concerned  ?    Then 
her  heart  prompted    the   desire    and   wish — 
**  £thehied,  Ethehred,  would  that  you  were  not  a 
Sazon !" 

With  these  conflicting  feelings  she  sat  look- 
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iag  out  of  Ibe  window  down  a  kmg  avenue  of 
poplHa^  fistouDg  to  the  rusding  of  the  leaves. 
SmUnij  llowcn  were  phoed  in  her  hand,  and 
the  jcMfth  who  occupied  her  thoughts  was  stand- 
dose  loher  with  a  mdandioly  ezpresaon  of 


Qadjs^*  said  he»  "  our  troops  must  leave 
in  a  day  or  twa  I  most  soon  leave 
yon.  Oor  kst  kave  taking  was  at  Hariedt 
I  need  not  say  how  much  we  have  hotti  suffisred 
sines  that  tkne.  Let  me  not  leave  you  with 
those  owd  words  unrecsDed.  Say  that  you  do 
not  despise  me  stfli  because  I  am  a  Saxon  ?" 

**Ethelred»  how  is  it  possifak  I  could  despise 
yonf**  said  Oady^  tnnnng  veiy  pafe.  and 
looking  him  fidl  in  the  &oe,  from  a  sudden 
anxiouB  fear  which  soaed  her  at  the  thought  of 
partiqg  witti  him* 

"Say,  GhdjSh  that  our  hearts  are  united, 
yon  know  and  feel  that  we  cannot  five  and  be 
happy  eepaialsd  from  eadi  other.  When  ill, 
and  I  ttKNight  yon  wouU  be  taken  from  me^ 
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yoQ  caoDot  hsve  Buffered  as  T  suffered,  my 
meotal  agony  was  more  than  I  could  have 
borne,  bad  it  not  been  supported  by  the  hope  of 
being  the  instrument  of  your  restoration.  Only 
ten  me,  Gladys,  that  oar  hearts  are  united,  the 
dedaratioa  wiD,  I  know,  make  us  both  hap[^. 
It  rests  with  you  to  make  us  both  so." 

"Ethelred,  in  mercy,  spare  me  I  Say  not 
that  it  rests  with  me  abne,"  she  replied,  greatly 
agitated.  "  My  heart  is  who%  yours.  That 
fasA  I  win  Dot  conceal.  It  will  beat  for  none 
other,  tin  the  grave  closes  over  me.  Here  I 
most  stop.  I  am  going  back  to  my  people. 
Are  you  not  aware  thM;  we  can  never  be  united, 
because  I  cannot  remove  the  cruel  barrier? 
Would  to  heaven  it  were  in  my  power !  Ethel- 
red,  do  not  blame,  pity  me.  To  part  with  you 
now  is  sorrow,  bitterness !  but  we  must  part. 
Never  again  shall  I  hear  your  vcnce,  nevn-  agun 
win  my  eyes  rest  upon  features  so  dear  to  m 
aye,  dearer  to  me  than  oil  the  world  besides, 
own  it,  though  many  of  my  sex  would  diaguii 
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such  an  acknowledgment,  and  pine  in  misery 
under  the  secret  You  are  the  object  of  my 
dearest  affection.  I  must  say  no  more,  I  have 
said  too  much/'  Here  she  threw  h^  arms 
round  the  young  Saxon's  neck,  and  vrept 
bitterly. 

'*  You  have  said  it,  Gladys,  you  have  said  all 
I  asked,  your  heart  is  mine — ^mine  for  ever ! 
It  is  enough,"  cried  Ethelred,  '*  that  confession 
is  enough,"  pressing  her  passionately  to  his 
heart.  *'We  only  part  to  meet  again.  Your 
people  shall  not  sacrifice  your  happiness  to  their 
prejudices ;  no,  by  heaven !  I  will  break  down 
every  barrier,  I  will  come  for  you  amid  your 
native  wilds — ^I  will  make  you  my  bride. 
None  shall  censure  you,  my  pure*hearted,  affec- 
tionate Gladys," 

Again  the  Saxon  folded  her  in  his  arms. 
He  kissed  away  the  tears  which  bedewed  her 
cheeks.  He  repeated  in  her  ear  a  thousand 
tender  expressions;  he  comforted  her  with 
future  hope,  nor  did  he  leave  her  side  until 
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puttiag  back  her  long  dark  disordered  tresses, 
he  looked  into  her  soul-speaking  eyes,  and 
brought  back  a  smile  upon  her  lips. 

Kynfin  Tudor  was  expected  that  evening. 
The  young  Saxon  left  the  presence  of  his 
lady-love,  only  to  hurry  into  the  court,  mount 
his  horse,  and  with  a  light  heart,  gallop  off 
CD  the  road  to  Rennes,  to  meet  and  conduct  the 
unde  to  the  side  of  his  beloved  charge. 
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CHAPTER  VIL 

TIm  DqmteJ— Ocam  Befleedoiis— Homeward-boand 

— Tlie  Hatetnal  Beecptioiu 

Oncb  more  Kynfio  Tudor  sat  by  the  ^de  of 
he  daughter  of  Hariech.  Onoe  more  he 
listened  to  her  gentle  voice,  but  he  read  with 
feelings  of  new  anxiety,  traces  of  more  than 
usual  sorrow  in  her  countenance.  The  Earl  of 
Pembroke  and  Ridimond,  Claudine  De  Mont- 
fort,  and  her  brother,  had  all  accompanied 
Ap  Dafydd  to  Fougires.  They  had  just  left, 
bearing  away  la  petite  Jacqueline  from  the  side 
of  her  friend;  but  the  son  of  Harlech  was 
quick  in  perception,  and  guessed  that  was  not 
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the  only  cause  from  whence  her  heart  was  sad. 
They  were  on  the  eve  of  their  departure.  The 
Saxon  lingered  still  in  theur  company,  and  the 
maiden's  eyes  were  often  fixed  upon  his 
features.  Kynfin  observed  all  this,  and  his 
heart  misgave  him.  The  seaman's  remarks  in 
the  boat  respecting  the  Master  of  Crioceath  on 
the  night  previous  to  the  attack  upon  the 
fortress,  flashed  across  his  mind.  Little 
Maurice's  words  recurred.  **  It  is  not  for  me 
to  say  who  is  the  favourite." 

Just  as  the  sun  had  risen,  the  Duke's  escort 
stood  ready  to  conduct  the  fair  daughter  of 
Cambria  and  her  unde  to  the  port  of  St 
Malo.  With  what  different  feelings  did  they 
again  set  out  upon  their  return.  Gladys  was 
silent,  she  spoke  no  more  of  Harlech's  proud 
battlements,  and  Jacqueline,  she  looked  forward 
no  more  to  the  happy  greeting  which  awaited 
her  in  the  Cwm.  She  even  averted  her  eyes 
from  her  uncle's  face,  that  kind  careworn  fisice. 
Gladys's  heart  was  troubled.     She  had  now 


118  OLADTS  OF  HARLECH. 

more  soul  engrossiog  cares,  stronger  ties  upon 
her  affection.  She  had  parted  with  Ethdied. 
Her  meditations  were  upon  his  cherished 
words.  Har  vision  could  descry  nothing  but 
his  open  and  generous  countenance,  and  fine 
and  manly  form.  She  dreamed  of  a  different 
future  than  ever  she  had  dreamed  of  before. 

Ap  Dafydd's  forebodmgs  increased  on 
observing  the  tadtumity  of  his  niece.  He 
did  not  question  her  being  changed  in  some 
degree,  he  knew  how  she  had  been  weakened 
by  illness.  He  was  ready  to  make  aflowanoe 
for  her,  since  she  had  told  him  how  dee(dy 
thankful  she  was  that  he  was  restored  to  her. 
He  knew  that  her  anxiety  had  been  great 
during  his  imprisonment,  and  when  he  felt  her 
head  was  nestled  upon  his  bosom,  he  endea* 
voured  to  persuade  himself  that  he  was  satisfied 
although  he  was  not  so  in  reality. 

Upon  entering  the  town  of  St  Mak,  they 
immediately  went  on  board  a  vessel  which  was 
to  set  sail  in  a  few  hours  for  England. 
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It  was  a  lovely  eveniog  in  June,  twilight  was 
drawing  its  mysterious  veil  over  the  land.  The 
taU  white  buildings  in  the  port  rose  up  against 
the  dark  blue  sky,  and  were  again  reflected 
with  the  varied  forms  of  the  shipping  in  the 
watery  mirror  beneath. 

Gladys  stood  upon  the  deck ;  her  eyes  being 
riveted  upon  the  calm,  beautiful  scene.  The 
sight  of  the  vessek  and  the  ocean,  brought 
back  to  her  memory  the  '  £ryr,'  the  rover,  and 
her  imde's  sufferings.  She  recalled  his  anxiety 
for  her  when  she  was  in  Ap  Rhys's  power ;  and 
while  such  thoughts  were  passing  through  her 
mbd,  she  chanced  to  look  up  in  his  face. 
Then  it  was  her  consdence  smote  her.  How 
cruel  had  she  been  to  him,  since  he  had  been  so 
recently  restored  to  her ;  how  cold  towards  him. 
She  had,  she  imagined,  shut  herself  out  from 
his  sympathy.  How  changed  he  must  think 
her.  She  felt  she  was  herself  changed.  She 
had  grown  selfish,  she  began  to  despise  herself. 
She  did  not  feel  the  same  regard  towanis  her 
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oountty  as  she  had  onoe  done.  These  reflec- 
tions made  her  heart  ache.  She  would  soon  be 
by  her  grandmother's  side,  who  would  fold  her 
wyres  bach  in  her  arms;  her  wyies  bach  would 
not  be  the  same  she  had  once  folded  there. 
This  brought  another  pang  to  her  heart  She 
would  now  be  free  to  vramder  again  over  her 
native  wilds,  why  did  she  not  experience  greater 
pleasure  at  the  prospect?  The  answer  made 
her  heart  sick.  The  young  Saxon  was  the 
cause  of  all  this  dissatisfaction.  Kynfin  Tudor 
fiuu^mg  her  little  hand  shook  while  he  held  it, 
looking  tenderly  into  her  face,  said : — 

''  Gladys,  my  chQd,  what  is  it  that  trouUes 
you  ?  why  is  your  brow  overshadowed  ?  You 
do  not  regret  to  leave  the  French  coast,  for  your 
fiset  will  so  soon  tread  the  heather  of  your  own 
native  wilds,  you  will  be  free  from  peril,  free 
from  care  and  sorrow.  No  longer  a  captive 
partaking  of  the  Saxon's  bread,  but  free  to 
wander  among  your  rocks  and  glens.  You 
will  soon  be  again  on  the  threshold  of  joat 


GLADYS   OP   HARLECH.  121 

mountain  home,  clieering  the  last  days  of  your 
unhappy  grandmother.  Will  not  this  elevate 
your  spirits,  my  dear  Gladys?  Surely  these 
thoughts  will  bring  back  that  voice  which  has 
been  so  taciturn  for  the  last  two  or  three  days. 
My  heart  feels  vacant  without  your  conversation. 
What  distresses  you,  my  child,  repose  your 
sorrow  in  him  who  loves  you  with  the  devotion 
of  a  parent/' 

Gladys  could  not  attempt"  to  answer  these 
questions,  because  she  could  not  answer  them. 
She  entreated  forgiveness. 

When  Ap  Dafydd  and  his  niece  landed  in 
England,  the  country  was  politically  quiet. 
Edward,  the  handsome  young  Earl  of  Marcbe, 
the  warlike  hero  of  former  years,  had  now 
degenerated  into  a  luxurious  debauchee,  fond 
of  revelry  and  wine.  Surrounded  by  dissipated 
courtiers,  he  was  too  pleased  to  accept  overtures 
from  the  French  monarch,  rather  than  enter 
the  field  in  behalf  of  the  rights  of  his  country. 
Louis,    the    unprincipled    and    wily   King    of 
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France,  was  well  aware  of  the  weak  point  of 
his  opponent.  He  kept  Edward  at  play  as  a 
child  plays  with  a  soulless  kitten,  and  the 
English  noonarch  became  the  dupe  of  his  secret 
designs.  The  mysterious  death  of  the  Duke 
of  Clarence  was  another  topic  that  excited  the 
popular  indignation,  sowing  in  secret  the  seeds 
of  contention.  A  brighter  day  for  Lancaster 
was  dawning,  the  red  rose  banner  was  soon 
to  float  again  over  England.  Many  hearts 
that  had  been  mourning  for  years  were  to 
be  made  glad.  These  were  thoughts  which 
occupied  Ap  Dafydd,  when  he  drew  the 
daughter  of  Harlech's  hand  within  his  own, 
and  they  knelt  together  upon  the  sea  shore,  to 
offer  up  a  prayer  of  thanksgiving  for  their  safe 
return  to  the  land  of  their  forefethers.  But 
their  feet  were  not  to  linger  in  England.  Rocky 
Cambria,  their  own  peculiar  country,  was  still 
in  the  distance.  They  hurried  on  firom  post 
to  post  with  increasing  impatience,  till  they 
reached  the  desired  spot. 
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If  memory  often  turns  the  past  to  pain, 
how  often  does  it  bring  back  bright  and  happy 
days.  The  daughter  of  Harlech  stood  once 
more  among  her  mountains,  knee-deep  in  bloom- 
ing heather,  once  more  fanned  by  the  balmy 
breeze,  listening  to  the  well-known  sounds  of 
the  roaring  torrent,  the  bleating  of  the  moun- 
tain sheep,  and  the  cry  of  the  solitary  bittern, 
memory  brought  back  departed  pleasures  on 
the  spot  where  they  had  been  enjoyed,  to  be 
enjoyed  once  more.  She  was  no  longer  a 
captive.  She  was  free,  in  the  land  of  her 
childhood,  that  appeared  to  her  enraptured  eyes 
more  lovely  than  ever.  In  her  delight,  even 
the  young  Saxon  had  for  a  time  little  share 
in  her  thoughts.  With  a  smile  upon  her 
face,  in  glad  and  eager  accents  she  recalled  the 
viaons  of  the  past,  and  her  days  of  innocent 
childhood,  happy  days,  which  she  had  a  thou- 
sand times  recalled  during  her  captivity,  to 
cheer  many  dreary  hours.  She  looked  upon 
the  mountain's  nigged  side,   she  watched  the 
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torrent  leaping  madly  down  the  predpitoos 
crags,  and  pressed  her  foot  upon  the  vdvet 
mosses  of  the  soil  with  new  feelings.  So  pure, 
so  refined,  so  holy  are  the  feelings  of  nature. 
Those  feelings  prompted  her  to  sink  upoa 
her  knees  in  gratitude  to  Him  that  had  framed 
the  noble  scenery  around  her,  had  watched 
over  her  welfarCi  supported  her  through  her 
passed  trials,  and  was  now  restoring  her  to 
her  home.  Why  had  she  ever  thought  that 
her  lot  was  hard  ?  Why  had  she  ever  doubted 
that  His  mercies  would  be  continued,  and  that 
He  would  refuse  to  give  her  comfort  and  support 
in  the  trials  which  awaited  her?  She  would 
no  longer  be  ungrateful,  but  would  lay  her 
cares  open  before  Him,  reposing  her  burdeu 
upon  Him,  resigned  to  let  Him  do  with  her 
as  seemed  good  in  His  sight.  Contentment 
and  happiness,  she  felt,  might  still  be  her 
portion. 

Kynfin  Tudor,  standing  at  a  little  distance 
from  where  the  maiden  was  kneeling,  with  his 
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eyes  transfixed  upon  her  beautiful  countenance, 
felt  his  heart  glow  with  reverence  and  affection. 
He  rejoiced  that  smiles  had  returned,  that  her 
joyous  voice  once  raore  greeted  his  ear,  and 
that  the  Saxon,  and  young  De  Montfort  with 
his  flattery,  had  not,  after  all,  either  changed 
or  spoiled  his  niece,  as  his  secret  forebodings 
had  apprehended.  The  child  was  now  restored 
to  her  mountains,  and  her  innocent  face  re- 
mained the  same. 

It  was  a  moment  of  unspeakable  pleasure  to 
the  son  of  Harlech  to  have  fulfilled  his  promised 
duty  thus  far.  A  load  of  solicitude  was  re- 
moved from  his  heart.  Gladys  was  the  same 
as  she  had  ever  been.  It  was  to  him  renewed 
pleasure  to  hear  her  accents  as  of  old,  and  to 
watch  her  innocent  delight,  as  they  journeyed 
on  over  moorlands,  and  through  wild  and 
shadowy  glens.  Ap  Dafydd's  feelings  were 
still  more  exalted,  on  witnessing  the  ecstacy  of 
the  daughter  of  Harlech  when  they  entered 
their  own  beloved  pass,   and  saw  the  smoke 
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rising  from  the  massive  walls  of  Cader  y  C3, 
when  they  first  burst  upon  their  view.  With 
a  cry  of  joy  Gladys  exclaimed: 

"  There !  there  is  my  old  mountain  home ! 
There  are  the  dear  old  rocks,  the  lake,  the 
woods,  all  as  when  I  left  them  in  my  early  days ! 
Oh !  my  home  1  my  dear,  wild,  wild  home ! 
This  is  happiness !" 

Kynfin  Tudor  could  not  take  his  eyes  from 
the  excited  face  of  his  niece.  The  brilliaDcy 
of  colour  upon  her  cheeks,  her  entire  coun- 
tenance was  irradiated  with  an  expression  which 
he  had  never  observed  upon  it  before^  His 
regard  for  his  charge  was  measureless.  She 
was  the  sole  hope  of  his  ancient  house,  and  she 
loved  her  people.  Her  actions  seemed  to  him 
a  thousand  times  dearer,  better,  more  predous 
than  to  any  other  individual  It  was  not  won- 
derful that  such  were  his  feelings,  and  that 
Gladys  brought  smiles  into  her  unde's  care- 
worn face.  The  scene  at  that  moment  was 
ever  afterwards  present  to  his  memory. 
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As  the  daughter  of  Harlech  drew  near  Cader 
y  Cil,  her  joy  was  suddenly  damped  hy  the 
apprehension  that  her  grandmother  might  have 
passed  into  the  grave,  and  her  voice  might  not 
greet  her  return.  The  feeling  engendered  im- 
patience. She  now  hurried  forward  with  un- 
controllable eagerness.  At  length  the  barking 
of  the  dogs  fell  upon  her  ear,  and  old  Howel's 
familiar  voice  sounded  from  the  inner  court. 
The  doors  were  thrown  open.  Gladys  saw  and 
heard  nothing  more,  for  hasting  over  the  well- 
remembered  threshold,  she  sought  the  old 
chimney  corner,  and  threw  herself  into  the 
arms  of  her  ddighted  grandmother,  who 
pressed  her  fondly  to  her  bosom,  and  wept 
and  smiled  alternately  unconscious  what  she 
did. 

"  O  fy  naghalon  anwyl !  my  first  bom's 
child  1"  sobbed  the  old  lady,  at  last  over- 
come with  joy.  '*  Let  me  look  into  your 
face,  let  me  look  into  your  blue  eyes ! 
Yes — ^yes  !  it  is  my  own  wyres  bach !  my  first 
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bom's  child  !  I  have  lived  to  see  this  day ;  she 
has  come — come  at  last !  Her  joyous  voice, 
her  bright  and  happy  face>  her  light  step,  so 
longed  desired  will  again  cheer  the  lone  waBs 
of  Cader  y  Cil,  and  restore  joy  to  a  bereaved 
and  forlorn  widow/' 

The  kind  tones  of  her  grandmother,  ber 
dim  hazel  eyes  beaming  with  love  and  affectloD 
upon  her,  made  Gladys's  heart  overflow  with 
delight,  and  she  did  not  attempt  to  withdraw 
herself  from  her  embrace.  Katheriae  and 
Howel  stood  waiting  to  give  her  welcome,  and 
were  all  impatience  to  have  a  smile,  a  greeting 
from  their  meistres  bach.  Still  she  knelt  before 
her  grandmother,  with  her  arms  thrown  rouQd 
ber  neck,  her  eyes  fixed  upon  her  face,  and 
whispering  assurances  that  her  wyres  bach 
would  never  again  leave  her. 

Ap  Daiydd  stood  in  the  back  ground.  He 
would  not  interrupt  a  scene  which  he  looked 
upon  as  sacred.  His  heart,  nevertheless,  was 
full  of  emotion.     He  yearned  to  dasp  his  aged 
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mother  in  his  arms.  The  widow  of  Ap  Jevan 
was  the  first  to  break  the  spell : 

"  Where  is  your  unde,  my  wyres  bach  ? 
where  is  my  son,  my  poor  Kynfin  ?'' 

She  had  no  time  to  repeat  her  inquiries. 
The  son  of  Harlech  was  in  his  mother's  em- 
brace ;  and  with  a  cheerful  voice,  and  a  brighter 
look  than  he  had  worn  for  a  long  season  asked 
her  if  he  had  not  kept  his  promise,  namely, 
that  her  wyres  bach  should  be  the  first  to  throw 
herself  into  her  arms. 


G  3 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  Welcome— 'A  Bard — ^An  Unexpected  Intcrriew— 

Love  Sacriike. 

The  moment  the  mountaineers  heard  of  the 
arrival  qf  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  an  *'  adlais 
o  lawenydd"*  resounded  throughout  the  g^eo. 
Matrons  and  maidens,  stout  men  and  aged,  aD 
hastened  to  Cader  y  Cil  to  bring  their  offeriogs 
of  welcome  to  the  grand-daughter  of  their  va- 
liant chieftain,  the  great  Dafydd.  Soon  were 
the  rude  court  and  gateway  strewed  with  grouse, 
hares,  partridges,  honey,  fish,  eggs,  and  nanr)- 
berless  other   trifling   gifts;    humble   offerings 

*  An  echo  of  gladness. 


GLADYS   UP   HARLECH.  131 

of  humble,  yet  attached  souls,  all  were  laid 
promiscuously  at  the  feet  of  their  meistres 
bach. 

Gladys,  her  heart  overflowing  with  gratitude, 
returned  their  affectionate  greetings.  It  was 
both  a  touching  and  unexpected  scene  to  the 
&ir  daughter  of  Cambria.  So  many  joyous 
countenances  gazing  upon  her  face.  So  many 
kneeling  at  her  feet,  and  kissing  her  garments ; 
80  many  clamorous  voices  eager  in  expressing 
their  joy,  while  on  all  sides  infant  voices  joined 
in  the  concert : 

"  O  Riau  I  O  Ferch  Harlech  Meistres  bach 
anwyl  hawddgar  croeso,  croeso,  idy  wald  a'th 
gartref  etto !" 

The  heart  of  Gladys  now  smote  her  that  sht 
should  ever  have  (tit  the  slightest  indifference 
towards  her  tribe,  that  she  should  have  looked 
upon  them  as  a  barrin-  to  her  happiness.  They 
were  her  devoted  good  and  &ithful  people,  they 
had  suffered  without  a  murmur  on  her  account ; 
and  she  now  beheld  them  kneeling  at  her  feel 
in  extravagant  joy  at  her  return,  all  bleasind 
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their  chieftain's  grand-daughter.  It  was  a  mo* 
ment  of  intense  delight.  With  a  sweet  and 
benevolent  smile  upon  her  face,  she  stood  io 
the  midst  of  them,  liftiog  up  her  voice  and 
committing  them  to  the  care  of  the  Creator, 
calling  on  Him  to  reward  them,  and  bless  them 
for  their  devotion  to  the  grandchild  of  their 
lamented  chief.  The  tears  chased  each  other 
down  her  cheeks.  Earnestly  and  fervendy  she 
prayed  that  the  stream  of  joy  now  flowiog 
through  her  heart,  might  ever  continue  to 
carry  sweet  waters.  Never  might  it  be  em- 
bittered more. 

The  men  of  the  Cwm,  their  wives  and 
children  regarded  the  scene  with  reverence  and 
delight  The  child  that  had  been  stolen  from 
her  rocky  nest,  and  kept  as  an  hostage  on  their 
account,  in  the  hands  of  the  Saxons,  bad,  at 
last,  been  restored  to  them.  She  that,  in  for- 
mer years,  had  been  the  sunbeam  in  the  glen, 
seen  at  every  hearth  with  her  light  step  and 
beaming  face,  now  stood  there  to  greet  their 
delighted  vision.     It  was  true,  the  wyres  bach 
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was  no  loDger  a  child,  but  the  intelUgent  and 
lustrous  eyes  were  the  same.  Some  said  the 
peculiar  gentle  tones  of  voice  were  the  samCi  and 
that  her  complacent  and  winning  address  brought 
their  meistres  bach  as  she  was  in  her  childhood 
fresh  to  their  recollections. 

They  could  scarcely  tear  themselves  away 
from  her  presence.  They  talked  over  the  years 
that  were  past,  and  reminded  her  of  little  cir- 
cuaistances  connected  with  herself,  revealing 
to  her  without  any  formal  profession,  how 
deeply  in  word  and  thought  she  was  idolized  by 
her  people.  The  brave  men  of  the  Cwm,  no 
longer,  able  to  restrain  their  feelings,  addressed 
her  as  follows : 

'*  O  meistres  bach  anwyl !  may  you  never  be 
taken  away  from  us.  May  St.  David  and  all 
the  saints  bless  thee,  and  make  thy  home  a 
home  of  peace !  May  thy  bright  face  ever  cheer 
us,  and  the  sound  of  thy  footsteps  bring  joy  to 
our  hearths.  We  will  protect  thee,  daughter 
of  Harlech,  heiress  of  great  Einion   race,  we 
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will  protect  thee.  No  Saxon  shall  molest  thee 
here,  who  stole  thee  from  thy  nest,  and  barned 
our  dweUingSy  and  destroyed  our  meeting-house 
shall  never  again  set  foot  in  the  Cwm.  The 
blood  of  their  savage  dogs  have  been  sprinided 
upon  the  rocks.  They  shall  nev^  again  set 
foot  in  the  glen.  Yea,  yea !  we  have  said  it, 
daughter  of  Harlech !  we  have  said  it,  no  Saxoo 
shall  molest  thee  here !  our  clubs  and  our  bat- 
tle-axes shall  keep  the  enemy  at  bay.  Yea, 
yea  I  the  daughter  of  Harlech  shall  roam  where 
she  pleaseth  over  the  wild  hills,  or  down  the 
glen,  she  will  be  safe.  The  daughter  of  Har- 
lech may  bathe  her  feet  in  the  mountain  stream, 
and  none  shall  intrude  upon  her  solitude.  She 
may  pour  forth  her  songs,  she  may  repose  in 
the  heather  on  the  mountain's  side,  and  be 
lulled  by  the  rushing  waters,  no  stranger  shaD 
come  near  her.  The  daughter  of  Harlech  may 
sail  over  the  lake,  and  scale  the  crags,  and 
upon  the  heights  may  dance  with  glee;  she 
may  kneel  before  her  God,  who  has  guided  her 
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path  from  iofoocy,  and  haa  now  restored  her  to 
her  people  in  safety?  and  ia  health ;  none  shall 
trespass  od  her  solemD  worship.  We  have 
said  it,  M«istres  bach  anwyl  1  we  have  said 
it  1  The  brave  men  of  the  Cwm  hare  said  it  1" 
This  day  was  an  era  in  Gladys's  life.  When 
the  excitement  was  over,  and  she  found  her&etf 
alcHie  in  her  chamber,  she  do  loager  fanned  her 
secret  passion  by  recalling  the  words,  the  ac- 
cent and  the  features  of  the  young  Saxon,  who 
^e  felt  was  now  for  ever  and  ever  shut  out 
from  her.  With  a  smile  of  calmness  and  re- 
rignalMHi,  and  a  gentle  step,  she  approached 
her  narrow  bed,  and  kneeling  down  beside  it, 
sought  what  her  soul  hungered  for,  comfort 
and  consolation,  before  she  retired  to  rest. 

The  son  of  HMech,  present  at  the  affecting 
scene  in  die  morning,  had  also  been  heartily 
welcomed  by  the  good  people  of  tiie  Glen. 
With  earnest  entreaties,  they  begged  him  to 
remain,  and  be  th«r  chief  as  his  &ther  had 
been  before  him.    They  assured  him  that  with 
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their  meistres  bach,  he  would  spread  a  halo 
around  the  Cwm,  and  make  every  heart  haf^y. 

Ap  Dafydd  was  distressed  on  hearing  from 
the  mountaineers  of  young  Stacey's  devastation 
in  the  glen.     He  evinced  great  interest  at  their 
account  of  the  deadly  attack  upon  the  Saxons, 
who  had  never  since  been  seen  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  Cwm.     They  told  him  how  the 
revenue  men  had  been  destroyed  in  the  vaults 
below  the  house  of  Gtet ;  how  the  Dewines  had 
consumed  Sir  Gilbert's  property  by  a  spirit-fir^ 
and  she  had  never  been  seen  since  the  smug- 
glers had  quitted  the  shores.     Young  Stacey,  it 
appeared,    was    disliked    in    the    vidnity   of 
Harlech,  although   he  had  ceased  to  interfere 
with  the  people  of  the  soil.     Lady  Stacey,  and 
Mistress  Mabel  had  lately  left  the  casde.    Its 
young  master  it  was  expected  would  be  married 
in  a  few  weeks. 

Kynfin's  information  from  Howel,  whom  he 
met  in  his  wanderings  at  a  little  distance  fitim 

ir  dwelling,  was  to  a  similar  effect 
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"  Do  you  know  how  they  are  going  on  at 
Harlech  ?"  inquired  Ap  Dafydd.  "  I  hear 
young  Stacey  is  still  at  the  castle." 

"  Ow  !  ow  !  (an  expression  of  sorrow)  I  am 

sorry  to  say  he  is/*  replied  Howel,  "  the  people 

in   Harlech   will   tell  you  that   he   is  a   hard 

master.     Since  the  death  of  the  old   keeper, 

there  has  been  a  greater  gloom  than  ever  over 

the   town.     No  Welsiiman  is   allowed    to   set 

foot  within  the  castle  walls.     No   one  passes 

out    of  the    gateway   without   a   body  guard. 

Indeed  truth,  I  never  like  to  go  near  the  place. 

To    think  of  the  change  since   my   dear  old 

master  was  there,  it  makes  my  heart  sick.     Ow, 

ow,  whether  there  will  be  a  merry  laugh,  and  a 

happy  face  in  the  old  town  of  Harlech  again, 

St.  David  only  knows.     These  are  sad  times, 

son  of  Harlech,  sad  times  !     I  fear  my  failing 

sight  will  never  see  a  change  for  the  better." 

"I  did  not  expect  such  desponding  words 
from  you,  Howel,  now  the  daughter  of  Harlech 
has  been  restored  to  the  Cwm,"  said  Kynfin,  a 
little  reproachfully. 
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"  O'r  anwyl !  son  of  Harlech,  you  take  it  io 
another  way,  I  was  not  speaking  of  the  Cwm/' 
replied  the  old  man,  and  a  ray  of  pleasure 
passed  over  his  shrivelled  face.  "  Indeed  truth, 
there  is  a  change  for  the  better  in  the  Cwro. 
We  all  feel  that  the  daughter  of  Harlech  is  Uke 
the  sun  in  the  heaven,  throwing  light  upon 
every  step  and  every  face  near  to  her.  0 
diolch  !  they  are  happy  days  for  us  in  the  Cwm. 
The  prayer  of  an  old  man  will  ever  be  that 
we  may  be  blessed  by  a  continuatjoo  of 
them." 

Ap  Dafydd  appeared  to  have  excited  this 
remark  purposely,  in  order  that  he  might 
witness  the  pleasure  in  the  old  man's  face  upon 
his  niece  being  mentioned. 

"  Well,  Howel,  let  us  hope  since  we  hare 
lived  to  see  the  joyful  change  in  the  Cwm,  that 
you  will  also  live  to  see  that  day  when  the  Red 
dragon  bauner*  floats  once  more  upon  our  old 

*  Urthyr,  King  Arthur's  father,  was  sumamed  Pen- 
dragon  by  Merlin  or  Merddiu,  a  great  bard  and  prophet, 
who  likened  him  to  a  dragon's  head,  that  at  the  time 
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fortress.  That  will  be  a  change  for  the 
better." 

"  Dyn  anwyl !  do  you  think  that  day  will 
ever  come,  son  of  Harlech  ?" 

"The  Dewines  has  said  itl"  replied  Ap 
Dafydd. 

"  The  Dewines  has  said  it,"  repeated  the  old 
man,  "  young  Master  Stacey  will  be  driven  out 
of  the  land ;  our  mistress,  the  daughter  of 
Harlech,  and  you,  Ap  Dafydd,  will  go  home  to 
Harlech  Castle,"  said  the  domestic,  jumping  at 
the  happy  conclusion.     ''  Did  she  say  that  ?" 

"  She  did." 

"  O  diolch  1  O  moliant !  if  I  live  to  see  that 
day,  I  shall  close  my  eyes  with  joy,  and  drop 
into  my  grave  with  a  light  heart." 


of  his  nativity  appeared  in  the  heavens,  at  the  comer 
of  a  blazing  star.  Other  historians  assert  that  from 
his  wisdom  and  subtility  he  was  so  called.  Be  it  as 
it  may,  his  son,  the  first  Christian  monarch  of  Britain, 
bore  upon  his  helm  a  red  dragon,  and  from  hence 
it  became  the  national  arms  of  the  Cambro-Britons. 
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*'  May  it  be  so/'  resumed  the  son  of  Hariech, 
"  meanwhile,  Howel,  is  the  family  of  Cooyen 
Btill  at  Cricceath  ?'' 

"Mistress  Conyers  and  her  two  sons  are 
there,  but  the  young  master  is  not,''  replied  the 
domestic,  a  little  startled  at  the  sudden  question. 
"They  seldom  come  over  on  this  side  now. 
There  was  a  quarrel  between  young  Stacey  and 
the  son  of  Cricceath,  who,  the  country  peojde 
say,  took  the  part  of  the  Dewines,  the  smug- 
glers, and  the  maidens,  and  greatly  provoked 
him.  There  have  been  a  great  many  things 
said  besides  that,"  said  Howel,  hesitatingly. 

"  Speak  on,"  said  Ap  Dafydd. 

**  Well,  indeed  truth,  I  should  be  sony  to 
hide  anything  from  the  son  of  Harlech.  They 
say  that  the  young  Master  Ethelred  w^as  much 
at  the  castle  before  the  maidens  were  carried 
away  by  the  smuggler's  vessel.  His  eyes  rested 
constantly  upon  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  bis 
manner,  and  words  were  always  gentle  and  kind 
to  her."     Howel  looked  up  at  his  master  with 
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an  expression  of  great  anxiety  and  distress,  and 
then  continued : 

*'  I  should  not  like  to  think,  son  of  Harlech, 
that  our  chieftain's  *  wyres  bach,'  had  given  her 
heart  to  the  Saxon,  although  they  say  the 
young  gentleman  is  breaking  his  heart  after 
her!  It  looks  like  it,  for  shortly  after  your 
departure,  he  was  missing  from  the  country. 
Ow,  ow,  I  hope  the  attachment  is  only  on  his 
side." 

Kynfin  made  no  reply,  but  moved  away  with 
a  thoughtful  air.  Tempted  by  the  freshness  of 
the  evening,  he  continued  his  walk  for  several 
miles,  until  he  arrived  at  a  spot  from  whence 
the  towers  of  Harlech  were  visible  in  the  far 
off  distance.  His  heart  yearned  after  his  old 
home.  He  stood  for  some  time  leaning  against 
a  rock,  his  cap  shading  his  eyes,  which  were 
fixed  upon  the  beloved  object  that  engrossed  all 
his  thoughts.  The  smoke  was  ascending  from 
a  few  scattered  cottages,  nestled  among  the 
rocks  in  the  little  valley  below.     The  atmos- 
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pbere  was  brilliantly  dear,  and  so  tranquil  that 
the  children  calling  to  one  another  below,  could 
be  distinctly  heard  across  the  glen.  The  son  of 
Harlech  had  not  been  long  in  that  attitude, 
when  soft  strains  of  music  fell  upon  his  ear, 
and  looking  over  the  diff,  he  recognized  beneath, 
the  honoured  bard  of  the  Cwm,  formerly  an 
inmate  of  Harlech  Castle.  His  attention  was 
immediately  riveted  by  the  sweet  sounds  whidi 
were  vocally  accompanied  by  the  following 
strain : — * 

"  Ah  me !  that  Harlech's  ancient  towers  should  be  in 

Saxon  thrall. 
Great  Einion's  race,  my  master  dear,  diiTen  from 

their  ancient  hall. 
While   Howel's  harp  must  silent  be,  nor  tdl  the 

wrongs  they  bore. 

Until  oppression  drove  them  far,  far  from  their 

native  shore. 

Ochan!  ocban! 

*  These  stanzas  the  author  was  fiiToured  with  bj 
a  friend. 
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Mjr  harp  is  hiuh'd !    Thongh  dear  to  me  the  me 

mory  of  bis  kind. 
Oar  noble  chief  wbo  died,  and  left  a  apotlesi  namt 

behind. 
Dared  I  bat  strike  the  chords  again,  not  Taliesiu'i 

lyre. 
Should   ask    revenge   more   loud    and    deep  fran: 

Cambria'a  son  or  sire. 

Ochanl  ochanl 

Ye  monntains  vhere  the  blue  skies  rest,  that  are  s< 

dear  to  me, 
When  on  your  Hommita  shall  I  meet  oar  glorioDi 

ancestry  f 
And  rear  the  song  as  bards  of  old,  when  Cambru 

free  and  wild. 
Danced  with  the  stars  of  Hearen  along,  like  a  joy 

dmnken  child. 

Ocban  1  ochao ! 

Where  Modred  sleeps,  aear  Snowdon's  brow,  wher 

on  his  cloud-capp'd  crest 
Old  Idris  gazed  upon  the  heavens,  and  loog'd  to  b 

at  rest. 
By  Mona's  shore,  or  Bala's  wave,  or  deep  Kyi 

Idwd's  gloom — 
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Oh!  woe!  woe!  woe!  I  nothing  see,  bat  aomw 

and  a  tomb  1 

Ochan!  ocban! 


ril  strike  my  harp,  nOb  never  more,  while  Hulech's 

towers  to  me. 
Their  silent  story  tdl  so  tme  of  Cambria's  destinj, 
There  is  no  joy  for  Music's  son  in  notes  that  firom 

to-daj 

Can  only  teD  of   onr  lost  chief,  and  glory  past 

away! 

Ochan!  ochan P' 

When  the  voice  ceased,  the  son  of  Harledi 
brushed  away  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  for  the 
words  had  sunk  deep  into  his  heart  He 
hastened  down  to  the  revered  minstrel,  and  with 
a  greeting  on  both  sides  cordial,  yet  saddened 
by  recollection,  they  conversed  upon  the  mis- 
fortunes which  overshadowed  their  countiy. 
The  son  of  song,  his  hand  resting  motionless 
upon  his  harp,  sighed  over  the  fate  of  their 
unhappy  bards.  From  the  reign  of  Edward 
the  First  to  the  Wars  of  the  Roses,  this  distin- 
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guished  order  of  men,  or  all  who  escaped  thi 
massacre  by  Edward,  struck  their  harps  b; 
health,  and  taught  the  art  of  soul-thrillinj 
harmony  to  theu*  children  down  to  the  Wars  o 
the  Roses.  Still  their  profession,  though  a 
andent  date,  was  prohibited  from  holding  it 
alaras  and  eisteddfods.  Eveiy  privilege  hai 
been  withheld,  and  they  bad  become  enslave 
Id  the  land  of  their  pristine  glory.  They  coul' 
DO  longer  insp'u^  the  Cambrian  hearts  will 
sentiments  of  patriotism,  enliven  hospitality 
kindle  a  love  of  freedom,  or  awaken  a  Uiirst  fo 
glory.  Their  harps  had  too  long  been  hushec 
and  compelled  by  despotic  laws  to  remain  i 
obscurity,  they  bemoaned  in  secret  their  ow 
fall  With  sadder  hearts  than  the  i- est  of  thei 
Qouutrymen,  throughout  mourning  Cambrii 
they  grieved  the  death  of  song,  as  well  as  c 
thdr  land's  liberty,  but  they  grieved  in  vain. 

After  impHrting  their  regrets,  that  hop 
seemed  to  withdraw  its  cheering  beams  fror 
their    future    path,    Kynfin  turned    his   step 
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homewards.  Evening  was  closing  in,  all  around 
was  sombre,  and  in  unison  with  the  melancholy 
which  hung  over  his  spirits,  until  late  even  to 
the  noon  of  night 

Months  passed  in  uninterrupted  peace  and 
enjoyment  within  the  old  walls  of  Cader  y  CiL 
The  widow  of  Ap  Jevan  talked  cheerfully,  and 
even  smiled.  Kynfin  looked  happier  than  he  ever 
had  done  since  his  return  to  Harlech  after  bis 
brother's  death.  Old  Katherine  Howel  and  little 
Maurice,  who  had  now  joined  the  household, 
had  all  a  look  of  contentment  in  their  faces. 
Gladys,  though  at  times  thoughtful,  the  colour 
slightly  fading  upon  her  cheeks,  appeared 
cheerful  and  contented  with  the  rest  Almost 
daily  her  light  form  glided  through  the  gleo, 
either  on  a  mission  of  mercy,  or  to  convey  a 
message  to  some  one  or  other  of  the  tribe. 
Varying  her  way  by  scrambUng  over  the  heigfato 
or  skimming  over  the  lake,  sometimes  with  her 
beloved  unde  in  company,  and  sometimes  alone. 
The   independent    life    has  its   charms.    She 
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esperienced  moments  of   pure,   and   innocent 
enjoyment ;    but    they     were    too    frequently 
superseded  by  intervals  of  poignant  grief,  not 
less  so  for  h&ng  concealed.     With  all  its  strug- 
gliDgSy  moments  will  come  when  human  nature 
confessing  its  weakness  in  spite  of  itself,  throws 
down  the  supports  which  have  for  a  time  sus- 
tained it  against  intruding  passions,  and  bares 
itsdf  to  the  blast.     Thus  it  seemed  with  Gladys, 
many  months   having  passed   away  since  the 
young  Saxon  had  told  her  he  would  come  to  her 
wild  land,  and  claim  her  for  his  bride.     It  was 
not  that  she  wished  him  to  come,  and  daim  her 
for  his  bride.     She  had  long  resigned  herself  to 
the  belief  that  ^e  must  never  unite  her  fate 
with  bis.     Nor  was  it  that  she  wished  ever  to 
see  the  young  Saxon,  because  she  dreaded  her 
own  weak  heart,  and  its  betrayal  of  her  secret 
to  her  peofde.     It  was  the  apprehension  that  he 
might  be  in  danger.     She  persuaded  herself  it 
was  that  alone  whidi  made  her  anxiety  increase 
daily^     She  felt  mone  than  ever  that  as  the  love 
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she  had  for  him  could  never  be  destroyed,  it 
would  be  in  vain  to  attempt  wholly  to  eradicate 
a  passion  so  deeply  rooted. 

The  heart  of  the  daughter  of  Harlecb  was  op- 
pressed with  these  reflections,  when  she  turned 
her  steps  towards  the  rude  carved  chapd  in  tiie 
rock.  There  visiting  the  tomb  of  her  mother, 
she  could  weep  in  secret ;  while  at  that  sacred 
spot,  she  imagined  she  saw  the  noble  form  of 
her  grandfather  appear  before  her.  She  bad 
seen  him  kneeling  in  that  vault  with  his  hoary 
locks  and  sorrow-stricken  fiice,  breathing  a 
prayer  for  her  his  ''  wyres  bach,"  he  the  last 
descendant  of  his  noble  house.  Many  were  the 
prayers  he  had  offered  up  for  her,  the  possessor 
as  he  was  of  so  many  virtues,  the  sufferer  from 
so  many  trials,  and  yet  inflexible  in  the  path  of 
duty.  She  reflected  that  he  had  been  left  ber  as 
an  example,  as  well  as  ber  own  pure  and  exem- 
plary mother.  She  prayed  earnestly  that  she 
might  follow  in  their  footsteps.  When  she 
rose  from  her  knees  and  quitted  the  sanctuaiy, 
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she  felt  her  heart  glowing  with  fresh  resolution 
to  go  boldly  on  upon  the  path  which  they  hud 
trodden.  She  then  turned  to  wend  her  way  u^ 
the  rocky  pass.  The  winter  winds  bad  swept 
over  the  land  and  departed.  The  snow  hac 
melted  away  even  from  the  tops  of  the  moun- 
tains. The  bright  warm  sun  of  a  spring 
morning  tempted  her,  upon  this  occasion,  U. 
wander  farther  than  was  usual  from  her  home 
and  at  every  step  her  heart  grew  lighter.  Th( 
rocks,  woods,  leaping  cataracts,  and  distani 
ocean,  all  lay  before  her  in  their  variety,  and  t< 
her  heart  seemed  ministering  angels.  Thej 
spread  an  atmosphere  of  beauty  around  her 
They  appeared  to  mingle  with  herself,  aoc 
infuse  comfort  into  her  soul.  The  air  seemec 
redolent  of  new  life,  and  the  colours  of  lane 
and  sea,  tree  and  herb,  to  ber  looked  deeper  anc 
ncber  than  they  ever  did  before.  Thb  arose  fron 
her  feeling  that  happiness  had  been  so  lon^ 
absent.  With  glowing  cheek  and  beaming  face 
she  scaled  the  giddy  heights,  and  felt  unwontet 
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activity.  She  bathed  her  feet  in  the  sparkling 
waters,  and  she  revelled  in  the  scenery  of  the 
romantic  and  beautifol  land  of  her  fathers,  as 
none  but  those  who  feel  and  love  nature  can  do. 
Suddenly  she  reflected  that  the  sun  was  begin- 
ning to  be  low  in  the  horizon,  limited  by  the 
waters  of  her  native  bay.  She  retraced  her 
steps  homewards.  After  continuing  fcH*  some 
time,  she  was  startled  by  Ethelred*s  voice 
among  the  rocks  repeating  her  name.  Before 
she  could  observe  from  what  quarter  the  sound 
came,  she  was  in  the  arms  of  the  young  Saxon. 
Neither  could  speak  for  some  time.  Gladys 
could  only  perceave  that  he  was  present,  safe, 
and  that  she  had  laid  her  head  upon  fais  breast 
She  had  not  the  power,  the  strength,  perhaps 
not  the  inclination,  to  tear  herself  away  from 
him.  Still  less,  could  she,  at  that  moment 
break  to  him  intelligenoe  which  would 
cause  him  immeasurable  bitterness  under  the 
pangs  of  disappointment.  She  did  not  at  the 
instant  of  this  sudden  meeting,  pass  it  across 
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ber  miod.  She  welcomed  him  only  with  teai 
of  joy,  secretly  thanking  heaven  he  was  safi 
and  invobiog  a  blessing  upon  his  head.  Rest 
latioDs  and  duty  all  gare  way  for  one  sho: 
moment,  a  momeat  as  sweet  to  Gladys  as  stole 
water,  but  its  sweetness  was  as  evanescent  as 
had  been  OTercoming  to  her  nature. 

The  young  Saxon  pressed  her  to  bis  hear 
and  both  becoming  more  collected,  he  in  a  fc 
hurried  sentences,  explained  the  reason  of  h 
long  absence ;  informed  her  he  had  bee 
immured  in  a  French  prison,  and  then  di 
scribed  the  anxiety  he  had  suffered  upon  h< 
account. 

"  Let  uB  not  dwell  upon  past  miseries,  m 
dear  Gladys,"  cried  Ethdred,  "I  am  again  t 
your  side,  I  am  come  to  daim  you  for  m 
bride.  Henceforth  our  joys  and  our  sorrow 
shall  be  shared  together,  none  shall  iaterfer 
with  our  happiness — none  shall  check  th 
sympathy  of  our  glowing  hearts." 

The  wan  moon  bad  already  peered  above  tb 
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crags,  and  still  the  maiden  hesitated  to  teO  the 
Saxon  that  they  must  meet  no  more,  and  that 
she  could  never  be  his  bride.  He  had  under- 
gone many  hardships  since  they  parted,  and  she 
could  read  suffering  in  his  face.  This  softened 
her  heart  the  more  towards  him,  whenever  she 
attempted  to  relate  her  real  position,  and  the 
cruel  truth.  The  words  died  upon  her  lips» 
unable  longer  to  control  her  grief,  and  she  wept 
bitterly  a  flood  of  tears  upon  his  bosom. 

"  Why  do  you  weep  so,  my  Gladys  ?"  said 
Ethelred,  looking  tenderly  in  her  face.  He  then 
became  alarmed  at  the  thought  that  her  people 
might  have  influenced  her  during  his  absence. 
'*  Gladys,  you  have  not  forgotten  what  passed 
between  us  in  the  little  room  that  looked  into 
the  long  poplar  avenue  at  Foug^res?  Those 
cherished  words  on  which  I  placed  implicit 
faith,  which  afterwards  cheered  Uie  dark  and 
dismal  hours  of  my  imprisonment.  Do  not 
overshadow  the  joy  of  this  moment  by  repeating 
your  former  scruples.     I  am  detemuned  no- 
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thing  shall  stand  between  us  to  prevent  our 
union.  I  am  ready  to  combat,  to  support,  to 
meet  any  difficulty  or  danger  to  make  you  my 
bride.  Do  not  weep  so,  Gladys,  speak  to  me, 
make  not  my  heart  more  desolate,  than  it  has 
long  been.  Cheer  me  with  a  word  of  comfort.  I 
will  overleap  every  difficulty,  and  bear  you  away 
as  my  own  bride." 

Gladys  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  The  little  chapel 
in  the  rock,  her  mother,  her  grandfather,  her 
resolution,  all  flashed  across  her  mind,  as 
coming  to  lend  her  aid  at  this  trying  hour. 
At  last,  with  a  resigned  expression  on  her  face, 
considerable  agitation,  and  in  deep  pathetic 
accents,  she  replied  : — 

'*  Ethelred,  my  own  weak  heart  would  yield, 
my  own  weak  heart  would  respond  to  all  your 
wishes,  bnt  there  is  a  sacred  agency  that  rises 
within  to  restrain  me.  My  former  fears  that 
you,  Ethelred,  tried  to  persuade  me  were  childish 
superstitions,  infant  prejudices,  I  have  come  to 
my  country  and  my  people  to  learn,  are  too  well 
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grounded  realities,  too  dearly  pointing  out  tbe 
sacrifice  required  of  me.  A  stravger  in  this  hnd, 
you  cannot  enter  into  the  feelings  of  our  people 
here;  their  prgudices,  supeRtitions,  or  what- 
ever you  may  consider  them,  are  time  honoured. 
In  me  the  people  see  the  grand-daughter  of 
their  chieftain,  and  the  last  in  the  direct  line  of 
our  noble  house.  In  me  they  centre  all  their 
hopes.  They  are  all  devoted  to  me,  childreD, 
property,  lives !  Their  hearths  are  made  happr 
by  my  presence.  They  rc^rd  a  Saxon  with 
undying  hatred.  I  repeat  they  are  devoted  to 
me,  and  have  showered  down  their  benedictions 
upon  my  head,  and  given  me  such  a  reception 
as  will  remain  indelibly  imprinted  upon  my 
memory.  Is  it  not  a  sacred  duty  to  respond  to 
them  ?  Is  it  not  a  duty  to  give  up  myself  to 
preserve  their  traditions,  when  such  a  sacrifice 
renders  them  happy  ?  It  is  a  hard  task,  but  it 
must  be  borne  for  their  gratification,  and  to 
escape  the  reprobation  I  should  incur  by  a 
contrary     action.        The     grand- daughter    of 
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Dafydd  Ap  Jeran  dares  oot  briog  down  censu 
upon  herself,  reprobation  upon  her  fiimily,  ai 
sorrow  and  disappointmeot  upon  her  peopl 
She  will  do  this  by  uniting  hersdf  to  a  Saxo 
No,  Ekhdred,  I  have  aaid  it  before,  and  ha^ 
fdt  it  k>i^,  the  same  chain  cannot  bind  us  th 
bind*  others.  Would  to  heaven,  Edidred,  th: 
yoo  were  not  a  Saxon.  It  is  a  Intter  fiite  th 
we  must  part,  and  for  ever." 

"  Gladys,  this  caanot,  shaQ  not  be  1"  crii 
the  youth  with  a  frantic  gesture,  his  fran 
tremblii^  with  the  agitation.  "All  you  si 
may  be  true,  still  you  shall  be  mine  I  Glad] 
yon  will  not  desert  me,  you  cannot.  You  mu 
still  be  mine  1" 

"  In  vatiey  fisfen  to  me  I"  readied  the  maidt 
in  her  anguish  of  souL  "  Do  not  increase  n 
sorrow  hy  inculcating  vain  hopes.  There  is  i 
hope — hope  is  dead  for  us  1  Do  not  begui 
me  from  the  law  of  duty.  I  must  obey  tb 
law.  I  have  made  a  solemn  tow  upon  tl 
tomb  of  my  mother,  that  I  would  not  forsal 


156  GLADYS   OP  HARLECH. 

it.  I  cannot  break  that  vow.  Let  me  entreat 
you,  Ethelred,  my  dear  Ethelred,  to  bear  up 
against  this  trial,  for  my  sake  to  do  ^.  My 
heart  wiU  remain  with  you,  my  prayers  will 
ever  be  offered  up  for  you.  I  will  be  the  bride 
of  tio  other.  Etheh^,  for  my  sake  be  calm !" 
continued  Gladys,  kneeling  by  the  side  of  the 
young  Saxon,  who  had  flung  himself  on  the 
earth. 

The  disappointment  was  so  sudden,  so  great. 
His  expectations  were  so  unexpectedly  dashed 
to  pieces,  that  the  effect  for  the  moment  almost 
deprived  him  of  his  reason.  He  groaned 
deeply,  and  then  the  bold  and  manly  young 
Saxon  wept  like  a  child.  Gladys  tried  in  vain 
to  console  him,  her  tears  fell  upon  him.  It 
was  in  vain,  he  would  not  be  consoled.  She 
looked  into  his  face  to  second  her  earnest 
entreaty,  but  he  placed  his  hands  before  his 
eyes. 

"  No,  Gladys,  no ;  take  those  eyes  a\?ay  from 
me.    They  set  my  soul  on  fire.    We  must  part, 
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and  for  ever  I  Oh,  Qladys  I  after  all  that  has 
passed,  do  cot  desert  me.  What  hare  I  done 
that  I  should  be  visited  with  a  sormw  that  will 
briog  me  to  aa  early  grave  ?"  Gladys  threw 
her  arms  rouad  bis  neck,  and  again  and  again 
implored  him  to  be  calm,  and  to  bear  up 
against  his  grief. 

The  young  Saxon  only  uttered  the  bitter 
cry  :^ 

"  Gladys !  Gladys !  do  not  desert  me,  you 
will  hare  your  people  to  comfort  you.  I  shall 
be  desolate  and  brokea-hearted.  Gladys,  open 
your  heart,  I  implore  it  of  you  1" 

A  bugle  horn  sounded  from  the  Cwm. 
Gladys  started  up  in  alarm. 

"  Ethelred,  I  must  go,  they  are  calUng  me. 
We  must  part !" 

Etbelred  rose  from  the  ground  dejected,  still 
neeping  like  a  child.     He  clasped  Gladys  in  his 
arms   fondly,    passionately.       "  You    will   th 
desert  me — we  must  part  and  for  ever  1" 

"  For  ever  I"  repeated  the  maiden  in  a  to 
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and  gesture  as  agonized  as  his  own,  ^  it  tmst 
be  so !" 

The  dogs  at  this  instant  from  Cader  y  C3, 
suddenly  appeared  over  the  rock,  and  were 
barking  furiously  at  the  stranger. 

"Ethehed!  for  the  love  of  heaven,  fly!" 
cried  Gladys,  with  a  terrified  voice,  "  no  Saxoo 
is  safe  in  the  glen." 

"  Say,  Gladys,  that  you  will  not  desert  me 
once  more,"  persisted  Ethdred  in  a  hollow  dis- 
tracted voice,  ''  O  God !  Gladys,  will  not  you 
g^ve  me  one  hope  ?     Crud,  heardess  girl !" 

<<Alasl  Ethehed,  there  is  none!"  cried  the 
maiden,  in  an  agony  at  his  delay,  "  fly,  fly !  dear 
Ethelred,  fly !" 

**  Without  a  hope,  without  a  ray  of  ooinfbrt, 
deserted,  forsaken,  and  broken-hearted !"  cried 
the  Saxon,  and  he  pushed  her  from,  him.  Thsa 
snatching  her  in  his  arms  again,  be  hinged 
her  to  his  breast.  At  last,  with  an  exdamatioD 
of  frantic  despair,  he  tore  himself  away,  and 
bounding  over  the  rocks,  was  lost  to  her  for 
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eyer.     MechanicaSy,  Gladys  turned  her  steps 
towards  home. 

She  had  not  gone  fkr,  when  she  trembled  so 
violently,  that  she  was  compelled  to  sit  down. 
Her  struggle  had  been  severe.  She  had  for- 
gotten herself  in  Ethdred's  grief,  and  re-action 
had  ensued. 

The  night  was  calm  and  dear.  The  moon 
and  the  stars  were  looking  down  upon  the 
daughter  of  Harlech  who  had  forgotten  the 
hour.  She  did  not  notice  that  it  was  night.  Her 
absence  alarmed  the  femily  of  the  Cwm. 
Kynfin  Tudor,  after  searching*  for  her  in  great 
anxiety,  found  her  kneeling  amongst  the  heath. 
Her  fiice  was  concealed  in  her  long  hair,  and 
her  heart  almost  breaking,  sought  vent  in  tears. 

''My  Gladys  bach,  my  child!"  cried  her 
uncle  in  alarm,  sitting  down  upon  a  stone,  and 
taking  her  upon  his  knee.  ''What  has 
happened?  What  can  it  be  that  has  thrown 
yon  into  this  distress  ?  Tell  me,  you  alarm  me, 
hide  nothing  from  your  uncle,  who  b  open  to  H 
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sympathy,  confide  your  sorrow  in  mei  my  difld, 
my  Gladys  bach/' 

*'  I  am  miserable,  very  miserable,"  cried  the 
wretched  girl,  "  I  have  parted  with  him  for 
ever!  Despise  me,  uncle,  I  cannot  help  it. 
Ethelred,  the  young  Saxon,  has  been  the  idol  of 
my  heart,  and  will  ever  be  my  heart's  idoL  I 
have  parted  from  him  for  ever  1  I  have  left 
him  broken-hearted.  He  says  I  have  deserted 
him,  he  to  whom  I  owe  so  much,  says  I  am 
cruel  and  heartless.  O  unde  I  my  burden  is 
heavy  I  I  crave  your  sympathy.  I  am 
miserable,  and  he  is  miserable.  I  have  parted 
with  him  for  ever  !" 

The  cries  which  followed  this  hurried  con- 
fession, fell  upon  Kynfin's  ear  with  serious  mis- 
givings for  the  future  happiness  of  his  chaige. 
He  was  somewhat  prepared  for  it,  yet  when  the 
truth  was  revealed,  he  was  speechless.  He 
thought  of  his  brother's  clandestine  marriage 
with  Aliano,  of  the  early  impressions  of  his 
father,  and  his  strong  objections  to  any  of  his 
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family  forming  an  alliance  with  the  Saxon  race, 
Aliano's  anxiety  that  her  child  should  not  know 
that  her  mother  was  one  of  that  race,  his  own 
love  for  her;  and  the  sorrow  that  had  been 
visited  upon  himself  and  his  fieimily,  since  his 
brother  had  opposed  his  father's  wishes.  In 
the  case  before  him,  it  would  be  many  degrees 
worse.  The  last  of  their  noble  house  would 
bring  a  Saxon  lord  and  master  to  rule  over 
their  people.  There  would  be  nothing  but 
dissension,  nothing  but  sorrow  in  reserve  for 
Gladys,  his  beloved  neice. 

During  this  pause,  Gladys  became  more  calm, 
but  her  calmness  was  unnatural,  it  was  more 
painful  than  her  suffering. 

**  Do  not  reveal  my  secret,  dear  unde,''  she 
resumed,  placing  her.  hands  on  her  beating 
temples^  and  looking  eagerly  into  his  face.  **  Do 
not  let  the  good  people  of  the  Cwm  know  that 
their  chieftain's  '  wyres  bach '  ever  loved  a 
Saxon.  I  have  given  him  up ;  I  shall  never 
see  him  again,  never.     Bitter  is  the  trial,  bitter 
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indeed.  None  can  read  my  heart,  none  shaD 
ever  read  it  or  know  what  are  my  sufferings. 
O,  unde  t  if  there  was  no  God  in  heaven,  I 
eoold  not  support  it !  But  you  will  promise  to 
keep  my  secret/' 

"  Gladys  bach,  my  beloved  child  !"  ejaculated 
her  uncle,  pressing  her  cheek  to  his,  and 
stroking  his  hand  down  her  long  bhck  hair, 
in  his  own  peculiarly  tender  and  affectionate 
manner.  '*The  spirit  that  prompted  you  to 
take  this  unselfish  noble  step,  will  support  and 
bless  you.  You  wiD  have  your  reward,  you  will 
never  be  forsaken  by  Him.  I  grieve  fcN-  you,  my 
child.  I  deeply  sympathize  with  you,  yet  I  rejoice 
that  you  should  have  done  what  you  have  done. 
Great  as  is  the  sacrifice  at  the  moment,  you 
will  never  have  to  repent  of  it.  Your  con- 
science, Gladys,  will  not  be  a  torment  to  yea ; 
mine  has  been  a  torment  to  me.  A  peaoeAil 
conscience  will  alone  secure  that  happiness 
which  we  all  crave  after.  My  Gladys  badi,  be 
comforted.     Your  people  and  your  iamfly  are 
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here  to  love  and  devote  themselves  to  you. 
Happiness  is  still  in  reserve  for  you." 

"Etbelred  has  none  to  comfort  himi  no 
people  to  care  for  him/'  replied  Gladys,  with  a 
bitter  expression  of  grief.  '*  Unde,  if  you 
would  go  to  him  and  whisper  comfort  to  his 
sorrowing  heart,  as  you  do  to  mine,  and  bring 
me  word  that  he  was  more  ealm,  more  resigned, 
I  should  be  happier.  He  seeks  comfort — he 
merits  it.     He  is  wretched." 

Kynfin  Tudor  went  over  on  the  following 
day  to  Cricoeath  Castle.  What  passed  between 
him  and  Ethelred  did  not  transpire,  but  Gladys 
seemed  more  satisfied  after  the  result  of  his 
visit  was  made  known  to  her. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Woman-hating — Love's  Straggles — ^Mateniil  Solicitnde 

— ^Fratenial  Regard. 

''Ttrel,  was  not  that  Kynfin,  the  sod  of 
Harlech  £  saw  here  to-day?  I  could  not  be 
mistaken.  His  face  is  one  that  on  being  seen 
engraves  itself  deeply  on  the  memory,"  said 
Mistress  Conyers,  addressing  her  youngest  son 
who  was  standing  in  the  haU  adjusting  some  of 
the  lances  along  the  wall  which  had  become 
deranged  from  their  stand. 

'^  Yes,  mother,  it  was  he,  and  a  very  pretty 
time  the  fellow  remained  closeted  with  Etfad- 
red." 
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"  With  Ethelred  1  Ob,  that  reminds  me  he 
has  not  yet  made  his  appearance  this  morning. 
How  is  that  ?" 

'*  Evil  genii  have  been  at  work,  mother,  tor- 
turing his  spirit,  inflicting  wounds  upon  his 
heart,  and  overshadowing  his  path  with  the 
gloom  of  their  ugly  faces." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Tyrel  ?" 

**  Had  you  seen  Etheh^d  this  morning,  you 
would  not  have  been  less  discerning  than  my- 
self, you  would  have  discovered  that  such  was 
the  fact." 

"Do  not  speak  perpetual  enigmas.  Why 
puzzle  me — let  me  hear  the  fiict,  as  you  desig- 
nate it" 

«'  The  feet,  mother !  Why,  it  is  the  fact 
that  men  are  the  greatest  simpletons  on  earth 
to  trouble  their  heads,  or  fret  their  hearts 
about  women.  I  am  monstrously  glad  I  am 
not  a  woman.  To  support  the  responsibility 
devolving  upon  them  is  to  me  something  fear- 
ful   It  would  annihilate  me — crush  me  to  the 
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earth.  A  pretty  climax  the  worid  is  worked  up 
to :  the  root  of  mischief  that  transpires  of  every 
startling  thing  which  takes  place,  only  dig  for 
it|  and  you  are  sure  to  find  it  is  a  woman.  I 
could  prove  it  to  you  in  ninety  out  of  a  him- 
dred  instances ;  aye,  as  dear  as  that  sad  affiur 
in  relation  to  poor  Mistress  Mary  Dunstoo. 
From  Gladys  (^  Harlech  to  the  witch  of  Gest, 
women  are  all  alike.  Their  special  missioOy 
their  ruling  passion  seems»  in  my  humble  ofH- 
nion,  to  be  to  nuke  tools  of  men,  and  turn  the 
world  upside  down.  We  men  are  complimeoled 
as  the  lords  of  the  creation*  Lords  of  the 
creation,  indeed  1  Why,  the  tyhalding  inch 
an  idea  is  a  gross  fallacy.  You  women  govera 
us  alL  Mother,  you  shall  see  if  ever  I  suffer 
myself  to  be  caught  by  a  gir).  If  I  am*  I  wiB 
go  at  once  and  drown  myself."  While  odd* 
duding  the  sentence,  Tyrd  griAAed,  half 
laughed,  and  shrugged  his  shouldecs,  partly  in 
earnest,  and  partly  in  jest 

"Come,    TyrdL    be  serious    altogeth^  jfior 
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QDoe  in  your  life ;  ramble  no  more  from  the 
subject  I  am  curious  to  hear  what  you  have 
to  say  respecting  Etbdred." 

"Well,  honored  mother,  as  you  look  so 
anxious,  I  will  come  to  the  point.  Yesterday, 
Etbelred  went  across  into  Merionethshire,  set- 
ting out  in  high  spirits.  He  has  returned  an 
altered  man.  It  is  no  secret,  for  you  know 
abeady  that  the  poor  fellow  has  been  a  woman's 
slave  for  years.  I  have  strong  suspicions  that 
this  Gladys  of  Harlech,  this  little  queen  and 
li^e  lady  of  his  heart,  has  been  playing  him 
false.  You  are  aware,  mother,  that  they  met 
in  France,  and  were  much  in  each  other's  com- 
pany. The  attachment  between  them  grew 
stronger.  Ethelred  had  reason  to  hc^  she 
would  share  his  destiny :  from  what  I  gathered 
fiom  himself  I  imagined  they  were  betrothed. 
AD  I  can  add  is  that  if  my  suspicion  proves 
true,  she  has  ill-treated  Ethelred,  my  noble, 
generous  hearted  brother.  If  so,  I  know  not 
where  my  indignation  will  terminate.     I  shall 
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feel  infuriated  against  the  wench.  I  shall  hate 
the  jilt  after  what  has  passed  between  herself 
and  my  brother ;  such  conduct  cannot  be  pal- 
liated— ^it  is  cruelty,  baseness.  Yet,  I  some* 
times  feel  this  can  hardly  be  the  case.  My 
very  suspicion  puzzles  me.-  How,  too,  could 
any  woman  withstand  that  fascination,  that 
warmth  of  affection  interwoven  in  Ethdred's 
temperament  To  my  &ncy,  mother,  there 
is  no  cavalier  in  the  country,  who  in  beirt, 
appearance,  and  address,  can  outdo  him.  A 
princess  might  be  proud  of  an  alliance  with  one 
so  truly  noble  in  person,  so  generous  in  heart 
Had  you  possessed  two  such  sons  as  Ethdred, 
my  dear  mother,  it  would  have  been  more  than 
your  due.  This  accounts  for  my  being  such 
an  odd  looking  ugly  pigmy.  Ethelred  has 
stolen  all  the  good  looks,  and  fine  traits  of 
character  designed  in  part  for  others  of  bis 
family.  No  matter,  I  do  not  believe  it  causes 
either  Stephen  or  myself  a  single  jealousy,  or 
cows  our  spirits.     If  he  were  not  our  superioi 
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we  should  not  fed  the  pride  we  now  honestly 
fed  m  him.  There  is  a  pleasure  in  surveying 
him  at  times  from  head  to  foot,  and  mentaDy 
pronouncing,  my  noble  brother!  You  know, 
mother,  you  are  proud  of  him  ?" 

Mistress  Conyers  laughed,  while  Tyrd,  after 
musing  a  few  minutes,  continued : 

"Honestly  speaking,  mother,  it  wiU  be  a 
pity,  indeed,  if  this  maiden  has  made  a  fool  of 
him.     Will  it  not?" 

**  Yes,  more  than  that,  but  we  will  hope  it  is 
not  so,"  replied  Mistress  Conyers,  with  a  more 
thoughtful  expression. 

''No,  mother,  it  is  hardly  possible  either 
when  I  think  of  the  poor  captive  of  Harlech 
with  her  beautiful  eyes  resting  on  the  Master 
of  Cricoeath,  as  I  have  observed  them  cast  so 
stealthily.  I  feel  sure  she  never  could  shut  her 
heart  against  him.  I  must  give  my  suspidon 
to  the  winds,  and  fitncy  my  brain  turned,  for 
I  am  left  in  a  maze." 

**  Strange  events  come  to  pass,  the  origin  of 
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which  cannot  be  given.  I  hope,  in  this  case^ 
the  conclusion  you  have  come  to  will  be  correct 
I  own  that  I,  too,  am  puzzled." 

''That  coincides  with  my  views.  Wherever 
a  woman  is  concerned,  more  wise  heads  than 
ours  have  been  puzzled  to  unriddle  matters  of 
a  similar  nature.  Fair  bewitchers  and  witdies 
of  all  lands,  spare  me  from  your  snares !  Once 
more  let  me  tell  you,  mother,  if  ever  I  am 
caught  by  them,  I  will  go  and  free  myself  by  a 
spring  over  the  Castle  diff  into  the  sea." 

He  again  shrugged  up  his  shoulders^  and 
made  the  hall  echo  with  one  of  his  irresistihk 
comic  laughs.  Then  with  an  odd  expression 
of  countenance,  peculiar  to  himself,  he  leaped 
over  all  the  furniture  which  came  in  his  way, 
and  hurried  out  of  the  halL 

Mistress  Conyers  sat  musing  for  a  few 
minutes,  then  rose  with  a  thoughtful  ez|xes- 
sion  of  feature  yet  glowing  with  maternal  so- 
licitude, and  hastened  to  Ethehred's  apartmeol 
Without  knocking  for  admittance,  she,  at  ooce, 
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opened  the  door,  and  stepped  softly  up  to  the 
sad  and  sQent  occupant.  He  was  sitting  with 
bis  back  to  the  door  by  which  she  entered. 
His  hand  resting  upon  the  table  supported 
his  head. 

"What  is  it  vexes  your  spirit,  Ethelred?" 
said  his  mother  in  a  low  anxious  tone  of  voice, 
leaning  over  him,  and  placing  her  hand 
gently  upon  his  shoulder.  '*  Not  having  seen 
you  to  day,  and  hearing  of  an  interview  having 
taken  place  between  the  son  of  Harlech  and 
yourself,  an  unusual  circumstance,  I  am  come 
to  learn  what  it  all  means,  and  why  I  find 
you  thus  cast  down.  You  cause  me  fresh 
anxiety.  Impart  to  your  mother  what  is 
casting  such  a  gloom  over  your  spirit."  She 
felt  his  frame  quivering  under  her  outstretched 
hand,  but  he  did  not  reply. 

"  Ethelred  tell  me  what  brought  the  Welsh 
chiefs  son  here.  Hath  Mistress  Gladys  ought 
to  do  with  your  distress,  hath  the  maiden 
inflicted   a   thorn  in   your  flesh.     If  §0    the 
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Viigio  may  forgire  her,  I  never  can.  Hctft- 
less,  indeed,  must  the  woman  he  to  bring  trouble 
upon  you«  She  is  not  worthy  of  your  love 
Ethelred/' 

''Hold,  mother,  recall  what  you  have  said, 
not  a  shadow  of  censure  must  be  cast  upon 
Gladys,  my  noble  and  guildess  Gladys.  You 
have  wronged  her,  and  probed  afresh  the 
wounds  in  my  afflicted  heart'* 

His  head  which  had  been  partly  raised,  in 
giving  utterance  to  these  words,  sunk  heavily 
upon  his  arm  still  trembling  with  emotion. 
Tlie  anguish  depicted  in  the  fiu^e,  touched  the 
mother's  heart  as  he  raised  it  to  meet  hers. 
For  a  few  minutes,  she  stood  beside  the  object 
of  her  solicitude  in  silence,  and  then  said : — 

"Furthest  of  all  things  is  it  from  your 
mother's  wish  to  probe  your  wounds  already 
too  deep,  but  keep  me  not  in  the  dark  my  dear 
Ethelred.  I  would  fain  share  your  trouble. 
I  would  sympathise  with  you,  and  not  impute 
to  Mistress  Gladys  that  which  is  not  her  just 
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due.  I  would  not  wiUiugly  wrong  anyone. 
The  bitterness  I  expressed  towards  the  maiden, 
arose  from  my  suspecting  that  one  whom  I 
love  so  dearly  as  yourself  bad  been  wronged 
by  her." 

She  then  took  Etheb'ed's  hand  and  pressed 
it  tenderly,  repeating  as  if  he  were  a  child 
again,  "Tell  me  all,  my  beloved  boy,  I  am 
your  mother." 

After  a  slight  hesitation,  he  imparted  what 
had  passed  between  himself  and  the  object  of 
his  affection.  During  the  recital,  both  mother 
and  son  felt  overcome,  and  the  interview  was 
extremely  painful ;  but  she  seemed  to  Ethelred 
a  counsellor  in  whom  he  could  confide,  to 
whom  he  could  unburden  his  feelings,  and 
having  her,  he  stood  no  longer  solitary  in  his 
grief. 

Although  he  had  lost  all  hope  of  obtaining 
Gladys  for  his  partner  through  life,  he  ex- 
perienced, at  intervals,  a  melancholy  pleasure 
in    speaking    of  her  virtues,  and  convincing 
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his  mother,  that  hard  as  that  which  her  li 
had  sealed  was  for  him  to  sapport,  she  bad 
acted  with  the  noblest  iotentions.  To  be 
reconciled  to  his  fate,  as  the  son  of  Hariech 
had  told  him,  was  a  part  of  his  duty.  He 
now  felt  the  force  of  that  advice,  and  determined 
to  abide  by  it.  He  endeavowied  also  to 
persuade  himself  and  his  family  that  he  ms 
getting  over  his  disappointment.  He  began 
to  attend  to  the  Castle  Keep,  and  becune 
again  one  among  the  home  circle.  All  this 
would  have  augured  well,  but  that  a  ghoce 
at  his  changed  appearance  told  a  different  tale. 
His  muscular  frame  appeared  to  be  wasting 
away,  and  his  visage  was  marked  with  a 
stamp  above  his  years.  Tyrel,  above  all, 
lamented  the  contrast  which  had  taken  plaoeL 
He  watched  his  brother  with  inward  misgnr- 
ings,  and  would  have  vowed  vengeance  openly 
against  the  woman  who  had  worked  so  much 
mischief,  but  that  he  felt  by  such  an  act  be 
would  cause  his  brother  new  pain.     In  private, 
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iie  told  his  mother  again  and  again,  that  his 
views  with  regard  to  the  female  sex  were  con* 
firmed. 

*' You  shall  one. day  see,  mother,  how  'truth 
will  force  its  way  in  spite  of  all  obstacles'  says 
Cato  the  wise  or  Catwig,  as  our  neighbours 
the  Cambro-Britons  call  him.  You  shall 
see  and  some  day  agree  with  me,  in  asserting 
that  the  pseudo-lords  of  the  creation  are 
nothing  more  nor  less  than  the  fools  of  the 
earth  and  the  tools  of  women,  the  evil  genii 
that  inhabit  it." 

''Methinks,  considering  I  am  a  woman 
there  is  a  want  of  civility  in  your  speeches 
to  your  mother,  Master  Tyrel,"  said  Mistress 
Conyers  laughing.  *'  How  comes  it  you  dis- 
parage women,  and  indulge  odd  fancies  in  your 
head  of  men  and  things.  I  must  warn  you 
against  encouraging  such  a  propensity :  may 
be  it  will  bring  you  into  trouble  in  years  to 
eome." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  mother,  I  purpose  running 
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through  the  world  without  so  much  as  soifing 
the  tips  of  my  fingers  with  human  miseries^ 
or  troubling  my  head  with  human  evils.  I 
will  live  within  myself,  like  a  snail  in  his  shdL 
When  I  see  a  storm  threatening,  I  will  draw 
myself  in  and  not  show  my  horns  again  until 
I  am  sure  it  has  burst  or  passed  away.  Above 
all,  I  will  draw  back  into  my  shell  rather  than 
oome  in  contact  with  a  woman,  if  I  stay  in 
until  I  starve." 

*'  Surely,  in  your  present  ezdted  state  you 
forget  that  I  am  a  woman,  or  you  would  never 
recapitulate  these  inci^ties  to  a  mother/' 

"No,  honoured  mother,  I  do  not  foiget 
that,  but  I  consider  you  an  exception.  There 
is  no  woman  in  the  world  like  you.  There 
are  exceptions  in  all  things  you  know,  firom 
the  race  of  men  down  to  the  rules  in  gram- 


mar." 


'*At  all  times  I  have  thought  you  an  odd 
boy,  TyreL  To-day,  methinks  there  is  some- 
thing in  you  more  strange  than  ever.     You 
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Speak,  in  bitterness  not  in  joke.  You  share 
an  earnestness  amid  all  unlike  yourself.  Re- 
collect those  who  rail  the  most  against  the 
opposite  sex,  often  get  caught  at  last.  How 
I  shall  laugh,  when  I  see  the  self-confident 
little  snail  entangled  in  the  meshes  from  which 
he  so  strenuously  seeks  to  escape.  The  mis- 
chief makers,  as  you  choose  to  think  us  women, 
win  be  the  more  on  the  alert  to  catch  the 
hater  of  the  sex,  and  they  have  caught  wiser 
and  older  heads,  my  dear  Tyrel" 

<<  Nonsense,  mother,  there  is  no  fear  of  their 
entrapping  your  son,  Tyrel,  with  his  ugly  phiz, 
saying  nothing  about  his  strong  will  to  resist 
their  wiles." 

^*  How  serious  you  look,  child,  there  is  no 
bringing  a  smile  upon  your  face.  You  speak 
feelingly,  too,  upon  the  matter,  as  if  perchance 
your  words  belied  you,  and  you  had  already  expe- 
neaced  the  torture  caused  by  their  incanta- 
tions." 

'*  Not  ly  but  you  see  in  your  more  favored 

I  3 


178  GLADYS  OF  UA&UfiCH. 

son,  ID  person,  that  mebmcholy  specta^ 
You  are  right  in  saying  I  am  not  mysdf  to- 
day. 1  have  been  with  Etheb^d,  and  am  un- 
happy about  him.  Who  can  look  upon  his 
altered  face,  his  wasted  frame,  and  listen  to 
him  trying  to  be  gay,  when  the  canker  worm, 
we  know,  is  at  its  meal,  without  feding  for 
him  ?  1  have  great  bitterness  towards  Gladys. 
It  is  absurd  to  make  excuses  for  her  conduct 
She  is  all  sophistry,  superstition  and  nonsense ; 
there  is  no  extenuation  whatever  for  her;  it 
is  as  much  as  I  can  do  to  keep  my  tongue 
from  uttering  a  volley  of  invectives  against  her." 

''  Hush,  for  Etbelred's  sake  be  softened  to- 
wards her." 

"  Oh,  mother,  how  can  I  be  softened  ? 
Ethelred  is  laboring  under  an  infatuatioD. 
Mark  the  change  she  has  wrought  in  him. 
You  must  feel  for  him,  and  think  of  Gladys  as 
I  do.  Why  disguise  it?  Would  she  could 
see  the  havock  she  has  made.  Surely  it  would 
touch  her  heart." 
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His  face  generally  fiiU  of  life  and  animation, 
gradually  became  overcast.  When  his  eyes  en- 
countered those  of  his  mother  they  oftentimes 
swam  in  tears.  The  attachment  of  the  brothers 
was  like  that  of  Saul  and  Jonathan  in  Holy 
Writ. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

The  Traabled  Hemrt— A  pamfiil   Podtion— An  Old 

Relationship. 

It  was  past  midnight.  The  inmates  of 
Cader  y  Cil  had  long  been  in  the  arms  of  sleep, 
save  Gladys;  from  whose  chamber-light  dim 
ghost-like  shadows  were  cast  upon  the  over- 
hanging rocks  opposite  her  window.  Tlienn- 
.  happy  girl  felt  a  weight  oppress  her  heart,  and 
her  brain  bum  with  fever.  Fmding  she  could 
not  sleep,  she  moved  sofUy  and  silently  up  and 
down  the  apartment ;  but  her  gait  was  languid, 
as  of  one  who  sought  and  could  find  rest  no- 
where. 
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One  moment  she  stood    at  her  casement 
looking  out  upon  a  wilderness  of  rocks,  which 
rose  in  shapeless  masses  darkening  against  the 
deep  blue  sky  studded  with  a  thousand  stars. 
Then  again  she  resumed  her  movement  to  and 
fro.     Her  eye  at  times  resting  upon  a  piece  of 
furniture,  or  on  some  valued  heir-loom  or  long 
remembered  gift.     But,  in  reality,  rocks,  fur- 
niture, heir-looms   or  gifts,  were  viewed  alike 
with  a  vacant  mdifferenoe.     She  saw  nothing, 
in  reality,  save  the  young   Saxon's  face — ^his 
figure  came  uppermost  to  her  vision,  only  to 
recaH  her  conviction  that  he  was  lost  to  her  for 
ever.     At  intervals  she  sunk  upon  her  knees, 
and  struggling  with  her  feelings  would  fam 
have  prayed ;  but  the  weight  upon  her  heart 
paralysed  the  utterance  of  an  oraison.     Every 
feeling,  every  thought,  was  concentrated  in  the 
one  great  sorrow,  and  she  had  to  support  it 
destitute  of  the  aid  she  would  gladly  have  craved. 
The  darkness  of  the  night  passed  away.   The 
dawn  arose ;  but  it  brought  no  sunshine  to  her 
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heart.  On  the  contrary,  it  carried  the  con- 
viction that  the  painful  ordeal  was  again  to  be 
sustained  of  wearing  a  cheerful  appearance 
when  her  heart  was  breaking,  in  order  to  dis> 
guise  the  secret  from  her  family.  She  deemed 
the  dawn  unwelcome  as  it  drew  near.  Un- 
wonted weariness  oppressed  her,  rendering  the 
task  of  concealment  still  more  onerous.  It  is 
difficult  to  struggle  with  a  sinking  heart  She 
sought  her  grandmother's  apartment  soon  after 
the  day  opened,  and  prepared  for  her  the  morn- 
ing repast. 

She  attended  to  her  little  wants,  and  listened 
to  her  whims  and  fancies  with  patient  sweet- 
ness. She  strived  hard  to  be  dieerful,  and 
cautiously  averted  her  tell-tale  countenance 
when  Katherine  or  Howel  appeared  in  her  pre- 
sence. From  day  to  day  she  lived  in  dread 
lest  with  their  ever  watchful  eyes  they  should 
discover  her  secret,  however  improbable  such  a 
discovery  might  be,  the  consciousness  of  the 
possibility  made  it  painful  to  her  mind* 
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One  evening  as  she  was  sitting  with  her 
grandmother  and  unde,  wearied  by  the  con- 
stant stress  laid  upon  her  feelings,  she  had 
retired  to  a  distant  corner  of  the  room,  in  the 
hopes  of  a  few  quiet  moments ;  but  had  scarcely 
hid  her  face  in  her  kerchief,  and  closed  her 
eyes,  when  her  grandmother  missing  her,  ex- 
claimed : 

'*  Is  Gladys  there  ?  How  quiet  she  is — come 
child,  I  want  to  hear  your  cheerful  voice. 
What  is  the  matter  with  my  wyres  bach  ?'^ 

The  old  lady  held  out  her  hand  to  receive 
her.  Gladys  came  and  seated  herself  by  the 
old  lady's  side. 

**  I  like  to  feel  you  near  me.  I  love  to  know 
you  are  safe.  Let  me  look  at  you,  child. 
What  has  made  you  quiet  so  long  ?  I  have  not 
been  cheered  by  the  sound  of  your  voice  for  the 
whole  day." 

She  then  caught  Gladys  by  the  hand,  drew 
her  close  to  herself,  and  with  her  aged  eyes 
began  scrutinizing  her  countenance  more  mi- 
nutdy. 
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'^  I  cannot  see  if  there  is  ought  there  which 
bespeaks  a  troubled  heart,"  said  the  old  lady, 
impatiently ;  "  but  your  hand  trembles.  What 
is  the  matter,  Gladys  ?  I  fear  something  aOs 
the  child.'' 

*'  I  do  not  feel  well,"  replied  the  trembling 
girl ;  "  I  have  not  felt  well  for  some  days,"  she 
then  cast  an  imploring  look  at  her  und^ 
while  her  heart  fluttered  lest  the  betrayal  of  her 
secret  was  about  to  take  place. 

'^  Not  well,  my  Gladys ;  why  did  you  not  say 
so  before  ?  Perchance  the  mountain  air  is  too 
bracing  for  thee  after  living  so  long  in  the  val- 
ley," said  the  venerable  dame  with  an  expres- 
sion of  anxiety.  ''  You  must  not  stay  out  so 
late  of  an  evening.  My  Gladys  not  well — not 
well,"  she  repeated.  "  It  distresses  me  to  hear 
it.  I  hope  she  is  not  growing  weary  of  this 
wild  spot,  and  it  is  that  which  affects  her 
health  and  spirits." 

"Oh,  no,"  exclaimed  Gladys,  "my  moun- 
tain home  is  as  dear  to  me  as  ever." 

"  Then  what  is  it  my  vryres  bach  ?     These 
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Kttle    fingers  are  still    trembling — something 
must  be  the  matter." 

*'  MethinkSy  mother,  a  little  change  would 
do  her  good/'  said  Kynfin,  drawing  near  and 
endeavouring  to  divert  the  old  lady  from  further 
scrutiny.  ''My  unde,  Grono,  is  anxious  I 
should  go  and  see  him  before  he  is  numbered 
with  his  forefathers.  He  also  expressed  a  wish 
that  Gladys  might  accompany  me.  Let  her  go, 
we  shall  not  be  long  away.'' 

**  How  dreary  I  shall  again  be  without  you/' 
gaculated  the  old  lady,  neither  expressing  a 
D^;ative  nor  an  affirmative  to  Kynfin's  proposal. 
Folding  her  hands  together,  with  a  blank  ex- 
pression upon  her  features,  she  sat  for  a  few 
minutes  in  profound  silence.  At  length  she 
resumed. 

"  I  fear  I  grow  selfish  and  exacting  in  my 
declining  years..  I  would  not  willingly  part 
with  you  for  an  hour.  How  then  can  I  be  re- 
conciled to  be  separated  from  you  for  days,  per- 
haps weeks?" 
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"  You  would  do  that  to  restore  her  to  heahfa, 
mother.  Gladys  is  not  well.  Change  of  aoeoe 
would  do  her  good.  You  will  consent  to  let 
h^  come  with  me  for  her  own  sake.  Will  yoa 
not  let  her  come  ?" 

"  And  is  my  Gladys  really  not  well — ^it  paiDS 
me/'  murmured  the  grandmother.  "  If  it  is 
change  of  air  she  really  needs,  I  must  consult ; 
but  it  will  be  a  weary  watch  till  she  returns." 

**  The  time  will  soon  pass  away,"  observed 
Gladys,  kissing  her  grandmother  affectboatdy, 
and  feeling,  in  some  degree,  rdieved  at  the 
thought  of  a  respite  from  her  painful  posi- 
tion. 

The  necessary  arrangements  were  shortly  after 
made  for  their  departure.  When  Kynfin  Tudor 
and  his  niece  were  about  to  set  off,  Katherioe 
Howel  and  little  Morris  hastened  forward  to 
wish  them  a  safe  journey,  and  with  native 
pathos,  repeated: 

"  Brysiwch  yn  ol,  brysiwch  yn  ol,  (make  haste 
back)." 
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Katherine  unable  to  control  her  feelings,  with 
tears  in  her  eyes,  affectionately  embraced  the 
knees  of  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  while  she  sat 
upon  her  horse  again  re^iterating : 

**Meistres  bach  anwyl  brysiwch  yn  ol,  bry- 
siwch  yn  ol !" 

With  the  voice  of  their  faithful  attendants 
still  sounding  in  their  ears,  our  travellers  left 
the  Cwm,  and  commenced  their  ride  without 
an  escort  over  the  hills.  Gladys,  in  the  fulness 
of  her  heart,  could  not  refrain  from  expressing 
her  gratitude  to  her  uncle  for  his  consideration 
in  removing  her  from  home  for  a  time. 

**  I  rejoice  to  be  alone  with  you,  dear  uncle, 
it  soothes  me  to  feel  no  concealment  between 
us  is  required.  The  cause  of  my  sorrow  is  in 
your  possession,  and  from  past  experience  I 
know  you  will  bear  with  me,  and  help  to  cheer 
me  when  my  weak  heart  is  oppressed.  I  wish, 
unde,  I  had  both  a  stronger  heart  and  a 
stronger  will,  I  could  then  bear  my  trials  bet- 
ter;    I  need  the  aid  of  Heaven,  but  I  have  no 
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power  to  ask  it.  Is  it  not  straoge  I  cannot 
prayi  and  yet  I  can  feel  the  only  hope  wbidi 
supports  me,  is  my  trust  in  God.  My  fiuth  is 
in  Him  alone,  but  it  slumbers  in  the  darkness 
of  my  soul.  I  feel  that  in  years  to  come  I  shall 
not  regret  what  I  have  done;  but,  oh  how 
great  is  the  cost  V* 

*^  I  know  it,  and  fed  for  you,  Gladys  darl- 
ing. May  God  support  you.  It  is  well  yoa 
put  your  trust  in  Him,  who  alone  can  give  yoa 
that  which  you  need.  All  earthly  consoktioos 
fail — they  pass  away  like  the  mist  upon  the 
hills.  I  have  learned  by  long  experience  that 
we  must  look  to  no  other  source  for  comfort" 

''Yes,  unde,  but  would  I  could  pray,''  eja- 
culated Gladys,  with  a  look  of  sorrow.  "  This 
makes  my  trial  more  hard  to  bear.  Why  is 
my  heart  so  dead  ?  Why  do  my  lips  rduse  to 
supplicate,  when  it  would  bring  me  comfort  f 
Am  I  forsaken  by  Him  ?  I  sometimes  ques- 
tion it." 

''No,    Gladys,    you    must  wait  His  time. 
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Prayer  will  retiun  to  your  heart.  Rest  assured 
God  ia  near  at  hand  both  to  comfort  and  sup< 
port  you.     Wait  His  time." 

Gladys  relapsed  into  silence.  Throughout 
the  journey  she  was  less  communicative  than 
she  had  ever  been  before,  though  none  had 
more  of  her  confideoce  than  her  unde,  and 
none  could  be  more  considerate  and  afFectionate 
than  he  was  towards  her. 

On  their  airival  at  the  venerable  chieftain's 
domain,  a  spot  from  early  associations  ren- 
dered dear  to  Gladys,  they  were  conducted  at 
once  into  Grono's  presence.  The  old  man  had 
neariy  reached  a  century  in  years,  yet  Kynfin 
who  had  not  seen  him  for  a  long  time,  thought 
him  little  changed. 

As  they  approached,  the  veteran  warrior  was 
ntting  upright  in  his  obair,  with  the  same  con- 
teated  and  benevolent  expression  upon  his 
features  as  of  old.  The  same  silky  hair  fe" 
over  his  shoulders,  white  as  the  driven  snov 
The  same  dear  complexion,  with  his  fiirrowe 
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cheeks  streaked  with  rose  colour  like  a  summer 
apple,  impartiDg  at  diat  time  of  life  an  unusoal 
lustre  to  his  eyes.  In  conclusion,  th^  Wdsh 
chief  was  a  picture  of  old  age  under  its  most 
pleasing  and  cheerful  aspect. 

The  moment  Grono  recognized  Kynfin,  and 
was  introduced  to  Gladys,  his  mild  blue  eyes 
were  immediately  raised  to  her  face,  greedng 
her  with  an  expression  of  joy.  Kynfin  fdt 
interested  as  he  stood  watching  the  aged  roan, 
examining  the  features  of  his  lovely  youi^ 
kinswoman.  Grono's  heart  was  swelling  with 
pride,  and  when  he  bowed  his  head  in  order  to 
listen  more  attentively  to  the  tones  of  her  voice, 
tears  bedewed  his  cheeks.  Kynfin  guessed 
what  was  passing  in  his  mind.  In  the  life-time 
of  Tudor  and  Aliano,  they  had  been  his  special 
favourites.  In  the  presence  of  their  child,  the 
past  did  not  return  without  many  painful  recd- 
lections. 

"Thy  dear  mother's  soft-toned  voice,  yes, 
just  like  that  of  Aliano,*'  murmured  the  old 
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man.  Then  taking  her  hand,  he  placed  it  on 
his  shrivelled  palms,  and  felt  her  slender  fingers, 
repeating, 

*'  And  those  little  fingers  too,  thy  mother's 
over  again,  my  Gladys  bach.  This  was  kind 
of  you,  Kynfin,  thus  bringing  her  to  see  me. 
Id  these  disturbed  times,  I  hardly  hoped  my 
request  would  have  been  granted.  I  thought, 
perchance.  Mistress  Tudor  would  have  raised 
objections  to  her  taking  the  journey,  merely  to 
see  an  old  man  on  the  brink  of  his  grave. 
Yes,  it  was  kind  of  you  both,  permitting  her  to 
come.  The  sight  of  you,  and  the  sound  of 
your  voices,  my  children,  warms  that  of  the 
old  man.  You  are  welcome,  right  welcome  to 
the  house,  where  many  of  your  renowned 
ancestors  have  lived  and  died,  loyal  to  their 
prince,  and  faithful  to  their  country.  Honour 
shall  be  shown  to  my  young  kinswomen,  such 
as  that  to  which  she  is  entitled  ;  waiting  women 
shall  be  in  attendance.  While  she  is  my  guest, 
all  that  she  can  desire  shall  be  hers.     Let  me 


192  GLADYS   OF  HARLECH. 

hope  in  becoming  acquainted  ^ith  tlus  forest 
district  so  famed  for  affording  refuge  to  our 
princes  in  time  of  danger,  and  under  the 
shadow  of  our  sacred  hill,  the  temple  of  our 
bards,  her  young  heart  wiU  rejoice.  I  am 
proud  of  my  country,  proud  of  my  ancestors. 
Ah,  Kynfin  is  smiling  at  my  enthusiasm,"  con- 
cluded the  old  man,  for  an  instant  averting  bis 
eye  from  his  young  companion's  face.  After  a 
short  pause,  with  renewed  warmth  of  manner, 
and  an  encouraging  tone  of  voice,  he  agsia 
resumed : — 

*'  Now,  let  me  hear  from  your  own  lips,  my 
Gladys,  what  the  old  man  above  all  desires  to 
hear,  that  though  you  have  been  a  partaker  of 
the  Saxon  Yorkists'  bread,  you  have  not  been 
corrupted  by  them,  that  you  are  still  a  Lancas- 
trian in  heart,  and  regard  these  Yorkists  our 
oppressors  and  scourgers,  with  a  patriotic 
hatred  as  it  should  be.  Say  that,  my  child,  and 
it  will  act  as  a  cordial  to  comfort  the  old  man's 
heart  when  it  is  winter  time  with  him." 
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"  I  think,  honoured  Sir,  I  cao  faithfoUy  say 
so,"  replied  Gladys  impressively,  Sir  Gilbert, 
and  her  imiNrisoDmMit  at  Harlech  Castle  being 
only  present  in  her  mind.  "  My  sojourn  with 
tile  Saxons  did  not  e£face  what  must  be  en- 
graven on  every  true  Camtnian's  heart — bitter- 
ness towards  their  oppressors." 

"  Thou  art  a  noble  daughter  of  Wales  1" 
cried  old  GroDO,  patting  her  fondly  on  the  head. 
"  Like  thy  patriotic  grandsire,  a  true  Einion  in 
heart.  Our  bondage  under  the  Yorkists'  reign 
has  been  a  hard  trial.  It  has  re-kindled  ten- 
fold our  hatred  towards  the  common  foe.  God 
and  all  the  saints  in  the  calendar  protect  us, 
my  children.  These  are  bard  times  for  our 
beloved  Cambria." 

The  veteran  soldier  spt^e  with  more  bitter- 
ness of  feeling  than  he  was  ever  known  to  do 
before. 

Grono's  dwedling,  it  will  be  remembered,  wa- 
in the  centre  of  the  hills.  It  was  surroundet 
by  woods,  torrents,  and  crags.  Snowdon,  o 
Yr  Wyddfa,   best  known  by   that  name,  ti 
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which  Grono  had  already  alluded,  atood  pre- 
eminent in  grandeur,  amongst  the  conspicuous 
mountain  range  so  famed  for  its  heauty. 

Gladys  had  passed  a  week  in  this  romantic 
district.  Her  innate  love  for  her  native  SGeDei7 
made  her  appreciate  it  even  in  her  sorrow. 
She  now  wandered  alone  among  the  wilds. 
For  the  first  time,  after  her  trial  and  pardng 
with  Ethelred,  upon  the  crags  of  Yr  Wyddia, 
she  found  utterance  in  prayer.  She  afterwards 
appeared  calm  and  more  resigned.  Would  aD 
might  have  terminated  here. 

In  better  spirits  than  usual,  she  one  day  set 
out  upon  a  ramble.  Tracking  her  way  by  the 
banks  of  a  torrent,  leading  through  the  Snow- 
don  forest.  She  continued  her  route  deep  in 
thought.  Pausing  on  one  occasion  to  gaze 
with  renewed  pleasure  on  the  ever-varying 
scenery,  she  descried  a  diminutive  youth  on  the 
opposite  side  of  the  stream,  making  his  way 
through  the  brush-wood.  A  few  minutes 
afterwards,  he  sprang  across  a  wooden  bridge, 
and  stood  with  a  knotty  staff  in  his  hand,  on 
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the  path  before  her.  In  an  iastant,  she  recog' 
nized  Tyrel  Conyera." 

"  Mistress  Gladys,"  said  he,  "  1  heard  yov 
were  in  these  parts.  I  left  the  castle  this 
monuDg  with  the  intention  of  seeking  you.  1 
am  fortunate  ia  having  encountered  the  objeci 
of  my  search."  He  paused  and  surveyed  hii 
companion,  who  was  startled  at  his  suddei 
appearance.  After  a  slight  hesitation  in  hi: 
speech,  he  continued  : — 

"I  crave  your  pardon  for  thus  intruding 
upon  your  solitude,  and  for  the  plam  languagt 
I  am  about  to  use.  The  emei^eocy  of  th( 
case  prompts  it.  1  come  to  tell  you  thai 
through  your  cruel  and  unaccountable  conduct 
cheerfulness  has  disappeared  from  our  hearth. 
My  brother  is  sadly  changed,  you  would  nol 
know  him.  Listen  to  me.  Mistress  Gladys 
if  ever  a  man  had  a  regard  for  woman,  it  u 
Ethelred  who  feels  a  regard  for  you.  How 
have  you  requited  him?"  He  stood  as  il 
expecting  a  reply.  Again  he  resumed  :  "  Can- 
not I  soften  your  heart  towards  him  ?     Cannot 
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I  persuade  you  to  1*60811  your  crud  decisbn  f 
Let  me  entreat  you  to  seud  me  bade  to  my 
brother  with  the  gkd  tidings?  Let  me  be 
that  joyful  messenger,  and  the  past  shaU  be 
forgotten  ?" 

Gladys  stood  supportmg  hersdf,  pale  and 
trembling  by  leanmg  against  the  bough  of  a 
tree.  Tyrel  thought  he  saw  her  lips  moTe,  bot 
could  hear  no  sound. 

"  Gladys/'  repeated  he,  drawing  doser  to  her, 
and  looking  in  her  face,  then  taking  her  hand, 
"  do  you  hear  me,  Etheh^d  is  veiy  ill,  we  fesr 
his  health." 

Still  Gladys  remained  silent. 
Again  Tyrd  repeated  her  name,  and  became 
more  earnest  in  manner.  "  Have  you  no  heart ; 
do  you  shut  out  hope  when  you  know  what  yoa 
have  done?  I  implore  you  to  listen  to  my 
appeal  on  behalf  of  my  brother.  Be  no  bnger 
indifferent  to  one  whom  you  may  say  from 
boyhood,  has  been  faithful  and  devoted  to 
you.  Let  me  go  and  tell  Etbdred  you  recall 
all   your   crud    words.      Let    me    tell    him, 
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Qkdys,"  be  lowered  hit  voioe — "  you  will  be 
bis  wife!" 

Tyrel  oDoe  more  scrutinized  ber  faoe.  It 
was  expressive  of  deep  emotion.  There  was  a 
ray  of  hope  !  at  least,  he  6uided  he  saw  it. 

"  Yes,  yea,"  oontioued  he,  "  I  knew  your 
heart  would  reproadi  yon  when  you  heard  what 
sorrow  you  had  brought  upon  Ethcdred.  I 
knew  you  would  rddit.  Speak,  only  whispo- 
tba  words.     Speak,  Mistress  Gladys?" 

The  colour  mounted  to  her  cheek,  and  faded 
away.  She  kwked  the  picture  of  mute  deepfdr. 
Her  compaoioD  could  not  comprabrad  her 
feelings. 

"Mistress  GladySi,  why  do  you  hesitate?" 
said  Tyrel  half  angrily,  "it  rests  alone  with 
you  to  restore  Btbelred  to  bealtb." 

She  withdrew  her  hand,  and  shook  her  bead 
moomfuUy.  At  the  same  tim^  so  sbangi 
expression  passed  over  her  features,  that  1 
was  puzzled.  He  eyed  ber  for  i  momet 
wieaee,  secretly  hoptog  he  was  guning  gro 
Once  more  he  was  resolved  to  sea  what  his 
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suasions  could  do.  In  a  kinder  tone  than  he 
had  before  assumed,  he  continued : — 

"Gladys,  you  are  decdving  yoursdf.  Tea 
know  you  cannot  be  insensible  to  Ethdrefs 
manly  affection,  you  cannot  really  undervalue 
his  love.  Think  of  him,  Gladys,  and  how 
deeply  and  sincerely  he  cares  for  you.  If  you 
would  not  like  me  to  convey  the  message  I 
crave,  let  me  only  go  and  tell  him  you  wiB  see 
him  again.  To-morrow,  shall  I  say  to-moirow 
in  this  spot  ?    Shall  I  ?" 

"  No  1  no  I  no  I''  cried  Gladys,  in  a  6rai 
determined  tone  of  voice,  but  a  wild  and 
agonized  expression  of  feature.  "  I  cannot, 
Master  Tyrol,  I  cannot.  Leave  me ;  you  m^t 
have  spared  me  this,"  she  covered  her  fiioe 
with  her  hands,  and  pressed  against  the  tree 
more  strongly  for  support 

''  Spare  you,  and  is  this  your  only  reply  to 
my  intercession  on  behalf  of  my  brother?" 
repeated  Tyrel,  standing  aloof  while  he  survqred 
her  with  a  look  of  indignation.  ^  What  is 
your  heart  made  of,  lady?    Those  who  have 
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no  mercy  for  others  cao  expect  none  them- 
sdres.  I  hare  said,  that  through  your  cruel^ 
Ethelred  has  become  changed,  so  much 
changed  you  would  scarcely  know  him.  I  have 
told  you  he  is  ill,  that  we  have  anxious  fears 
for  his  health.  Will  nothing  touch  your 
heart?  Mistress  Gladys,  I  would  understand, 
if  I  could,  what  all  this  uofeeUngness  means? 
You  cannot  regard  my  brother.  'Do  not  en- 
deavour to  make  me  believe  you  do.  Your 
country's  superstitions  and  bigoted  doctrines 
destroy  the  finer  sentiments  and  natural  good 
feelings  of  your  heart.  There  is  some  other 
cause  beyond  that  you  have  given  for  your  cruel 
conduct,  I  can  see  it  written  in  your  coun- 
tenance. Before  I  leave  you,  daughter  of 
Harlech,  before  I  return  to  my  brother,  with- 
out one  word  of  solace  from  you,  suffer  me  to 
impress  upon  your  mind,  that  you  alone 
answerable  for  what  you  have  done.  As  su 
as  I  fling  my  staff  into  yonder  torrent,  i 
you  meet  with  your  reward."  Tyrel  then  i 
an  appearance  of  suppressed  anger,  whirled 
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•taff  over  the  predpioe^  into  the  foaming  eddy 
beneath. 

Gbdya  saw  his  face  flushed  with  passion,  she 
heard  his  retreating  steps  as  he  bounded  across 
the  bridge.  His  angiy  and  ominous  words 
were  still  ringing  in  her  ears,  till  they  seemed 
to  press  upon  her  brain,  and  her  ideas  became 
confused. 

**  Ethdred  is  ill,  I  am  answ^rabte  for  what  I 
have  done,"  were  the  only  words  she  folt  she 
oomprdiended,  or  was  able  to  articulate.  With 
a  strange  effort,  she  struggled  forward  in  the 
direction  where  she  had  seen  the  staff  faD,  until 
she  reached  the  brink  of  the  rocks  overhangiog 
the  torrent :  looking  down  into  the  roaring 
cataract  beneath,  she  again  repeated  Tyrd's 
parting  words,  for  they  came  pressing  upon 
her  brain,  until  the  objects  before  her  seemed  to 
swim  in  wild  confosion.  Scarcely  conscious  of 
what  she  did,  she  wrung  her  hands,  and  caDed 
aloud  on  Ethek^. 

At  the  same  instant  her  foot  slipped,  and 
»«aggering  forward,  her  fate  appeared  inevitable 
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ID  th«  fosmiDg  torTBDt  beneatfa,  wbeo  her  uncle 
fortaiutdjr  came  up  at  the  momeDt,  and  ar- 
rested her  footsteps. 

"  Gladys,"  cried  he,  in  a  voice  of  Unror, 
dasfHQg  her  in  bb  ponoful  arms,  "  how  you 
have  indeed  terri6ed  me,  what  were  you  about 
to  do  my  Gladys  bach  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,  uocle,"  said  she  looking 
vacantly  ia  his  ftce.  "  Ethelred  is  ill.  Oh  this 
weight  that  presses  on  my  heart !"  and  before 
Kynfin  was  well  aware  of  what  had  occurred  to 
place  her  in  her  exbting  situation,  she  sighed 
deeply,  and  became  suddenly  insensible. 

It   was   a   considerable    time   before  Kynfin 
could  restore    her  to  consciousness.     His  own 
alarm  was  great  upon  seeing  his  beloved  ward 
BO  near  felling  over  the  precipice;  but  he  had 
witnessed  Tyrel   Conyers'   menacing  movement 
in    taking   leave   of  Gladys,  and  guessin 
youth's  communication  could  only  be  of  e 
ful  nature,  had  hurried  forward    more   i 
in  time  to  prevent  a  fatal  accident  to  her 
be  loved    and  esteemed   beyond  all   oth 
K  3 
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the  world,  the  centre  of  his  family  hopes,  and 
the  beloved  of  its  dependants,  although  over^ 
shadowed  for  a  time. 

Gladys,  under  her  weak  state  of  health,  ex- 
perienced from  Tyrel's  unfortunate  interview  a 
severe  shock  to  a  frame  already  too  much 
weakened.  For  some  days  she  lay  almost 
lifeless  from  exhaustion.  Sometimes  stupor 
seemed  to  overpower  her;  so  that  apprehen- 
sions were  entertained  lest  her  reason  should 
suffer.  Kynfin  began,  at  length,  to  question 
himself  as  to  whether  he  were  acting  right  in 
permitting  his  brother's  child  to  sacrifioe  her 
feelings,  and  cast  a  blight  upon  her  existence  for 
the  sake  of  her  people.  The  sacrifice  in  itself 
was  laudable,  but  was  it  required  of  her,  under 
the  painful  circumstances  then  existing?  He 
began  to  doubt  where  he  had  not  before 
doubted.  Gladys  might  lose  her  reason,  which 
to  him  was  a  terrible  thought.  Were  her 
parents  in  existence  would  they  have  acted  io 
persuading  her  as  he  had  done  ?  Would  they 
have  witnessed  her  sufferings  without  seeking 
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to  amdiorBte  them.  With  such  a  nature  as 
Gladys  possessed,  be  knew  there  was  little  hope 
of  her  affections  ever  ondergaiiig  diange.  The 
deep  rooted  affectioo  she  bore  towards  the 
Saxon  would  only  slumber  in  her  heart,  and 
cause  her  secret  sorrow  throughout  life.  Hen 
would  thus  become  a  dreary  future,  how  could 
he  live  and  see  one  so  beloved  in  the  fiower  of 
her  youth,  bowed  and  broken  in  spirit,  when 
it  might  be  in  his  power  to  remove  the  evil.  It 
would  be  an  everlasting  reproach  on  bis 
conscience;  be  therefore  determined  he  would 
henceforth  seek  to  recondle  his  people  to  the 
grand>dsughter  of  their  late  chief  forming  an 
alUance  with  the  Saxon.  The  time  had  arrived 
that  the  sufferings  of  his  ward  should  cease,  under 
the  absorbing  wish  that  she  should  be  restored 
to  happiness,  all  former  scruples  which  bad 
appeared  insusperable  harriers  being  cle 
away. 

From  over  anxiety  about  the  health 
future  welfare  of  bis  niece,  Kynfin  could 
rest.     He  frequently,  during  the  night,  ent 
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Gladys's  chamber :  the  same  chamher  wfaioh 
had  beea  appropriated  to  her  mother  duriog  the 
time  she  had  partaken  of  Grono'a  hospitality. 
Whfle  he  sat  by  her  bedside,  the  wdl  remem- 
bered objects  in  the  room  recalled  the  past  but 
too  vividly  to  his  imagination*  Aliaoo  as  he 
had  first  seen  her  in  the  fineshness  of  youth, 
rose  uppermost  in  his  mental  vision,  and  the 
memory  of  the  past  troubled  his  spirit  Theo 
Tudor  followed  with  his  manly  carriage  and 
open  countenance  reminding  him  of  happy  days 
never  to  return.  Gladys  meanwhile  was  buried 
in  slumber. 

FVom  this  visionary  scene,  he  turned  to  look 
upon  the  face  in  which  he  traced  the  ddiote 
features  of  her  mother.  There  were,  too,  the 
same  intelligent  eyes  and  noUe  frankness  of 
expression  so  peculiar  in  the  father.  In  her 
they  lived  again.  How  doubly  dear  then  Ciadys 
was  to  him. 

Since  he  had  become  the  guardian  of  his 
niece,  how  often  had  he  been  a  melanchofy 
witness  of  her  trials,  some  of  which  he  might 
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have  averted.  He  thought  of  Dhu  ap  Rhys, 
and  the  pamful  events  which  had  transpired 
on  board  the  ^  Eryr'.  The  rover's  passion  for 
Gladys,  his  own  terror,  remorse,  and  the 
agonizing  feelings  he  had  experienced  during 
the  time  she  was  in  the  power  of  his  dangeroua 
comrade  the  pirate.  He  could  only  feel  with 
an  involuntary  shudder  how  thankful  he  was 
those  trials  were  over.  Still  trouble  remainedi 
hia  heart  was  not  at  ease,  nor  could  it  be 
otherwise,  until  peace  was  restored  to  the 
self-denying  and  noble-'minded  giri,  in  whom 
the  greater  share  of  his  thoughts  and  love 
were  concentrated.  Again  his  form^  re* 
solutions  to  bring  about  her  union  with  the 
Saxon  occupied  his  thoughts.  In  the  excite- 
ment of  the  moment,  he  repeated  not  to  him- 
self, but  aloud  ahnost  unconsciously  :-*- 

**  Yes,  heaven  will  aid  us.  Happiness  shaQ  be 
secured  to  her  through  the  medium  of  her  unde.'' 

His  words  awoke  the  sleeping  girl. 

"What  was  my  uncle  saying?"  said  she, 
endeavouring  to  rouse  herself. 
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^That  I  win  be  a  witness  no  longer  of  your 
sufferings;  Tbey  shall  cease.  Gladys,  my 
childi  I  am  about  to  seek  some  means  to  re- 
concile our  people  to  your  union  with  Ethdred 
the  Saxon,  who  we  all  know  to  be  a  worthy 
scion  of  the  great  House  of  Conyers.  I  doubt 
if  the  sacrifice  be  required  of  you.  By  con- 
stant prayer,  I  feel  confident  good  will  come 
of  this  foreign  alliance,  and  not  evil  as  we 
apprehended.  Be  comforted,  therefore,  let  me 
no  longer  see  upon  you  the  face  of  sorrow." 

Gladys  looked  very  earnestly  in  Kynfin's 
face.  A  moment  afterwards  she  covered  her 
eyes  with  her  hands  as  if  to  collect  her  thoughts, 
and  then  replied  : — 

''Your  words,  dear  uncle,  have  startled 
me,  they  seem  to  have  roused  me  to  a  sense 
of  my  real  position.  I  have  been  so  occupied 
with  the  intensity  of  my  own  sorrow  that  the 
thought  never  occurred  to  me  before,  that  by 
fretting  and  giving  way  to  my  grief,  I  was 
causing  my  dear  uncle  to  feel  great  anxiety 
and  pain.     Pray  forgive  me !  do  not  I  entreat 
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you,  out  of  kinduess  of  hearti  and  sympathy  for 
me  in  my  distress,  allow  yourself  to  act  contrary 
to  your  sense  of  what  is  right.  Often  I  have 
deemed  my  trial  greater  than  I  could  support, 
and  have  murmured  too  frequently.  Do  not 
now  be  pained  about  me.  I  feel  the  extreme 
of  my  suffering  is  past,  the  strong  feeling 
of  opposition  is  fast  bendiDg  to  my  lot.  You 
must  not,  my  dear  unde,  deceive  yourself  in 
your  over  anxiety  for  my  happiness.  Lead 
me  not  from  the  path  of  duty,  which,  in  the 
words  of  my  noble  grandfather,  is  the  only 
sure  path  which  can  conduct  us  to  unalloyed 
happiness.  Let  me  beg  of  you  not  to  despair, 
on  account  of  my  present  depression,  or  suppose 
I  shall  never  have  more  strength  of  mind  than 
I  have  hitherto  shown.  Give  me  time.  We 
all  know  the  severest  trials  can  be  surmounted 
if  we  only  possess  the  will.  It  is  the  will 
we  lack.  Let  my  dear  uncle  rather  than  hold 
out  hope,  where  there  is  no  hope,  aid  me  by 
prayer  that  my  will  may  be  to  do  my  duty, 
not  reluctantly  nor  with  a  stubborn  heart,  but 
with  a  free  and  cheerful  spirit." 
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"Id  giving  utterance  to  your  pure  seati- 
ments,  my  dear  Gladys  you  cast  me  in  thB 
shade,  and  I  stand  reproved/'  said  Kyn6n 
in  a  voice  almost  choked  with  emotion.  **  God 
Uess  you  my  noble  chfld,  and  may  He  reward 
you  for  this  truly  great  deed,  from  which  no 
temptation  is  able  to  seduce  you." 

''No,  unde,  withhold  your  praise.  Let  me 
not  deceive  you.  Do  not  commend  me  where 
there  is  no  commendation  due.  You  do  not 
really  know  how  weak  I  am.  I  tremble  when 
I  think  how  nearly  I  have  yielded  to  my  own 
desires.  Twice,  nay  thrice  I  have  been  upon 
the  point  of  breaking  my  determination,  and 
many  times  would  I  have  recalled  my  parting 
words  to  Ethehed.  Again,  and  agun  I  have 
wished  the  noble  deed,  as  you  term  it,  unsaid, 
undone.  See,  my  dear  uncle,  how  your  love 
for  me  blinds  you  to  my  faults.  I  only  need 
succour  as  an  mfant  needs  succour.  Let  me 
then  again  entreat  you  not  to  lead  me  astray, 
lest  I  should  at  last  fall.  Rather  aid  and  en- 
courage me  to  work  out  my  mission  as  required 
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of  me.  The  idol  must  be  banished  firom  my 
heart.  It  is  demanded,  and  sacred  must  that 
demand  be."  A  slight  tremor  passed  over 
her  frame  while  she  continued : — 

^  For  the  future,  I  must  strive  to  have  no 

interest  of  my  own.     My  country  and  my  peo* 

pie  must  be  my  all.     I  must  have  no  concern 

but  to  make  you  all  happy  in  the  Cwm.     This 

must  be  my  prayer,  and  it  ought  to  bring  me 

peace,  for  we  are  sent  into  the  world  to  live 

for  others,  not  ourselves.     Let  us  remember, 

too,  how  the  Lady  of  Gdst  prophecied,  that  a 

happy  day  is  dawning  for  our  dear  Cambria, 

and  that  I  have  been  appointed  to  take  a  part 

in  that  emancipation  of  our  country  which  is  to 

bring  joy  to  our  people.     Will  not  their  joy  be 

my  joy  ?  Ought  I  to  despair  of  happiness,  when 

I  think  of  the  exalted  task?  Rather  should  it 

be   a  stimulus  to  cheer   me  on   till   the   day 

comes,  and  then  when  it  does  come,  shall   I 

not  once  more  feel  the  glow  of  true  happiness 

warm  and  cheer  my  heart  ?" 

In  giving  utterance  to  the  last  sentence,  un- 
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bidden  tears  stood  in  her  eyes,  though  when 
her  gaze  encountered  Kynfin,  her  face  was 
irradiated  with  a  smQe. 

Weeks  elapsed.  The  visit  to  Grono  was 
drawing  nigh  to  a  dose,  and  Gladys  appeared 
cheerfuL  With  her  peculiar  gentle,  and  atten* 
tive  manner  towards  those  dedming  in  years, 
she  could  not  fail  to  win  the  old  man's  heart 
He  was  as  loath  to  part  with  her  as  he  had  been 
to  separate  from  her  mother  in  days  too  long 
departed. 

On  the  eve  of  their  departure,  the  venerable 
chieftain  called  Gladys  to  him. 

"  Gladys  T'  said  he,  **  you  must  accept  from 
me  these  parting  gifts.  They  are  the  greatest 
treasures  I  possess.  Between  his  shriveDed 
fingers  he  held  the  brilliant  cross,  which  had 
been  presented  to  him  by  Henry's  Consort, 
Queen  Margaret,  in  token  of  her  gratitude  for 
his  protection  and  hospitality. 

*^  This,  my  child,"  said  he,  **  you  will  value 
for  its  original  owner's  sake,  our  unhappy,  un- 
fortunate, Queen  Mai^garet  of  Anjou.     I  rejoice 
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to  have  an  opportuDity  of  placing  the  gift  in 
your  bands.  Never  part  with  it."  He  then 
took  from  a  casket,  which  resting  on  his  knee, 
an  armlet  made  of  Adder  stones,  or  rather 
Druid's  beads,  so  well  known  in  Wales  by  the 
name  of  gleinian  y  nadroedd.  He  drew  near  her, 
and  fastened  it  upon  her  left  arm,  saying,  as 
Kynfin  thought,  in  an  ominous  tone  : 

"  There  are  stormy  days  yet  to  come  before 
the  sun  dawns  upon  our  oppressed  Cambria, 
you  need  a  talisman,  my  sweet  kinswoman. 
Wear  it  on  your  left  arm,  and  do  not  forget  the 
donor,  the  aged  Grono,  whose  eyes  have  been 
gladdened  by  a  sight  of  the  noble  danghter  of 
Harlech,  the  last  descendant  of  the  great  tribe 
of  Einion.'* 
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CHAPTER  XL 

A   Royal  Decease— Courtier  Intrigues — Exiles  Unex- 
pectedly Emancipated. 

"  Son  of  Harlech,  the  tyrant  is  dead! 
Edward  of  York  is  dead  i  The  cruel  and  boon- 
tinent  Edward  is  dead  I"  Thus  cried  the  mea 
of  the  Cwin»  who  had  assembled  before  the 
walls  of  Cader  y  Cil  with  the  joyful  intelligenoe. 

The  children  shouted  on  all  sides :  "  Wi ! 
wi !  wi  1  The  tyrant  is  dead !  The  king  of  the 
pale  rose  is  dead  I" 

The  widow  of  Ap  Jevan  clasped  her  hands 
together  with  an  expression  of  great  thankful- 
ness.  Kynfin  Tudor*s  features  brightened.     Tbe 
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▼enerabk  Howel  shook  upon  his  chair,  mutter- 
log  incessantly :  "  O  diolch  1  O  molient  I''  (ex- 
pressions of  thankfnlness.) 

The  monarch  had  died  suddenly  at  the  age 
of  forty-two,  the  slave  of  pleasure,  destitute  of 
any  sentiment  of  humanity ;  rapadous,  vindic- 
tive,  sagacious,   bold,    perfidious,   and   brutal. 
It  was  rumoured  that  he  died  of  poison,   or 
by  some  other  foul  means.      He  was  fortunate 
without  any  daim  on  the  score  of  merit,  or  any 
reason,  but  that  it  was  his  destiny.    The  heir 
of  York  was  yet  but  an  infant.    The  general 
feeling  was,  that  the  house  of  Lancaster  would 
again   struggle  for  England's  disputed  crown. 
Great   excitement  appeared  throughout  North 
and  South  Wafes.     Letters  were  privately  des- 
patched to  the  Earl  of  Richmond,  who  was  still 
in  Britany.     In  reply,  the  Earl  expressed  great 
unwillingness  to  hazard  an  attempt  to  obtain 
the  crown  of  England  while  the  brutal  Richard 
of  Gloucester  had  influence  in  the  realm.  Things, 
were  thus  in  suspense  when  a  melancholy  event 
took  place  in  England.     The  Prince  of  Wales 
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and  his  infant  brother  were  murdered  in  the 
Tower  of  London.  Whispers  were  heard  on 
all  sideSy  that  the  Protector  Richard  was  the 
perpetrator  of  the  atrocious  deed.  Soon  after- 
wards, by  artful  and  insidious  means,  the  Duke 
of  Gloucester  got  himself  crowned  King  of 
England,  with  the  title  of  Richard  the  HodnL 
This  bold  and  daring  proceeding  caused  divi- 
sion  and  discontent  throughout  both  England 
and  Wales.  Letters  were  again  sent  from  the 
adherents  of  Lancaster,  in  Cambria,  to  the 
Earl  4)f  Richmond,  entreating  him  to  make  a 
descent,  and  free  the  land  from  Sazoo  bondage. 
He  was  flesh  of  their  flesh,  blood  of  their  blood, 
and  in  the  country  of  his  nativity,  every  one 
was  ready  to  receive  him  with  open  arms. 

The  Countess  of  Richmond  hearing  of  the 
great  zeal  evinced  on  the  part  of  the  Wdsh 
towards  her  son  became  alarmed.  With  ma- 
ternal anxiety,  she  sent  repeated  messengers  to 
him,  eamestiy  entreating  him  to  take  no  step 
towards  gaining  the  crown.  A  fatality  had 
marked  the  arms  of  the  Red  Rose,  and  JUchard 
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of  Gloucester  was  a  determined  foe,  much  to 
be  dreaded  both  in  the  fidd  and  cabinet 

For  some  months,  no  decided  step  was  taken. 
Henry  of  Richmondi  however,  was  extremely 
gratified  to  find  he  would  be  heartily  wdoomed, 
and  in  particular  be  warmly  remembered  by 
the  good  people  of  Wales.  He  humoured  them 
by  forming  plans  for  the  future,  in  case  of  a 
fortunate  concatenation- of  circumstances.  The 
words  of  the  Lady  of  G6st  flashed  across  his 
mind,  and  with  the  good  Jasper  of  Hatfield,  he 
would  frequently  turn  the  conversation  to  that 
singular  prediction  communicated  by  Kynfin 
Tudor  from  the  prophetess.  Jasper  would,  at 
times,  jestingly  say : 

"  Well,  Henry,  before  you  take  the  preci- 
pitous step,  you  must  send  and  consult  Kynfin 
Tudor  and  the  good  Lady  of  G6st,  or  as  she 
is  better  known  in  the  country,  by  the  title  of 
*  the  Dewines.' " 

The  Dewines  had  followed  Richard  of  Glou- 
cester through  all  the  passages  of  his  life,  she 
had  often  haunted  his  footsteps.     He  now  sat 
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OD  England's  throne,  and  was  in  the  zenitfi  of 
his  ambition.  She  had  shifted  her  abode  from 
the  Welsh  bay,  and  repeatedly  the  words  "  fra- 
tricide, regidde,  murderer  of  the  innooent," 
sounded  mysteriously  through  the  galleries  of 
Windsor.  Sometimes,  in  sepulchral  tones,  ttie 
sounds  seemed  to  oome  fit>m  behind  the  tapes- 
try. Richard  was  superstitious,  and  dreaded 
to  encounter  the  witch.  While  he  feared,  be 
sought  every  means  to  destroy  her.  It  was  ia 
vain,  for  she  always  eluded  his  emissaries. 
Some  thought  that  she,  herself,  had  taken 
King  Edward's  life.  The  royal  househcdd  were 
terrified  at  her  name,  so  that  this  singular 
woman  was  not  only  the  terror  of  the  palace^ 
but  she  was  reported  to  haunt  Windsor  forest 

One  day  she  encountered  Richard  of  Glou- 
cester alone,  separated  from  the  rest  of  his 
hunting  party.  She  boldly  told  him  he  was 
not  safe  upon  his  throne,  which  owned  another 
master.  He,  therefore,  became  doubly  anzioas 
to  cut  off  the  Earl  of  Richmond,  the  last  hope 
of  Lancaster.     He  endeavoured,  by  brib^,  to 
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prevail  upon  the  Duke  of  Britany  to  deliver 
him  up.  Duke  Francis  was  not  inclined  to 
enter  into  negotiations  with  one  so  unscrupu- 
lous in  eviL 

*'  I  have  made  no  agreement  with  the  new 
King  of  England.  It  is  my  intention  to  favour 
the  young  Earl." 

These  were  the  startling  words  of  the  vacil- 
hting  old  man.  A  short  time  before,  he  had 
been  bitter  against  the  exiles.  The  desired 
alliance  between  the  fair  Claudine  de  Montfort 
and  Henry  of  Richmond  was  at  an  end.  The 
artful  Landais,  who  had  regained  his  former 
position,  revenged  himself  upon  the  exiled 
nobles,  and  remained  their  secret  enemy.  But 
he  was  surprised,  almost  as  much  as  Richard  of 
England,  at  his  august  master's  sudden  resolu- 
tion to  befriend  Richmond.  Landais,  therefore, 
sought  the  first  opportunity  of  opposing  him. 

"  I  should  wish  to  know  what  are  your 
Grraoe's  intentions,"  said  Landais,  drawing  him- 
self up  to  the  side  of  the  imbecile  duke,  and 
shouting  in  his  ear.     ^*  I  cannot  see  any  point 
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whatever  to  be  gained,  now  the  unfortanate 
Claudine  de  Montfort  is  no  more.  You  have 
no  desire  of  bestowing  the  Princess  Anne  upon 
the  Eari  of  Itichmond.  Will  your  Grace  tell 
me  what  is  your  motive,  for  I  am  puzzled." 

^  Peter,  Peter,  speak  not  so  &st,  nor  so 
loud,"  said  the  old  man,  with  a  nervous  shaking 
of  the  head.  *'  My  object  I  will  endeavour  to 
explain  if  thou  wilt  give  me  time.  If  we  can 
only  secure  the  crown  of  England  to  Henry  of 
Richmond,  he  will  restore  to  me  his  earldom, 
to  which,  thou  already  knowest,  I  have  preten- 
sions— that  is  my  object.** 

Landais  rose,  and  walking  across  the  room, 
appeared  to  be  much  surprised.  The  artful 
treasurer  was  at  his  old  game.  He  had  to  phy 
two  parts ;  one  to  administer  to  his  own  avarice, 
and  the  other  to  dupe  his  master. 

"  That  will  be  no  easy  point  to  carry,  your 
Grace,**  said  Landais.  "  I  am  afraid  you  wiD 
only  get  into  trouble  by  intermeddliog  with 
these  foreigners.** 

**  Peter!    Peter!    bear   with   an    old    man. 
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Thwart  me  not  in  this  matter.  It  may  be  my 
weakness,  but  I  have  a  particular  wish  that  my 
rights  should  be  restored  to  me.  I  have  pro- 
mised the  Earl  of  Richmond  that  I  will  raise 
troops  and  aid  him  to  the  full  extent  of  my 
power — ^look  to  it  !'* 

Landais  stroked  his  chin,  looked  thoughtful, 
and  added,  that  he  should  be  sorry  to  thwart 
his  Grace,  since  it  was  his  particular  wish.  He 
advised  him  to  consider  the  matter  well  before 
he  touched  a  point  so  difficult  to  manage. 

At  this  time  Landais  was  carrying  on  a  clan- 
destine negotiation  with  Richard,  whose  bribes 
were  irresistible,  and  Duke  Francis  was  de- 
ceived. No  orders  were  given  to  raise  the 
troops  his  Grace  had  particularized.  Mean- 
while, the  young  Earl,  received  kindly  at  the 
palace,  was  led  to  suppose  that  preparations 
were  in  progress,  not  only  in  his  own  country, 
but  in  Britany,  to  enable  him  to  contest  the 
crown  of  England.  Henry  was  in  high  spirits 
at  the  turn  affairs  had  taken.  In  the  presence 
of  his  Grace  in  the  Cathedral  at  Rennes,  he 
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made  a  solemn  dedaration  that  he  would 
espouse  the  Princess  Elizabeth,  the  ddest 
daughter  of  Edward  of  York;  and  thus  be 
considered  himself  on  the  eve  of  success,  and 
the  fulfillment  of  the  Dewines  of  Gist's  prophecy. 

In  this  fancied  security,  with  these  flattering 
prospects  before  him,  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
suddenly  discovered,  by  letters  from  his  friends 
in  England,  who  were  kept  as  spies  at  IQng 
Richard's  court,  that  treachery  was  at  work 
against  him. 

"  This  is  Landais !"  exclaimed  Henry  mudi 
chagrined.  **  He  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  the 
mischief." 

''  It  would  have  been  better  had  we  more 
strictly  attended  to  Kynfin  Tudor's  warnings  in 
regard  to  Landais,"  said  the  Earl  of  Peml»t)keL 
"  *  Never  sleep  while  you  are  in  the  presence  of 
that  man,  Jasper  of  Hatfield,'  were  almost  the 
last  words  Kynfin  addressed  to  me." 

"  Would  I  were  safe  and  sound  over  the 
borders  of  the  dukedom,"  said  Henry  with 
inuch  vehemence. 
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"  I  would  recommeDd  your  seeking  assistance 
imoiediately  from  the  youtbfiil  Charles  of 
FVaace,"  said  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  "  obtain 
a  passport  from  htm,  and  you  may  get  over 
the  borders." 

"  That  is  easier  said  than  executed,"  replied 
Henry,  "  but  we  will  do  what  we  can  towards 
that  object.  It  would  be  worth  a  king's  ran- 
torn  to  out-wit  that  contemptible  smooth-faced 
Landais.  Suppose  we  send  Kit  Urswick.  He 
b  an  energetic  fellow,  and  will  do  any  thing  to 
serve  us  ?" 

Shortly  after  this  conversation.  Christopher 
Urswick  was  despatched  to  the  King  of  France, 
and  returned  with  wonderful  speed  bearing  the 
desired  passport,  llie  anxiety  the  exiled  no- 
bles felt  during  bis  absence  was  great;  and 
they  were  almost  as  much  embarrassed  when 
the  passport  arrived.  How  were  they  to  escape 
from  the  dukedom,  under  the  surveiUanc 
which  scarcely  permitted  them  to  quit  thei 
own  residence  for  a  mile,  without  some  t 
Landus'  spies  being  at  their  heels.    Fortunate] 
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an  oocorrenoe  took  place  which  they  eagetly 
embraced.  The  Duke  of  Britany  had  been  a 
great  invalid  for  some  time,  but  was  now  era- 
▼alescent. 

"  Now,  Henry,  is  your  time/'  said  the  Eail 
of  Pembroke,  "  all  the  English  nobles  and 
their  suite  of  gentlemen,  shall  accompany  me  to 
pay  court  to  the  old  Duke,  and  address  to  him 
Our  congratulations  upon  his  recov^y.  This 
will  divert  the  attention  of  our  own  country* 
men,  and  with  them,  that  of  Landais'  spies." 

**  If  you  do  that,  we  shall  not  escape  toge- 
ther," said  Richmond,  with  an  air  of  disap> 
pointment 

'*  That  is  of  no  consequence,  do  not  troubk 
your  head  about  me,  Henry,"  said  Jasper  of 
Hatfield.  ''It  is  your  safety  that  we  must 
consider.  Let  us  manage  the  affair  as  it  would 
be  done,  if  our  worthy  kinsman,  Kynfin  Tudor, 
were  here.  You  may  take  five  as  an  escort. 
Disguise  yourselves  as  merchants,  be  careful  not 
to  betray  yourselves,  and  stop  nowhere  until  the 
borders  of  the  Dukedom  are  passed." 
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The  Earl  of  Pembroke  and  his  suite  having 
quitted  Vannes  for  the  Duke's  palace,  as  thus 
arranged,  and  the  Earl  of  Richmond  having 
made  all  the  preparations  necessary,  he  set  off 
with  his  companions  upon  their  adventurous 
journey.  Soon  after  quitting  Vannes,  they  left 
the  high  road,  and  took  their  way  across  the 
country.  They  were  fortunate  enough  to  attain 
the  borders  in  safety.  They  were  so  closely 
followed  by  the  minister's  spies,  that  not  an 
hour  after  they  had  reached  Anjou,  their 
pursuers  appeared  upon  the  borders. 

Henry  of  Richmond  was  received  with  great 
courtesy  by  the  youthful  monarch  of  France. 
The  disquietude  of  his  court  at  that  period, 
prevented  Charles  from  giving  the  fugitive  Earl 
immediate  assistance,  but  protection  to  his 
person  was  freely  bestowed.  He  remained  in 
perfect  security,  therefore,  until  the  Earl  of 
Oxford,  who  was  already  known  to  be  a  warm 
partisan  of  the  House  of  Lancaster,  was 
released  from  the  castle  of  Ham^  in  Picardy, 
and  hastened  to  join  Henry,  in  order  to  offer 
him  his  services. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

An  Uiiezp€cted  Interriew — The  War-cry  Raised — ^A 
Tyrant  Dethroned— The  Propheteaa. 

Two  years  had  dapsed  after  the  welcome 
iDtelligence  had  been  brought  to  the  Cwm  of 
King  Edward's  demise.  The  weather  at  tiiat 
tune  was  sultry.  Late  one  fine  day,  Gladys 
and  her  unde  had  strolled  down  the  glen.  The 
owls  were  hooting  in  the  woods,  the  martin 
cats  were  answering  one  another  from  rode  to 
rock,  and  the  sheep  and  goats  were  browsing 
amongst  the  heather.  It  was  a  calm  and  acA 
eveniog.  The  tints  upon  the  mountains  were 
more  than  usuaDy  lovdy.     The  reflections  in 
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the  lake  slept  in  beauty,  and  the  purple  bloom 
upon  the  heath,  in  all  its  rich  profusion,  was 
wafted  on  the  breeze,  and  heightened  the  at> 
traction  of  the  hour. 

The  harassed  expression  commonly  seen  in 
Kynfin  Tudor's  countenance  was  gone,  leaving 
no  trace  behind,  and  on  its  place  there  was  a 
placid  look  of  content  on  his  features.  Gladys's 
sofb  voice  was  pouring  into  his  ear  one  of  the 
adventures  of  her  childhood,  re- called  by  the 
locality.  The  reference  to  her  early  years 
brought  a  more  than  usually  animated  express 
sion  into  her  countenance,  a  momentary  expres- 
sion of  something  like  happiness,  that  made 
Kynfin  Tudor's  heart  more  at  ease  than  usual. 
He  knew  how  much  his  charge  had  suffered, 
how  often  she  had  wept  in  secret  over  her 
sorrows,  he  who  had  witnessed  her  resignation 
to  her  position,  and  duty,  knew  as  weQ  how 
to  rejoice  in  her  smiles,  and  to  be  thankful  that 
peace  was  once  more  restored  to  her  bosom. 

He  had  been  her  monitor  and  comforter 
before,  he  had  now  become  everything  to  her, 
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and  lAie  to  him,  a  devoted  parent  to  a  dtftifbl 
diild.  Kynfin  Tador  was  naturaUy  wdl 
endowed  in  mind,  and  possessed  a  refined 
taste.  His  spirit  was  no  longer  disquieted  bj 
sorrow  and  misfortune.  He  began  to  devdope 
more  and  more  its  better  qualities.  The  eooen^ 
tridties  and  wiidnesses  of  his  earlier  life,  seemed 
to  hav&  given  way  to  more  consistent  views 
and  more  matured  action.  In  the  sight  of 
Griadys,  Aliano'd  gift,  he  seemed  to  take  a  new 
character,  still  strictly  performing  the  dntf 
which  had  devolved  upon  him  of  being  a  father 
to  the  orphan.  He  had  never  fdt  anything 
^>proaching  real  happiness  until  now,  when  all 
bis  past  turbulence  of  spirit  was  subdued. 
With  his  arms  around  the  slender  form  of  his 
beloved  charge,  they  continued  their  walk  tOl 
they  drew  near  some  cottages,  to  which  Gladys 
was  bound,  intending  to  pay  a  visit  to  a  poor 
woman,  one  of  her  people  who  was  in  ill  health 
At  the  cottage  door  she  was  about  to  eoter, 
two  horsemen  had  halted,  apparently  making 
inquiries.     Kynfin  wondered  who  the  strangeis 
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cxtald  be,  and  wbat  ooidd  have  brought  them 
thete^  when  Dafydd  Ap  Thomas,  the  friend  of  bU 
youDgerday8,seeioghimapproach»suddenlysprang 
from  his  hoarse,  and  shook  him  by  the  hand. 

"  Kynfin  Tudor/'  said  he,  "  I  am  in  seardi 
of  you,  I  come  with  intelligence  in  which  we 
are  particularly   interested,-   all,  at  least,   who 
have  aided  Lancaster  to  escape  from  the  hands 
of  his  enemies;  aU  such  wiU  rejoice  to  hear 
that  Henry  of  Richmond  has  landed  at  Milford 
Hayen,  and  that  the  cause  of  the  Red  Rose  may 
again   prosper.     Henry   b    on  his  march   by 
North    Wales    to   Shrewsbury.       Sir    Walter 
Herbert  has  allowed  him  to  pass  unmolested ; 
Rhys  Ap  Thomas,    and  John   Savage,   have 
already  joined  him  with  their  men.     Here  is  a 
letter  fi^m  the  £arl  to  yourself.     I  have  spread 
the  news  far  and  wide,   and   every  heart  in 
Cambria  is   rejoicing.     Our  friends   are  pre- 
paring to  join  the  good  cause  once  more.     He 
who  is  blood  of  our  blood,  flesh  of  our  flesh, 
the  child  of  our  soil.     Hure !  hure  1  shall  we 
not  support  him  ?" 
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Ap  Daiydd's  pleasure  knew  do  boonds. 
With  the  trae  spirit  of  his  race  again  kindling 
in  his  bosom,  the  loud  war-cry  of  his  Cambrian 
fathers  broke  from  his  lips.  This  cry  ms 
taken  up  by  every  man  in  the  Cwm.  Loud 
were  the  echoes  which  rebounded  from  rode  to 
rode.  One  happy  scene  of  rejoidng  and  con- 
fusion intermingled  together  alike  new  and 
unexpected,  was  witnessed  on  every  side. 

'^Blyddid  am  byth!  (Freedom  for  everQ 
Hure !  hure  I  Lancaster  for  ever  1  down  with 
the  Saxon  Kings !  No  more  tyrants !  no  more 
Saxon  encroachments  I  no  more  crud  enacU 
ments  against  our  bards.  Hure !  hure !  One 
of  our  soil,  one  of  our  blood.  The  Red 
Dragon  banner  will  again  float  over  dd 
Cambria  1  Hure!  hure!"  Such  were  die 
words  passed  from  lip  to  lip  with  an  excitement 
arismg  almost  to  madness. 

Kynfin  Tudor  addressed  his  brave  country- 
men, and  then  gave  orders  that  eveiy  man 
should  furbbh  up  his  arms,  and  be  ready  to 
march  with  him  at  break  of  day,  to  join  thdr 
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prospective  sovereign,  who  had  conveyed  to  him 
that  especial  request. 

As  they  retraced  their  steps  to  Cader  y  Cil, 
Gladys  exhibited  unwonted  feelings  of  joy  and 
apprehension,  hope  and  anxiety. 

In  secret,  she  had  worked  the  Red  Dragon 
banner,  upon  a  ground  of  green  and  white  silk,* 
in  anticipation  of  the  present  event.  She 
mentioned  the  subject  to  her  unde,  and  ex- 
pressed a  wish  that  he  would  take  the  banner  to 
the  Earl  of  Richmond,  with  her  petition  that 
he  would  display  it  before  his  army  on  the 
battle-field  against  the  Yorkists, 

Eynfin  was  at  a  loss  to  express  the  surprise 
and  admiration  he  felt  on  this  revelation  of  her 
patriotism.  He  pressed  his  beloved  ward  to 
hb  heart,  and  craved  a  blessing  upon  her  head. 

This  demonstration  of  her  uncle's  affection 
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Heniy  YII.,  sensibly  appealing  to  that  union  of 
local  attachment,  innate  honour^  and  perhaps  prejudice, 
which  constitutes  what  is  called  '  nationality/  displayed 
a  red  dragon  upon  a  standard  of  green  and  white  silk 
at  Bosworth." — W.  £•  Cambr<hBriton* 


230  GLADYS  OF  HARLBCH. 

drove  the  banner  from  her  mind,  her  thoogfalB 
at  once  turned  to  him,  her  stay  and  supporti 
iflfho  was  leliTiog  her  to  go  to  the  fields  to 
rekindle  those  wars  of  the  Roses,  the  narratiTf 
of  which  had  appalled  her  childish  mind,  and 
tiie  recoIlectioDS  of  which  wore  atOl  frangbt 
with  terror.  She  could  not  refrson  from  eoi* 
pressing  her  fears.  Kynfin  reminded  her  of 
the  prophetic  words  of  the  Dewines,  and  cheered 
her  by  picturing  their  return  to  the  home  of 
their  forefathers,  when  the  gates  of  old  Hariech 
would  be  thrown  open  to  receive  them,  and 
they  should  once  more  stand  upon  the  battle- 
ments, that  overlooked  the  broad  waters  of 
their  favourite  bay,  repeating  once  more : — 

'^This  is  my  home,  the  home  of  my  foie- 
fathers.     I  am  restored  to  my  inhmtanoe." 

Before  the  sun  had  gilded  the  mountain  tops, 
the  daughter  of  Harlech  stood  upon  one  of  the 
heights,  watching  her  unde  and  the  men  of  the 
Cwm  winding  their  way  through  the  pass. 
Their  wild  war  cry  echoed,  and  re-echoed 
among  the  rooks.    She  waved  her  handkerdiief. 
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and  breathed  a  ptttyer  for  thdr  return.  Th6y 
were  soon  over  the  biUs  on  their  march,  halting 
Hot  many  miles  from  the  little  town  of  Dol- 
geUey,  awaiting  there  Henry  of  Richmond's 
arrival. 

The  Earl  made  his  appearance  at  the  head 
of  a  large  body  of  meo.     Ap  Dafydd's  delight 
was  unboundedi  at  beholding  unexpectedly  his 
old  friend  Jasper  of  Hatfield.     Expressions  of 
lively  satisfaction  were  exchaoged  on  their  i^ain 
meeting  in  their  own  country.  The  Earl  reminded 
Kynfin  of  circumstances  in  which  Henry  and 
himself  had  both  been  concerned  in  connection 
with   him.     He   assured   Kynfin  they  should 
ever  feel  how  much  they  were  indebted  to  him, 
particularly  in  the  instances  when  their  assassi- 
nation was  contemplated   in  France,  and  in 
Pembrdsesbire,  and  when  they  would,  but  for 
him,  have  fallen  victims  to  the  cruel  monarch 
c^  England.    The  Earl  further  informed   his 
kinsman  that  they  had  met  with  many  misfor- 
tunes in  Britany  after  his  departui'e. 

The  Red  Dragon  banner  with  a  message  from 
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Oadys,  was  presented  on  the  foDowing  mom- 
iog  to  the  Earl  of  Richmond.  He  reoemd 
it  with  grateful  adcnowledgments,  and  proceeded 
on  his  march,  full  of  hope,  and  in  high  heroic 
spirit  He  redted  to  Kynfin  by  what  means 
be  himself  had  escaped  from  Britany,  and  the 
various  difficulties  he  had  encountered  before 
he  could  prevafl  upon  the  youthful  monarch  of 
France  to  lend  him  militaiy  aid  during  his  firet 
advance.  Notwithstanding  the  secret  encourage- 
ment he  had  received  by  communication  from 
England,  and  the  confidence  he  particularly 
placed  in  the  hearts  of  his  Cambrian  friends  an 
additional  force  was  necessary,  before  he  could 
undertake  his  bold  enterprise. 

*'  I  have  been  in  a  state  of  great  anxiety, 
son  of  Harlech,"  said  the  Earl,  ''after  I  em- 
barked from  the  French  coast,  I  had  many 
misgivings  before  I  landed,  but  now  the  die  is 
cast.  I  begin  to  fed  my  strength.  I  am 
in  my  native  land.  I  behold  my  followers 
increasing.  I  hear  loud  acdamations  on  our 
line  of  march,  'Long  live  King  Henry,  God 
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bless  him !'  I  begin  to  feel,  Ap  Dafydd,  that 
the  prophetic  words  of  your  Lady  of  G6st  will 
yet  be  fulfilled.  I  shall  not  forget  my  promise 
to  the  fair  daughter  of  Harlech  if  I  succeed. 
Remember  she  is  to  come  herself  to  receive 
the  gift.  She  must  grace  my  court  with  her 
presence  on  that  occasion." 

After  a  rapid  and  fatiguing  march,  Henry 
with  his  native  adherents  and  French  auxiliaries 
reached  Shrewsbury. 

Henry's  anxiety  was  greatly  relieved  by 
the  courtesy  shown  to  him  by  the  inhabitants. 
He  was  received  by  Sir  George  Talbot,  and 
the  young  Earl  of  Shrewsbury  his  ward,  who 
joined  him  there  with  two  thousand  men. 

During  his  short  stay  in  the  town,  Henry 
received  the  intelligence  that  his  step-father 
Lord  Stanley,  and  his  brother  Sir  William 
were  levying  troops  to  oppose  him.  This 
greatly  embarrassed  and  annoyed  him.  Upon 
drawing  near  Atherstone,  he  became  undeceived. 
Bent  upon  knowing  the  truth,  he  obtained 
a  secret  conference  with  Lord  Stanley  by  the 
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lid  of  Kynfin  Tudor,  and  was  assured  by 
his  step-father  that  he  had  do  real  iateDtioa 
of  deserting  bis  cause,  though  obliged  to  dis- 
simulate on  account  of  young  Lord  Strange, 
who  was  unfortunatdy  in  King  Richard's  power, 
dreading  lest  the  monarch  should  wreak  his 
vengeance  upon  bis  son. 

The  Earl  now  advanced  towards  Lichfield. 
There  were  several  excellent  officers  in  his 
army,  expectations  became  more  sanguine,  and 
his  resolution  stronger.  Meanwhile,  his  an- 
tagonist was  in  consternation.  Richard  had 
flattered  himself  that  it  would  be  an  easv 
thing  to  silence  the  invader.  With  a  confidential 
air,  and  the  courage  of  setf-relianoe  which  he 
possessed  in  a  remarkable  manner,  he  prepared 
his  strength  for  the  field.  Upon  receiving 
the  information  of  his  opponent's  accumulating 
success;  of  Sir  Walter  Herbert's  infiddity, 
as  well  as  that  Richmond  was  on  full  march 
to  Lichfield,  he  became  more  alarmed.  His 
apprehensions  increased  upon  finding  that  many 
of  his  officers  were  going  over  to  the  other 
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side.  Rumours  reached  him  that  Lord  Stanley 
and  his  brother  were  wavering,  and  that 
treachery  might  be  expected  in  that  quarter. 

With  disappointment,  resentment,  and  ap« 
prehension,  King  Richard  hastily  marched  to 
Leicester.  Henry  hearing  of  the  King's 
movement  abandoned  his  first  design  of  march- 
ing on  the  metropolis,  and  determined  to  go 
and  give  the  King  a  meeting  in  the  field.  It 
was  a  bold  resolution.  Richard  prided  himself 
upon  his  military  skill.  He  was  considered 
an  excellent  soldier.  He  had  born  down  every 
thing  in  his  way  till  now,  and  wore  the  crown 
of  England,  in  itself  a  tower  of  strength.  • 

Henry  had  only  the  hope  of  overcoming 
in  the  field  by  the  justice  of  his  cause*  The 
tide  of  fortune  might  turn  against  one  so  mtich 
abhorred  by  the  nation,  and  by  humanity. 
The  perpetrator  of  deeds  the  most  daring, 
treacherous,  and  cruel  that  stain  thQ  pages 
of  England's  distinguished  annals.  What  if 
his  enemy  were  more  powerful  in  men  at  arms, 
and  bore  the  charm   of  kingship,  his    cause 
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was  bad,  his  diadem  was  sullied.  What  if  his 
courage  were  fearless  and  his  hand  dezttaxHis 
at  the  sword,  he  who  has  truth  and  justice 
on  his  side  might  hope  to  vanquish  the  most 
formidable  enemy.  Thrice  is  he  armed  who 
has  a  just  quarrel.  A  kingdom  for  a  priie! 
was  there  to  be  cold  hesitation  ?  '  Let  ap- 
prehension go  to  the  winds  V  such  w»e  the 
reflections  of  Richmond  while  the  moment 
of  the  impending  conflict  drew  near. 

The  hostile  forces  approached  Market 
Bosworth,  a  town  of  Leicestershire.  The 
forces  of  Richmond  numbered  a  little  more 
than  six  thousand,  those  of  Richard  were  neariy 
double  that  number.  But  the  Earl  of  Rich* 
mond  was  well  aware  of  the  intended  treachery 
of  Lord  Stanley,  who  posted  himself  near  Ather- 
stone,  a  spot  from  which  he  might  join  either 
side  as  the  tide  of  fortune  turned.  Richard 
was  not  unaware  of  his  intention,  but  con- 
(fisled  his  apprehensions. 

When  the  day  awoke,  on  the  22nd  of  August, 
1485,  Henry  of  Richmond  placed  his  army 
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in  array.  The  van  under  the  Eail  of  Okford, 
the  wings  under  Sir  George  Talbot  and  Sir 
John  Savage.  Henry,  with  Jasper,  Earl  of 
Pembroke,  placed  himself  in  the  centre.  Kynfin 
took  post  at  the  Earl's  side.  The  van  of  Richard's 
army  was  conducted  by  the  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
the  King  himself  commanded  the  centre. 

The  experienced  generals  in  the  army  of 
lUchmond  would  not  have  compensated  for 
the  greater  number  in  that  of  the  king's,  had 
not  the  followers  of  Lord  Stanley  been  neutra- 
lized. Henry  of  Richmond  and  the  Earl  of 
Oxford  encouraged  their  forces  before  the  en- 
gagement took  place.  The  animated  speech 
which  Henry  delivered  to  them,  was  received 
with  shouts  that  spoke  the  zealous  feelings 
of  the  adherents  to  his  cause,  particularly  the 
brave  Welshmen. 

Richard's  mind  was  in  a  state  of  great 
anxiety  respecting  the  fidelity  of  the  Stanleys. 
In  silence  he  watched  their  approach,  and  saw 
them  draw  up  their  forces  and  place  themselves 
b  a  position  that  awakened  fresh  suspicion. 
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*'Why  do  they  post  themselves  so  tu 
apart,"  cried  he  with  a  look  of  peqilezity 
and  annoyanoe.  TumiDg  to  one  of  his 
attepdants,  he  exclaimed  with  an  air  of 
authority  r--^ 

*^  Command  the  Stanleys  to  march,  and  join 
the  rest  of  our  army  immediately !  No  delay— 
remember  1"  Shortly  afterwards  he  withdrew 
to  a  little  distance  from  his  attendants,  and 
again  turning  his  restless  eyes  jn  the  diredioD 
of  Atherstone,  he  once  more  repeated  : — "  Why 
do  they  post  themselves  there?  Serpents, 
slippery  serpents,  traitorously  indined;  my 
secret  misgivings  have  not  been  unfounded 
Their  treachery  will  turn  the  tide  (^  fortune, 
base  serpents !" 

While  occupied  with  these  painful  reflections, 
and  every  instant  becoming  more  impatient  for 
an  answer,  a  tall,  gaunt  female  figure  steahbfly 
approached  him.  Her  long  grey  dishevelled 
hair  was  floating  over  her  shoulders,  which 
were  covered  with  a  dingy  doak.  Fixing  her 
large  keen   eyes  upon  the  monarch's  haisber 
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visage,  and   with   a  contemptuous  laugh,   she 
exclaimed : — 

"  Thy  mind  is  ill  at  ease,  King  Richard  ! — 
in  at  ease !" 

The  hump-backed  monarch  started  at  the 
words.  Too  well  he  recognized  the  voice,  and 
shuddering,  his  eyes  came  in  contact  with  those 
of  his  unwelcome  visitor.  Dark  and  silently  he 
lifted  his  withered  arm  and  motioned  her  away. 
Still  she  remained,  stretching  herself  upwards 
as  if  to  increase  her  stature,  and  making  the 
most  hideous  grimaces,  while  pointing  her 
skinny  finger  at  the  deformed  monarch. 

"  Hag  1  perfidious  hag  T*  cried  Richard 
recovering  himself  instantly  from  his  sudden 
fear,  for  such  was  his  undaunted  nature,  ^*  dost 
thou  come  to  greet  me  on  the  eve  of  deeds 
that  will  mark  or  mar  my  crown !  Avaunt  I 
say,  woman  1     Avaunt  to  hell !" 

'*  Ha  I  ha  I  thou  art  pale,  King  Richard, 
aye  pale.  Thou  wilt  soon  be  paler.  Dickon, 
Dickon,  thou  art  bought  and  sold — thy  mind  is 
ill  at  ease !  conscience  1  conscience  1"  shrieked 
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the  w3d  woman  with  another  of  her  hideoos 
gestures. 

**  Leave  me  woman !  conscience  is  the  woid 
only  cowards  use/'  cried  the  King  with  a  look 
of  scorn  and  anger  kindling  in  his  features. 
"  Ho  !  the  guard ;  the  guard  I  say." 

"  Ha !  ha !"  laughed  the  Dewines.  ''  Didkon, 
I  tell  thee,  thou  art  hought  and  sold!  Hcfl 
calls  for  the  fratricide,  regicide,  murderor  of  the 
innocent !  The  hour  of  retribution  is  at  hand ! 
Dickon,  Dickon,  thou  art  bought  and  sold ! 
Glory  for  England!  glory  for  Cambria!  the 
days  of  thy  ambition  are  numbered — Dickon^ 
Dickon,  thou  art  bought  and  sold  !" 

This  conversation  was  the  work  of  a  momeok 
The  Lady  of  G^t  hurried  away.  Soldiers  were 
coming  up  to  the  spot,  and  the  messenger  was 
approaching  with  the  answer  from  Lord  Stanley 
that  "  he  would  come  up  as  soon  as  it  was 
convenient.** 

"The  devij  have  the  slippery  serpent!" 
ejaculated  Richard  with  an  angry  frown.  '*  By 
the  holy  Virgin,  I  will  send  back  the  son  head- 
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to  the  father.  Brackenbury  hearest  thou 
my  command  ?'*  continued  the  King  addressing 
that  dependent,  who  had  just  come  up.  "  Lay 
the  axe  on  Lord  Strange's  neck.  Linger  at 
your  peril!  Hell  take  the  Stanleys.  Snakes 
in  the  grass,  traitors  1" 

A  few  minutes  afterwards  the  Duke  of 
Norfolk  came  up  in  haste  to  the  King . — 

''Brackenbury  has  just  informed  me  that 
your  highness  has  issued  a  mandate  for  the 
execution  of  young  Lord  Strange.  Is  it  politic 
an  the  eve  of  combat?  Your  highness'  sur- 
mises may  prove  unfounded.  Permit  me  to 
remind  you.  Sire,  that  neither  Lord  Strange 
nor  his  brother  Sir  William,  have  declared  for 
Richmond." 

*'  That  may  be,  Norfolk  :  yet  their  position 
dedares  for  him.  They  are  traitors — ^before 
God  they  are  traitors  V* 

''Should  it  be  their  intention  to  remain 
neuter  in  the  combat  and  join  the  victor,  which 
please  your  highness  is  not  unlikely,  it  will  not 
avail  to  concern  ourselves  yet  about  their  con- 
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duct/'  said  the  Earl  of  Northumberland  takiog 
the  side  of  the  Duke  of  Norfolk/  *'  Our  army 
far  outDumbers  that  of  Richmond.  If  Stanley 
prove  a  traitor,  we  have  still  Lord  Strange  in 
our  power/* 

"  Recall  the  royal  mandate,  I  beseech  yomr 
highness!'*  once  more  ui^ed  the  humane 
Norfolk,  seeing  that  Richard  wavered.  He 
trembled  lest  the  execution  should  take  place 
before  the  reprieve  could  be  sent  to  Bradcen- 
bury. 

*'  So  let  it  be — suspend  the  mandate :  it  is 
of  little  moment,"  replied  the  King  pettishly. 
"I  am  right  still,  you  will  soon  find  that  out. 
Stanley  is  a  traitor  1" 

The  kind-hearted  Norfolk  heard  no  more^ 
but  hastened  to  rescue  the  hope  of  Lancaster 
from  the  axe. 

Richard  was  again  alone ;  it  was  for  the  last 
time.  The  accents  of  the  Dewines  still  haunted 
his  mind.  In  vain  he  strove  to  shake  off  his 
horrible  forebodings.  With  a  sickening  heart,  he 
bent  his  steps  to  his  tent.     There  while  equip- 
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iDg  himself  for  the  field,  with  more  than  usual 
care,  a  glittering  crown  upon  his  helmet,  hia 
manner  suddenly  changed;  with  a  determined 
and  dauntless  front,  he  seemed  ready  to  hurl 
defiance  at  destiny  itself.  He  mounted  his 
diarger,  meditating  still  on  the  words  of  the 
atrange  woman,  ''  she  prophesies  ill — ^what  if  ill 
oomes  ?  it  is,  at  least,  left  me  to  defy  it"  He 
then  rode  to  the  field  and  took  his  station, 
the  whole  army  having  been  previously  drawn 
up  in  battle  array  by  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

The  archers  of  Richmond  began  the  contest, 
and  their  salute  was  immediately  returned  with 
loss  on  both  sides.  The  men-at-arms  met 
hand  to  hand,  and  sanguinary  was  the  combat, 
Richard  the  self-possessed  and  accomplished 
soldier,  was  ever  where  danger  was  most  immi- 
nent, fighting  with  desperate  courage  for  his 
crown  and  kingdom.  Wrought  up  to  frightful 
excitement,  he  penetrated  even  to  the  centre  of 
Richmond's  army,  hurling  down  all  who  came 
across  his  path,  officers  and  men  alike ;  covered 
with  dust  and  blood,  rage  and  despair  depicted 
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in  his  couDtenance,  *^DickoD,  Dickon,  thoii 
art  bought  and  sold/'  seemed  to  rankle  in  his 
mind,  and  render  every  blow  of  his  short, 
nervous  arm  more  deadly  in  its  effect.  Like  a 
ravening  tiger,  he  continued  to  search  for  fUcb- 
mond,  **  where  is  he  ?  Lucifer  shields  him  from 
my  vengeance,"  cried  the  King,  once  more 
spurring  his  horse  into  the  centre  of  his  oppo- 
nent's array. 

Just  at  that  moment,  Lord  Stanley  seeing 
how  the  fortune  of  the  day  was  leaning, 
marched  rapidly  along,  and  took  up  his  position 
so  as  to  strengthen  the  centre  of  Richmond's 
army,  which  Richard's  fierce  onset  bad  caused 
to  waver.  This  sudden  movement  confused 
the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  previous  arrangement, 
and  rendered  any  manceuvre  on  his  part  whoDy 
impracticable.  He  now  saw  the  treason  of  the 
Stanleys  fully  displayed ;  and  that  the  day  was 
lost.  He,  too,  had  received  a  prophetic  hint  of 
the  impending  evil  coming  out  of  his  tent 
early  that  morning.  It  was  in  a  billet  in- 
scribed : — 
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"  Jack  of  Norfolk,  be  not  too  bold^ 
For  Dickon  thj  master  la  bought  and  sold  1" 

The  lines  were  somewhat  mysterious,  he 
thought,  and  though  he  hastily  flung  them 
aside,  they  made  a  deep  impression  upon  his 
mind.  They  did  not,  however,  shake  his  faith 
towards  the  cause  he  embraced;  and  he  was 
content  to  brave  the  consequences. 

Richard  continued  to  rage  over  the  field, 
now  shouting  to  his  men  to  encourage  them, 
now  showing  them  their  duty  by  his  example, 
now  caUing  like  one  bereft  of  his  senses, 
*^  Henry  of  Richmond,  where  is  he  ?  let  us 
dispute  the  crown  hand  to  hand/'  Striking  down 
all  who  intercepted  his  progress,  he  slew  Sir 
William  Brandon,  the  Earl  of  Richmond's 
standard-bearer  with  one  blow  of  his  battle- 
axe.  Sir  John  Cheney,  he  dismounted,  still 
trying  to  open  his  way  to  the  Earl  of  Richmond, 
who  did  not  decline  the  hand  to  hand  challenge. 
His  friends,  however,  placed  themselves  before 
the  Eari,  and  among  the  number  was  Kynfin 
Tudor,  who   more   than  once  had   previously 
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taken  up  that  post  to  resist  the  momrdi's 
infuriated  efforts.  The  followers  of  Lord 
Stanley  were  pressing  in  around  the  Eail  of 
Richmond  at  that  moment  Kynfin  suddenly 
assailed  by  Richard,  struck  the  monarch  so 
violent  a  blow  on  the  helmet,  that  the  bad[ 
part  of  the  axe  penetrated  his  skull,  and  be 
fell  to  the  ground.  Kynfin  could  strike  no 
second  blow,  nor  was  it  necessary,  the  first 
had  proved  fittal.  A  hundred  bills  fixim  Lord 
Stanley's  newly  arrived  men,  fell  upon  the  fallen 
King,  who  was  past  feeling  ere  they  reached 
him. 

Kynfin  had  thus  avenged  the  death  of  his 
father,  wlio  had  expired  under  Richard's 
treacherous  back-blow  upon  the  field  of 
Tewkesbury.  The  tyrant,  guilty  of  so  many 
crimes,  was  no  more.  When  the  battle  was 
over,  and  night  had  restored  peace  to  nature^ 
Kynfin  (dropped  upon  his  knees,  uncovered 
his  head,  and  offered  up  a  prayer  of  thanks- 
giving to  heaven.  Nor  did  Henry  of  Ridi- 
mond  neglect  the  next  morning  to 
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that  the  Te  Deum  should  be  chanted  by  his 
anny  in  gratitude  for  his  success.  Acclama- 
tions of  joy  burst  from  every  lip,  and  the  air 
was  rent  with  the  cry  of  "Long  live  King 
Henry  VII."  The  sound  was  a  grateful  one  to 
the  Earl  of  Richmond.  His  nobles  flocked 
around  him,  and  throwing  themselves  at  his 
feet»  swore  him  fealty.  Lord  Stanley  brought 
the  crown,  which  Richard  had  worn  throughout 
the  engagement.  It  had  been  found  on  the 
fidd  suspended  upon  a  hawthorn  bush.  The 
crown  was  placed  upon  the  Earl  of  Richmond's 
head,  and  again  the  cry  was  raised  ''  Long  live 
King  Henry  VII 1"  From  that  moment, 
Henry  wore  the  title  throughout  the  British 
Isle,  though  only  formally  acknowledged  the 
lawful  King  of  England  and  Wales,  some  time 
afterwards. 

The  casualties  on  the  side  of  Richmond  were 
not  great  in  comparisou  with  those  of  the  enemy. 
Providence  seemed  to  have  watched  over  his 
forces.  Sir  William  Brandon  was  the  only 
chief  of  note  whq  fell.      The  enemy  left  four 
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thousand  men  on  this  memorahle  field.  The 
Duke  of  Norfolk  with  the  witch  of  Gist's  words 
upon  his  lips,  was  amongst  the  slain.  The 
troops  of  the  new  monarch  quitted  the  ficM 
of  battle  to  take  up  their  quarters  at  Leicester, 
with  the  mangled  remains  of  King  Richard 
besmeared  with  blood  and  dust.  The  body 
thrown  across  a  horse,  was  borne  with  mod^ 
triumph  to  the  town.  The  Dewines  had  |ffo- 
phesied  that  his  crowned  head  would  be  brought 
low,  and  touch  the  pavement  of  one  of  his 
towns.  In  passing  over  one  of  the  bridges 
in  Leicester,  it  swung  against  a  curb  stone^ 
and  thus  was  her  prophecy  infilled.  The 
banner  of  the  Red  Rose  was  now  floating  over 
England ;  and  gleams  of  sunshine  at  last  broke 
in  upon  rejoicing  Cambria. 


GLADYS  OF  HARLECH.  249 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

The  Prophecy  Fnmiled— A  Battle-fieldr-The  Wdrd'i 

Warning-^A  Crown  Won. 

At  Leicester,  heedless  of  everything  around 
him  in  the  locality,  Knyfin  Tudor  went  in 
seardi  of  his  fellow-mate  in  the  *  Eryr/  his  old 
friend  Ap  Maclgwyn.  He  had  placed  himself 
under  Richmond's  banner  before  Ap  Dafydd  had 
joined  them  with  the  brave  men  of  Merioneth. 
Loud  and  happy  congratulations  were  exchanged 
on  their  meeting.  The  prophecy  made  to 
them  many  years  back  in  the  house  of  GSst, 
had  now  been  fulfilled.  They  spoke  of  the 
past,  and  the  present  with  pleasure,  and 
glanced  forward  at  the  future  with  renewed 

M  3 
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hope.  Men  long  depressed  in  drcamstanoes 
by  the  late  wars  now  bc^an  to  look  forward 
to  an  elevation  to  their  pristine  position.  Ap 
Maclgwyn  informed  Kynfin  that  Henry  of 
Richmond  had  already  promised  to  create  his 
uncle  Rhys  ap  Thomas  the  Governor  of  Wales^ 
and  through  that  influence  he  hoped  to  be 
restored  to  his  fortunes. 

Ap  Dafydd  warmly  sympathized  with  his 
friend  in  the  happy^  prospects  of  his  family,  and 
rejoiced  that  one  so  worthy  as  Ap  Thomas, 
should  be  promoted  to  that  distinguished  post 
Ap  Maclgwyn  expressed  a  wish  to  go  over  and 
visit  Bosworth  Field  again*  and  Kynfin  con- 
sented to  accompany  him. 

The  day  was  warm,  and  even  oppressive. 
After  walking  over  the  sil^ent  fidd,  where  they 
were  interring  the  dead.  Kynfin  and  Ap 
Maclgwyn  stretched  themselves  undo*  the 
foliage  of  a  wide-spreading  oak,  and  contem- 
plated the  scene  of  the  previous  day's  conflidk 
now  no  longer  resounding  with  the  dangoor  of 
arms.     They  had  thrown  the  bridles  over  their 
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horses'  necks,  and  left  them  grazing  hard  by 
where  they  lay. 

Kynfin  was  struck  at  the  contrast  the  field 
presented  to  that  of  the  day  before.  The 
warmth  and  fatigue  almost  lulled  them  asleep. 
They  were  suddenly  aroused  by  a  voice  dose  at 
band,  and  looking  up,  tiie  Dewines  was  standing 
over  them.  She,  at  once,  addressed  Kynfin  in  a 
shrill  voice : — 

**  Son  of  Harlech,  what  are  you  doing  here, 
when — 

*'  He,  King  of  England,  doth  reign, 
The  seventh  Harry  of  that  name  V* 

''Remember  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  Ap 
Dafydd.  Go  fetch  the  maiden  from  her  moun- 
tain home.  'Take  her  to  London  city.  Tarry 
not  Waste  no  more  precious  hours  asleep  in 
the  sun.     Go  sluggard  1" 

''  Good  mother !  I  am  ready  to  do  as  you 
wish,''  replied  Kynfin  Tudor,  with  his  eyes  fixed 
upon  her  altered  features.  "  I  must  first  acquaint 
my  royal  master' with  my  intention.'' 
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<*  Whist !  whist  1  you  buzzard,  yon  Ifind 
beetle !"  resumed  the  Dewines,  with  an  ai^;iy 
frown,  **  you  go  not  back  to  Leicester.  Gainsay 
me  not,  and  you  wiU  do  weD.  You  too,  Ap 
Madgwyn,  I  have  somewhat  to  say  to  yon 
presently.  Gainsay  me  not,  and  you  too  wil 
do  well."  She  struck  a  strong  matted  switch 
of  rapk  grass  across  the  shoulders  of  each. 

**  I  will  be  guided  by  what  you  say,  good 
mother,'*  again  responded  Kynfin.  **  But  what 
am  I  to  do  with  the  daughter  of  Hadech  when 
I  bring  her  to  London  ?  These  are  early  times. 
It  may  be  the  King  will  be  too  much  engaged 
to  receive  so  soon,  either  the  daughter  of 
Harlech,  or  myself/' 

''  Ha !  ha !"  laughed  the  Lady  of  G6st,  con- 
temptuously, *^  why,  infant,  you  must  meet  evik 
more  than  half  way.  There  is  time  enough  to 
talk  about  that,  foolish  child,  blind  beetle,  that 
thou  art  I  Babble  no  longer,  son  of  Hariedi ! 
Go,  it  is  the  Dewines  that  bids  thee,  and  the 
Dewines  will  look  upon  the  fair  daughter  of 
>i4llarlech,  and  welcome  her  to  the  metropolis  of 
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England.  What  are  you  looking  at  nie  in  that 
way  for,  Ap  Dafydd  ?  Have  you  forgotten  the 
Lady  of  the  creek  of  Berth,  that  you  stand  hesitat- 
ing there  ?  Have  you  forgotten  what  she  did  in 
that  remote  comer  of  the  land?  Have  you 
forgotten,  son  of  Harlech,  that  it  was  she  who 
foretold  this  day  seven  long  years  ago  ?  Who 
told  the  crooked-hacked  King  Richard,  the 
regidde,  the  murderer  of  the  innocent,  that 
yesterday  would  be  his  last?  Who  warned 
Jack  of  Norfolk,  mate  of  the  '  Eryr  ?' "  con- 
tinued she,  lowering  her  voice  to  a  sepulchral 
tone,  and  staring  at  them  with  her  bloodshot 
eyes,  ''have  you  forgotten-  who  checked  the 
bold  commander  of  the  *  Eryr '  in  his  course. 
Alack  1  alack  !  had  he  not  disobeyed  me,  poor 
boy  I  poor  boy  1  it  would  have  been  well  for 
him,  and  for  me.     My  heart  was  with  him.'' 

Her  frame  trembled  as  she  repeated  the  last 
words,  and  throwing  her  arms  into  the  air  with 
one  frantic  bound,  rushed  towards  a  thicket, 
and  with  unnatural  cries,  disappeared  from  their 
sight     Kynfin  and  Ap  Madgwyn  looked  at  one 
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another  in  mute  astonishment  The  speU  was 
soon  broken  by  the  tramp  of  horse  and  cheer- 
fol  voices.  Soon  after,  Sir  George  Talbot,  and 
a  party  of  officers  came  up  to  review  the  fidd 
of  combat  The  Earl  of  Oxford,  and  Rhys 
ap  Thomas  were  of  the  party.  The  latter 
seeing  his  kinsman,  immediately  rode  to  the 
spot,  and  entered  into  conversation.  The  Earl 
of  Oxford  shook  Kynfin  warmly  by  the  hand, 
spoke  of  the  valiant  chieftain  of  Harlech,  and  of 
the  good  cheer  that  he  had  partaken  of  under 
the  hospitable  roof  of  Cader  y  CiL  He  in* 
quired  after  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  declaring 
that  she  still  lived  in  his  memory.  The  enthu- 
siastio  child  with  her  deep  intelligmt  eyes,  while 
dinging  on  her  grandfather's  neck,  made  a 
deep  impression  upon  his  mind.  Kyn^n  and 
Ap  Madgwyn  mounted  their  horses,  and  rode 
with  the  party  in  question  across  the  field. 
None  could  refrain  firom  congratulating  them* 
selves  upon  the  late  glorious  victory,  but 
lamenting  the  loss  of  so  many  brave  soldiers 
and  countrymeui  who  had  perished  in  the  cause 
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of  the  White  Rose.  Lord  Ferrers,  Brackenbuiy, 
RatdilF,  Clarendon,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Sir 
William  Conyers,  these  had  been  among  the 
slain. 

*<  Do  you  know  what  his  Highness  intends 
doing  with  the  prisoners?"  inquired  Kynfin 
of  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  as  they  rode  off  the 
battle-6eld  together. 

"For  the  present  they  are  to  be  sent  to 
the  Tower,"  replied  the  Earl.  "  Henry  thinks 
of  leaving  Leicester  in  a  few  days.  I  feel 
anxious  to  see  how  the  good  citizens  of  London 
will  receive  us.  The  King  is  perplexed  to 
decide,  under  what  title  he  shall  lay  claim  to 
the  crown.  There  being  three  from  which^ 
to  choose,  makes  it  difficult  to  settle.  Some- 
times he  thinks  of  retaining  it  by  military 
election.  I  would  not  advise  him  to  such  a 
step.  It  would  be  hazardous.  There  is  still 
an  heir  to  the  House  of  York." 

*^  The  Earl  of  Warwick  you  mean,  the  son 
of  the  unfortunate  Duke  of  Clarence  ?"  replied 
Kynfin. 
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''The  same.  Sir  Robert  WiUoughby 
sent  off  this  mommg  to  fetch  the  boy  from 
Sheriff  Hutton,  in  Yorkshire.  He  is  to  be 
placed  in  confinement  in  the  Tower.'' 

Kynfin  looked  at  his  companion  in  surprise : 
**  what  is  that  by  the  royal  Henry's  command  ¥* 
said  he.  ''The  lad  is  not  bright  in  his 
intellect  I  should  have  thought  it  hardly 
necessary." 

"  For  the  present  it  is  best  to  be  cautious." 
remarked  the  Earl.  "When  Henry  of  Lan- 
caster is  firmly  seated  on  his  throne,  these 
restrictions  may  be  withdrawn." 

Kynfin  became  thoughtful,  and  aftex  he  had 
ridden  with  them  above  a  mile,  made  an 
excuse  for  returning  to  Bosworth;  and  ex- 
changing looks  with  Ap  Madgwyn  they  parted. 

Henry  of  Richmond  was  received  by  die 
dtizens  of  London  with  demonstrations  of  joy. 
Their  rejoicings  were  greater  upon  his  solemnly 
protesting  that  he  would  espouse  Elizabeth 
of  York.  Thus  the  bloody  wars  of  the  Roses^ 
that  had  for  years  spread  terrori   devastation^ 
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and  sorrow,  throughout  the  land  were  at  an 
end.  England  was  to  be  blessed  by  a  long 
peace.  Ap  Madgwyn,  who  had  followed  in 
the  royal  train  to  London,  through  the  interest 
of  his  renowned  kinsman,  Rhys  ap  Thomas, 
was  made  one  of  the  royal  equerries,  and  many 
more  of  his  countrymen  were  favoured  with 
similar  honours.  Henry  felt  peculiarly  indebted 
to  the  zealous  hearts  in  Cambria,  and  took 
every  opportunity  of  evincing  his  gratitude 
towards  them,  seeming  pleased  to  ha^e  them 
about  his  person.  His  first  step  was  to  promote 
to  the  dukedom  of  Bedford  his  valued  kinsmian, 
the  good  Earl  of  Pembroke,  who  had  not  only 
been  a  cheering  companion  to  him  in  his  exile, 
but  had  acted  the  part  of  a  devoted  parent 
and  friend. 

Mirth  now  filled  the  royal  palaces  and  every 
one  felt  that, 

"  The  land  from  a  tyrant  was  freed." 

Animation    and    joy    were    in    every    face, 
disunion  had  spread  its  wings  and  taken  flight. 
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Old  friends  embraced  each  other,  and  many 
talked  over  bygone  scenes  with  varied  emotioD. 
Margaret  of  Richmond  flew  in  baste  to  behold 
her  beloved,  her  long  absent  son.  With  tears 
of  gladness  she  welcomed  and  blessed  him  with 
all  a  mother's  affection. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  Stranger— An  Injunction  repeated— *A  Mysterious 

Interview. 

A  THICK  fog  hung  over  the  streets  of  London, 
and  a  chill  wind  crept  through  the  crevices 
of  the  windows.  Mysterious,  or  rathw  novel, 
sounds  were  heard  from  the  apartoient  where 
Gladys  and  her  uncle  were  sitting  before  a 
cheerful  fire,  reposing  themselves  after  their 
fktiguing  journey.  The  noises  in  the  streets 
gradually  abated,  for  the  hour  of  midnight 
had  arrived  before  the  traveOers  thought  of 
rising  to  separate  for  the  night 

**  Gladys,  you  are  excited,  and  over  fatigued," 
said  Kyufia  Tudor,  kissing  her  burning  cheek. 
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You  must  go  to  rest  my  child.  We  will  n- 
sume  the  subject  of  our  discourse  to-morrow  !** 

''Not  yet/'  pleaded  the  maiden  in  no  way 
disposed  to  forsake  the  blazing  hearth,  and 
her  uncle's  society,  ''  I  am  interested  in  aD 
you  have  been  relating.  Tell  me,  unde,  whea 
do  you  think  the  Dewines  will  pay  us  a  visit  V 

*'The  daughter  of  Harlech  will  not  bam 
occasion  to  repeat  that  question,"  said  a 
voice  from  the  further  end  of  the  apartmei^ 
and  the  gaunt  figure  of  the  Lady  <^  Gest 
glided  into  the  room,  and  slowly  closed  the 
door  after  her. 

''The  daughter  of  Harlech  is  wdcoaw^ 
thrice  welcome,"  continued  the  Dewines  drawing 
near  Gladys,  who  was  still  sitting  at  her  unde's 
feet  Placing  her  long  bony  hands  cross-wiae 
over  her  head,  the  Dewines  repeated  several 
hurried  sentences.  "  The  daughter  of  Hailedi 
is  welcome,  thrice  wdcome  to  England,  aa  weB 
as  to  Wdes.  She  is  wdcome  on  sea,  as  well 
as  on  land.  The  daughter  of  Harlech  is 
dways    welcome    again    and  again,"   repeated 
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tliis  siDgular  woman,  fixing  her  eyes  upon 
those  of  Gladys,  and  examining  every  feature 
with  apparent  interest. 

"  The  daughter  of  Harlech  is  grateful  to 
the  Dewines  for  all  that  she  has  done  in  her 
behalf/'  said  Gladys,  in  one  of  her  softest  tones, 
extending  her  fair  hand  as  an  acknowledg- 
ment. 

The  strange  woman  looked  into  her  eyes 
with  a  bewildered  expression,  and  bowing  her 
head,  imprinted  a  kiss  upon  the  fair  hand,  and 
instantly  drew  back. 

Kynfin  Tudor  was  a  silent  spectator,  every 
instant  becoming  more  and  more  absorbed 
in  the  scene.  The  query  flashed  across  his 
mind,  why  the  Dewines  should  concern  herself 
so  much  about  the  welfare  of  Gladys.  He 
had  often  asked  himself  the  question  ?  and  it 
had  long  seemed  to  demand  a  reply.  The 
Lady  of  Gist's  eyes  were  still  fixed  upon  the 
object  of  her  solicitude.  She  continued : 
.  *'  Let  me  warn  the  fair  daughter  of  Harlech 
ere  she  appears  in  the  glittering  halls  of  King 
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Heniy,  to  hold  herself  aloof  from  the  Taio 
Saxon  maidens,  and  the  gay  courtiers.  Tbey 
are  full  of  flattering  words :  she  will  do  wdi 
to  avoid  them.  Let  her  be  firm  to  gain  tiie 
charter.  Letcher  look  to  the  good  Jasper  of 
Hatfield,  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford  to  befiioid 
her.  She  must  not  look  to  King  Heniy  VII., 
monarch  of  his  name.  The  good  heart  oi 
Uie  Lancaster  of  old,  is  already  departing  from 
the  race.  The  cowardly  misgiving  soiil 
already  fears  his  throne  is  insecure,  and  that 
he  must  link  himself  to  a  Yorkist,  the  des- 
cendant of  the  deadly  foe  of  his  house.  By 
that  deed,  the  noble  spirit  of  a  Lancaster  dies 
within  him.  Henry  VIL,  monarch  of  that 
name,  is  no  longer  Henry  of  Richmond.  Hb 
soul  is  narrow  and  avaricious.  I  knew  he 
would  show  his  true  nature ;  I  knew  be  wouM 
fling  off  the  mask.  It  is  well  you  have  thai 
parchment  under  his  hand ;  that  promise  whidi 
I  made  you  exact  from  him — ^that  charter  for 
Wales.  Else  it  would  be  suspended  for  many 
a  dreary  year.    He  would  sell  it:  he  would 


GLADYS  OF  HARLECH.  263 

sell  you,  and  all  Wales.  He  is  a  Judas — a 
Judas,  he  thinks  only  of  the  bag.  Have  you 
the  writing  safe,  child  of  Cambria  ?  Is  it  safe  ?'' 
*'  Yes  I"  repeated  Gladys,  as  rising  and  drawing 
the  precious  document  from  the  fold  of  her 
dress :  she  presented  it  to  the  weird  sister  of 

The  Dewines  held  it  between  her  skinny 
fingers  to  the  light,  and  perused  it  with  eager 
scrutiny.  "  Good,  good !"  she  repeated  as  she 
returned  it.  She  then  scanned  the  maiden 
once  more  from  head  to  foot,  with  an  admiring 
expression  of  feature,  not  without  a  cast  of 
melancholy. 

''Fair  daughter  of  Harlech,  grand-daughter 
of  Ap  Jevan,  I  once  more  warn  you,  as  soon 
as  you  move  in  King  Henry's  glittering  halls 
to  remember  my  injunction.  Then,  when  you 
return  to  your  mountain  land,  the  hare  will 
not  follow  in  your  footsteps,  nor  thrice  hoot 
ominously  over  your  head  the 


« 


Filthy  and  untoward  fowl« 

With  broad  head,  and  ominous  howl. 
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With  demure  md  solemn  h 
Goblin  of  the  fetthered  nce!^' 

As  the  Dewines  conduded,  she  moved 
away  from  Gladys,  and  looking  at  Kyofin  Tudor, 
ezdaimed : — 

*'  When  I  send  for  thee,  tarry  thou  noL 
Farewell  daughter  of  Harlech !  farewell  1"  The 
door  then  softly  dosed  upon  the  retreatii^ 
form  of  the  prophetess  of  Gdst. 

The  moment  she  was  gone,  Gladys  threw 
her  arms  around  her  uncle's  neck,  and  looking 
in  his  face  tried  to  read  what  was  passing  in 
his  mind. 

"  Bless  thee,  my  Gladys  bach  1**  ejaculat^ 
Kynfin.  '*  I  might  have  spared  my  anxiety. 
Few  maidens  would  have  looked  upon  thai 
woman  without  an  expression  of  terror;  few 
would  have  given  her  so  gentle  a  greeting  as 
thou  didst.  You  require  no  monitor,  mj 
blessed  child.     The  Dewines  is  pleased." 

'*  She  is  a  terrible  woman  to  look  upon,  I 

*  Davyth  Ap  Owilym. 
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acknowledgOy"  said  Gladys,  "  but  we  owe  her 
much :  I  should  have  been  sorry  to  hurt  her 
feelings  or  cause  h^  displeasure.  This,  too, 
is  the  woman  the  pirate  chief  so  often  called 
upon  I  This  is  the  woman  that  spread  such 
terror  over  the  boy,  and  foretold  that  the  red 
rose  banner  would  again  float  over  the  battle- 
ments of  Harlech.  I  have  seen  at  last  this 
prophetess  of  our  land !  She  will  ever  live 
in  my  memory." 

When  Gladys  retired  to  her  apartment,  she 
expressed  no  superstitious  feelings,  no  childish 
terrors.  She  calmly  stretched  herself  upon 
her  couch,  and  fell  asleap,  dreaming  of  the 
De wines  and  King  Henry's  glittering  halls. 

**  One  of  the  royal  household  is  waiting  to 
be  admitted,"  said  the  hostess  of  the  inn  where 
they  sojourned,  addressing  Kynfin  Tudor, 
who  immediately  gave  orders  that  the  visitor 
should  be  introduced,  and  Ap  Maclgwyn  entered 
the  apartment. 

Gladys  did  not  recognize  the  mate  of  the 
*  Eryr'  at  the  first  glance,  and  the  gay  equerry 
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have  a  long  ride  before  us.  The  Lady  of  G^t 
awaits  m  in  Windsor  forest  I  fear  we  shall  be 
after  time:  forward,^  therefore^  with  speed/' 
Without  another  word  both  put  spurs  to  their 
horses,  and  kept  up  at  a  hsixd  paqe  until  they 
neached  their  destination. 

'*  Softly,  softly/'  ejaculated  Ap  Maolgwyn, 
drawing  in  the  rtios*  ^*  This  I  think  wa9  the 
oak,  yes,  I  am  sure  of  it;  can  you  see  her  any 
where  f 

**  Whist  1  whist  I  you  talk  loud  enoughs  for  the 
vulgar  in  Windsor  palace  kitchen/'  cried  the 
Dewines  laying  her  matted  switch  across  Ap 
Madgwyn's  shoulders,  who  had  just  dismounted 
and  was  patting  the  aides  of  his  panting  steed, 

'<  Welcome^  son  of  Harlech,  you  have  done 
well,"  continued  the  Lady  of  Gdst,  turning  to 
face  the  mdividual  whom  she  had  addressed. 
*'  The  Duke  of  Bedford  has  just  ridden  by ;  it 
ia  he  who  concerns  thee  and  me.  Thou  must  see 
his  Grace  this  night,  aye  this  very  night,  late 
as  it  is,  Ap  Dafydd ;  Ap  Maclgwyn,  that  bird 
of  gaudy  plumage,  must  conduct  thee  to  t^ 
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Castle/'  oontinued  the  Dewines  with  a  wild  laugb, 
**  thou  must  gain  access  into  the  good  Jasper  of 
Hatfield's  private  apartments/' 

''  But,  good  mother/'  rejoined  Ap  Madgwyn, 
*'  supposing  the  noble  Duke  refuses  to  be 
disturbed  at  so  late  an  hour,  what  are  we  to  do 
then?" 

"  Peace,  you  blind  buzzard/'  cried  the  De- 
wines  in  a  sharp  voice.  "  Son  of  Harlech,  I 
tell  thee  thou  shalt  stand  in  the  august  presence 
of  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Bedford  before  the 
sand  has  run  out  the  coming  hour.  He  wiD 
greet  thee  with  kindness  and  complaisant  looks, 
delay  not  1  The  injunctions  I  have  already 
given,  remember  them.  Leave  him  not  till  an 
early  day  is  fixed  for  the  daughter  of  Harlech 
to  be  presented  to  Henry  the  Seventh  of  that 
name.  Obtain  the  promise  from  his  Grace, 
that  he  and  the  Earl  of  Oxford  shall  be  present 
Speak  boldy  1  let  your  tongue  be  loose,  guide  it 
discreetly,  fear  nothing;  now  mount  again. 
Son  of  Harlech,  away  !  let  speed  be  thy  motto. 
Remember  a  Saxon  and  a  Yorkist  still  breathes 
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withiD  the  walls  of  Harlech,  the  home  of  thy 
forefathers,  the  inheritance  of  the  last  of  the 
house  of  Einion,  the  child  of  thy  lamented 
brother,  the  fair  Gladys.  Speed  !  speed  !  away  1 
away !"  were  the  words  which  followed  the  two 
horsemen  as  they  started  on  the  gallop  through 
the  forest,  towards  the  keep  of  the  royal  castle 
towering  above  the  surrounding  oaks.  Soon 
the  lower  battlements  of  Windsor  were  un- 
bosomed  amid  the  foliage,  and  under  the  Round 
Toyver.  by  a  back  porta]^they  obtained  admit- 
tance, and  were  winding  their  way  through  the 
dark  passages  and  staircases  towards  the 
apartments  of  the  Duke  of  Bedford. 

On  gaining  the  entrance  of  the  Duke's  suite 
of  chambers,  a  page  demanded  their  business. 

"  We  would  see  the  Duke  of  Bedford,"  said 
Kynfin  in  a  firm  tone,  "I  will  take  no 
denial." 

'*  It  is  late,"  said  the  page,  '*  it  is  not  usual 

for  his  Grace  to  be  disturbed  at  this  hour." 

♦ 

.    ''No  matter,  tell  his  Grace  that  the  son  of 
Harlech  would  speak  with  him." 
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The  sallow  lookiDg  boy  eyed  the  h 
with  the  prying  expression  common  among 
court  servitors,  and  pointing  to  some  seats  near 
by,  immediately  entered  the  private  apartmenls 
of  the  Duke. 

**  His  Grace  will  see  you "  said  the  page  on 
his  return. 

"  I  win  remain  here/'  whispered  Ap  Mac- 
Igwyn. 

Ap  Dafydd  moved  after  his  conductor,  who 
threw  open  several  doors  in  succession,  and 
ushered  him  into  a  costly  apartment  adorned 
with  plantings  and  tapestry ;  at  the  further  end 
of  which  sat  Jasper  of  Hatfield,  apparently 
engaged  in  perusing  some  documents  wfaidi 
were  upon  the  table  before  him.  The  moment 
he  caught  sight  of  Kynfin,  he  arose  and  ad- 
vanced to  meet  him. 

*' Right  glad  am  I  to  see  you,  my  noUe 
kinsman,'*  exclaimed  the  Duke,  "  I  have  been 
looking  for  you  many  days  past.  Is  the  fiur 
daughter  of  Harlech  well,  have  you  brought 
her  to  the  metropolis  ?" 
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'  **  I  thank  your  Grace  for  your  kind  inquiries, 
she  is  well,  I  left  her  side  but  a  few  hours  ago 
in  London,"  replied  Ap  Dafydd. 

"That  is  as  it  should  be,''  answered  the 
Duke,  "  but  we  must  have  her  within  the  old 
walls  of  Windsor  to  gladden  our  sight  once  more, 
her  beaming  face  and  look  of  intelligence  have 
remained  fresh  in  my  memory  since  we  parted 
in  Britany;  I  am  impatient  to  see  her.  I  am 
anxious  too,  that  our  Cambrian  fair  one  should 
v\e  with  the  haughty  Saxon  beauties  of  the 
royal  suit/' 

Kynfin's  countenance  became  more  thought- 
ful :  for  some  minutes  he  made  no  reply,  and 
then  with  a  little  hesitation  observed  that  it  was 
on  account  of  the  daughter  of  Harlech  that  he 
sought  the  interview.  "It  was  the  DewineSi 
the  prophetess  of  GSst  who  sent  me  hithe^  at 
this  unseasonable  hour,"  added  Kyn6n. 

"  What !"  ejaculated  the  Duke  with  a  look  of 
surprise,  "  has  that  strange  woman  left  the 
remotest  comer  in  Wales  to  share  the  rejoicings 
.of  the  Red  Rose  party  ?     Who  is  the  Lady  of 
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6£st,  KynfiD  ?  Was  it  not  the  Lady  of  G&t,'' 
coDtinued  the  Duke  pladng  his  hand  thought- 
fully upon  his  hrow,  "that  warned  King 
Richard  on  the  field  of  Bosworth,  an  incideni 
of  which  every  one  is  yet  talking  ?" 

**  The  same/'  said  Ap  Dafydd,  **  she  has  not 
been  in  Wales  some  years." 

The  Duke  silent  for  a  moment  continued  : — 
*'  If  that  is  the  case,  the  ghost  or  troubled  spirit 
that  report  made  wander  about  Windsor, 
Westminster,  and  the  Tower,  for  several  years 
past,  must  have  been  the  Lady  of  G^sL  It  is 
whispered  that  it  was  this  woman  who  admin- 
istered a  draught  to  King  Edward;  Richard 
was  in  confederacy  with  her.  She  must  be  a 
most  dangerous  person.  How  is  it,  Kynfin, 
that  you  are  in  her  secrets  ?** 

Kynfin  somewhat  confused,  gave  as  a 
reply : — 

"It  was  because,  good  Jasper  of  Hatfield, 
your  Grace  I  mean,  she  has  been  a  sinooie 
friend  to  the  unfortunate  Lancastrians,  and 
those  who  have  been  deprived  of  their  rights 
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and  were  sufferers  during  the  long  reign  of  the 
implacable  Yorkists;  I  am  deeply  indebted  to 
her,  as  are  all  of  the  Red  Rose  party.  Let  it 
please  your  Grace  not  to  pass  censure  upon  this 
singular  and  unaccountable  creature.  None 
know  her  history,  save  that  she  has  received 
some  marks  of  ignominy  at  the  hands  of  the 
Yorkists:  by  them  have  her  days  been  em- 
bittered. She  is  surely  rather  an  object  of 
sympathy  than  censure  to  every  good  Lancas- 
trian." 

"  By  my  troth  then,  the  good  Lady  of  G^t 
shall  not  be  censured  by  the  Duke  of  Bedford," 
replied  the  Duke,  ''  if  she  have  suffered  in  such 
a  cause,  therefore,  my  worthy  kinsman  set 
your  heart  at  ease.  I  am  now  quite  ready  to 
hear  what  is  expected  of  me  by  this  mysterious 
being,  who  you  say  has  just  sent  you  hither." 

"  That  your  Grace  will  interest  yourself  in 
behalf  of  the  daughter  of  Harlech,  and  fix  an 
early  day  for  her  presentation  to  his  highness, 
and  that  the  Earl  of  Oxford  and  yourself  be 
present  at  the  time  to  urge  the  King  to  sign 
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the  charter,  and  break  the  yoke  of  our  peopk 
without  delay.  We  have  a  longing  desire  to  go 
back  to  the  home  of  our  forefattiers,  canyiog 
the  glad  tidings  to  the  hearts,  the  many,  the 
yearning  hearts  in  Cambria/' 

^Nothing  will  give  me  more  pleasure  than 
to  interest  myself  in  behalf  of  the  fair  daughter 
of  Harlech,  my  sweet  kinsman.  But  ycm  must 
not  be  in  a  hurry  to  deprive  us  of  her  sooie^, 
she  shall  be  conveyed  hither  without  delay.  We 
will  then,  at  a  convenient  moment,  seek  an 
interview  with  the  royal  Henry :  do  not  think 
of  fixing  any  vety  eariy  period.'* 

'*The  Dewines  bade  me  not  return  till  an 
early  day  was  named,"  observed  Ap  Dafydd. 

The  Duke  of  Bedford  looked  somewhat 
disappointed,  and  replied:-*- 

"If  Kynfin  it  must  be  so,  I  will  give  you 
an  answer  in  the  morning.  Perhaps,  when 
we  have  you  secure  in  the  palace,  you  will  think 
better  of  it ;  you  must  not  carry  finom  us  the 
sweetest  flower  in  Cambria,  till  we  have  at  leaat 
inhaled  some  of  its  sweetness." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

A  Palatial  Castle — Court  Sceues — Rojal  Wayerings — 
The  Petition — Home  Desires* 

This  daughter  of  Harlech,  the  enthusiastic 
maid  of  a  wild  .mountaia  hornet  now  stood 
within  the  palatial  walls  of  Windsor.  The 
Saxon  beauties  gazed  upon  the  fair  Cambrian 
with  envious  eyes,  not  untinctured  with  jealousy. 
Her  elegant  form  appeared  to  great  advantage 
in  the  fashionable  costume  of  the  court :  it  had 
been  presented  to  her  by  Jasper  of  Hatfield,  or, 
more  correctly,  the  Duke  of  Bedford.  The 
flowing  robe  and  the  pale  blue  satin  petticoat 
richly  embroidered,  and  chastely  trimmed  with 
costly  point  lace  and  silver  knots,  were  striking- 


U  hk  appfebeo- 

defotioD  to 

how  die  had 

she  hated  a 

the  oueI  Torkistt, 

fortakiiig 


relaiiied  them  in 
she  did  not  think 
pwdiyosition,  since 
for  roving  over 


GLADYS   OP   HAKLECH.  277 

her  native  mountaiDS,  and  felt  the  same 
pleasure  at  standing  upon  the  brink  of  a 
precipice  as  she  did  when  a  child. 

In  animated  conversation,  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  passed  on  through  the  crowd  of 
gentlemen  of  the  bed-chamber  and  the  royal 
household,  who  gazed  with  admiration  upon  the 
loveliness  of  the  kinswoman  of  the  Duke  of 
Bedford.  There  was  one  eager  face  beyond  the 
rest  that  bent  forward  to  look  upon  her  features, 
and  then  fell  back  against  a  pillar  for  support ; 
his  countenance  assuming  a  pallid  hue,  his 
limbs  in  tremor.  There  seemed  a  weight  of 
blbod  pressing  upon  his  heart.  He  became 
insensible  to  all  else  passing  around  him;  he 
saw  only  Gladys;  he  heard  the  music  of  her 
voice  alone,  and  then  placing  his  hands  against 
his  forehead,  he  stood  with  his  face  to  the 
pillar,  mute  and  mouooless  as  a  statue. 

Well  was  it  that  the  daughter  of  Harlech 
did  not  observe  that  face,  nor  encounter  its 
gaze.  Well  was  it,  that  she  was  spared  so  sad 
a  trial.     She  passed  on,  unconscious  of  the  pang 
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which  she  was  inflieting  upon  a  heart  that 
atin  as  dear  to  her  as  ever. 

She  now  entered  the  royal  apartmentSy  ffled 
#ith  more  than  their  usual  brilHan^  of  betuty 
and  rank.  She  was  reeeived  by  the  King  and 
the  Duke  of  Bedford  with  every  demonatrattoii 
of  satisftu^on  and  pleasure.  The  King  uitro- 
duded  her  to  his  mother,  the  amiaUe  GouDttts 
iff  Riditnondy  and  to  several  other  distiogaiabed 
ladies  of  the  court. 

A  grabd  entertainment  was  given  at  the 
palace  the  same  evening,  and  several  others 
succeeded.  Gladys  felt  bewiM^ed  at  the  gay 
and  glittering  scenes  around  her. 

Old  courtiers  and  young  thronged  to  lavish 
their  attentions  upon  one  so  honoured  by  the 
King,  and  so  lovely  in  person;  crow<fii^ 
around  her  to  glance  at  the  daughter  rf 
Merioneth*  whose  beauty  was  without  an  eqaal 
.at  the  conrt  of  King  Henry.     The  Counters  of 

^  The  daughters  of  Merioneth  were  proverbial  for 
their  beautj,  and  are  so  to  this  daj.  The  bards  have 
been  profuse  in  their  panegyrics. 
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Richmond  distinguished  herself  by  her  kindness 
to  the  orphan  in  a  strange  land,  and  took  her 
under  her  especial  protection.  The  Duke  of 
Bedford  and  the  Earl  of  Oxfcnrd  never  ceased 
their  attentions,  and  were  ^ver  at  hand  to  help 
her  in  every  diflSculty  that  ignorance  of  eti- 
quette might  otherwise  occasion. 

A  few  days  after  the  arrival  of  Gladys  at  the 
pilace,  King  Henry  demanded  the  presence  of 
the  daughter  of  Harlech  and  best  uncle.  This 
was  a  moment  of  considerable  anxiety  on  her 
part,  as  she  was  introduced  leaning  upon  the  arm 
of  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  and  thus  she  passed  on 
from  room  to  room,  as  far  as  the  King's  private 
apartments.  The  Diike  felt  her  hand  tremUe, 
and  observed  the  colour  rise  upon  her  cheeks ; 
with  the  same  warm  and  generous  heart  h 
always  displayed,  he  raised  her  spirit,  assuring 
her  that  as  long  as  he  could  befriend  her  she 
had  nothing  to  fear.  The  charter  she  had 
exacted,  might  cause  some  division  in  the 
cabinet,  it  was  a  question  that  would  necessarily 
demand  consideration;  there   would   be  delay 
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before  it  was  properly  engrossed  and  signed, 
but  all  be  assured  her  would  be  finally  arranged 
to  her  satisfaction^  the  promise  fulfilled,  and 
her  hopes  realized 

After  passing  through  several  anticbambers 
and  encountering  many  pages  and  sentinels, 
Kynfin  Tudor  had  scarcely  whispered  a  few 
words  of  comfort  to  Gladys,  before  they  found 
themselves  in  the  presence  of  his  Highness.  The 
monarch  appeared,  as  they  entered,  to  be  engaged 
in  some  state  matters  with  his  step-father  Lord 
Stanley,  the  Earl  of  Derby,  Willoughby,  Lord 
Brooke,  and  Cheyney. 

"  We  will  defer  this  subject  to  a  more  con- 
venient time,"  said  the  King.  Immediately 
afterwards  Lord  Brooke  and  Cheyney  with- 
drew. 

**  Please  your  Highness  I  have  brought  the 
daughter  of  Harlech  according  to  your 
command,"  said  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  ad- 
vancing and  leading  the  maiden  by  the  hand 
towards  the  King  who  was  sitting  in  state. 

**  I  trow  you  have  done  weU,  worthy  unde,*' 
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answered  the  mooarch,  carryiDg  an  expression 
upon  bis  features  which  did  not  exactly  agree 
with  his  words.  Kynfin  Tudor's  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  royal  countenance,  and  the 
words  of  the  Lady  of  G^t  came  into  his  mind. 
*' Henry  the  Seventh,  monarch  of  that  name, 
is  no  longer  Henry  of  Richmond,  the  heart  of  a 
Lancaster  is  departing  from  him/' 

The  King's  face  was  overshadowed;  it 
seemed  an  effort  when  he  observed  with  a  voice 
of  assumed  cheerfulness: — 

"Welcome,  fair  daughter  of  Harlech,  you 
have  acted  in  accordance  with  my  words 
delivered  to  you  in  the  pavilion  of  the  chateau 
in  Britany  years  ago,  I  requested  you  to  come 
in  person  to  claim  my  promise.  Methinks,  the  fair 
maiden  of  Cambria  is  in  some  haste  to  be 
restored  to  her  rights :  it  matters  not,  as  it  is 
your  wish,  we  will  this  day  install  you  as 
keeper  of  our  castle  of  Harlech,  the  impreg- 
nable key  of  North  Wales.  With  it  we  restore 
you  the  broad  acres  of  your  inheritance,  which 
on  the  side  of  your  mother  we  find  have  been 
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aocumulating  to  a  large  amoant  May  the  fiur 
heiress  long  enjoy  her  possessions^and  be  a  oomfiort 
and  blessing  to  her  people.  These  are  my  sincere 
desires." 

Gladys  threw  herself  upon  her  knees  before 
the  King,  and  with  peculiar  grace  and  propristy 
of  language  expressed  her  gratitude ;  but  then 
hung  still  an  anxious  shade  over  her  features ; 
she  felt  a  misgiving  at  her  heart.  The  mo* 
nardi*8  voice  had  ceased,  and  not  a  word  about 
the  promised  charter  had  be^a  spoken,  no 
allusion  was  made  to  the  scroll  which  she  held 
in  her  hand.  What  would  her  castle  and  her 
broad  acres  be  to  her  without  the  emancipatioa 
of  her  people  ?  How  could  she  ever  retuni  to 
them,  without  the  document  of  which  she  had 
promised  to  be  the  bearer  ?  She  cast,  at  the 
same  time,  furtive  glances  at  the  Duke  of  Bed- 
ford and  her  uncle,  feeling  an  overpoweiing 
anxiety  and  zeal  in  the  good  cause  of  her 
people.  The  injunctions  of  the  prophetess,  too^ 
came  sounding  in  her  ears.  She  clasped  her 
hands  together,  and  in  a  tone  of  supplicatioB 
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entreated  his  Highness,  not  to  be  displeased  with 
her  for  reminding  him,  that  in  restoring  her  to 
her  property,  he  was  only  fulfilling  a  part  of 
the  promise  he  had  made  to  her  oh  that 
memorable  day  in  France,  and  she  pre£(ented 
him  with  the  paper  containing  the  ciphered 
promise. 

*•  Troth  !  fair  daughter  of  Harlech,  keeper  of 
tny  stronghold,  this  had  nigh  escaped  in^ 
tnemory,"  said  the  King  perusing  the  paper 
with  apparent  eagerness  and  curiosity.  ''Our 
council  must  take  this  into  consideration. 
Yes,  yes,  it  is  true  our  good  people  in  CambriA 
hare  suffered  deeply  from  the  Saxon  yoke. 
We  will  endeavour  to  restore  them,  as  we  have 
restored  their  fair  pleader,  to  their  just  rights.'' 

Gladys  looked  earnestly  in  the  King's  face : 
she  did  not  feel  satisfied  with  the  royal  words 
or  manner.  Again  the  injunctions  of  the 
))rophete8S  of  GSst  flashed  across  her  mind,  she 
felt  she  must  be  firm,  or  the  charter  would 
remain  suspended,  and  her  people  continue  in 
bondage. 
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"PardoD  me,  please  your  Highoess,  but  it 
may  perchance  have  escaped  your  Highness* 
recollection,  that  I  was  to  he  the  bearer  of  the 
charter  to  my  people,  I  cannot  return  home 
without  it|  I  dare  not  meet  my  people,  fen* 
they  know  of  the  royal  promise  of  Henry  of 
Richmond;"  resumed  Gladys,  her  voice  sink- 
ing into  a  whisper,  and  a  deep  blush  mantling 
her  cheeks.  "  Let  me  entreat  your  Highness  to 
take  the  matter  into  your  royal  consideration 
without  delay,  that  my  people  may  feast  their 
eyes  upon  that  charter  with  the  great  seal  which 
is  to  free  them  from  the  Saxon  yoke.  The 
hearts  in  Cambria  beat  warm  for  their  royal 
master;  the  hearts  in  Cambria  will  ever  be 
devoted  and  grateful  to  their  sovereign,  one  of 
their  own  soil,  one  of  their  flesh  and  blood." 

The  gentle  tones  of  the  maiden,  the  charm* 
ing  expression  of  her  countenance,  and  her 
graceful  air,  gained  the  hearts  of  all  present  in 
favour  of  her  petition,  and  all  more  or  less 
sympathized  with  the  fair  pleader. 

''It  is  impossible  your  Highness  can  refuse 
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fiuch  sweet  tones  of  eDtreaty/'  whispered  toe 
Duke  of  Bedford  to  his  royal  nephew. 
'*  Release  this  flower  of  Cambria  with  a  word  of 
comfort."  The  Countess  of  Richmond,  also, 
spoke  to  the  King  in  her  favour,  who  replied  to 
the  fair  petitioner : — 

**  In  the  presence  of  these  present,  com- 
posing a  part  of  my  court,  I  make  my  royal 
declaration  that  the  charter  shall  be  engrossed 
and  signed  with  as  little  delay  as  possible,'^ 
replied  the  King,  raising  the  beautiful  petitioner 
from  her  knees,  and  placing  a  costly  bracelet 
around  her  arm.  **  In  the  interim,"  continued 
the  monarch,  ''  I  hope  she  will  continue  to 
grace  our  court  with  her  presence.  It  is 
further  the  royal  wish,  that  the  fair  keeper  of 
Harlech  should  bestow  her  hand  upon  some  one 
of  the  noble  gentlemen  in  the  royal  household, 
methinks  the  fair  keeper  will  require  a  help- 
mate to  retain  the  strong  walls  of  Harlech 
against  our  enemies,  if  any  such  again  appear 
before  them." 

The  colour  faded  from  the  cheeks  of  Gladys, 
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With  a  look  of  surprise  and  apprehensioii  sbe 
i)9p|ied: — 

^'  May  it  please  your  Highness  not  to  esaol 
that  wish,  my  unde  Kyjifia  will  afford  me  all 
i^Ci  wL  I  r^uire  iu  protecting  the  walb  of 
Harlech :  your  Highness  may  be  assured  ibem 
wijl  be  no  cause  for  complaint'' 

"  The  fiir  keeper  of  Harlech  must  not  rd|y 
Dpon  her  worti^  unde,"  replied  Henry.  **  We 
haye  a  post  in  reserve  for  him,  his  feats  of 
archery  in  thiQ  wild  woods  of  Brita^y  have  made 
too  deep  an  impression  upon  my  memoiy  to  per-* 
mit|  in  my  present  position,  such  skiU  to  remain 
U3eIo$s  to  the  i^ation^  We  are  about  to  estalK 
fish  a  strong  guard  of  archers  near  our  person, 
I  kpow  of  none  so  deserving  or  so  well  calcor 
lat^  to  fill  the  d^tinguished  office  of  their 
oomroander,  as  Eynfin  Tudor.  You  will 
receive  the  appointment  of  their  commander-in- 
chief  very  shortly.'* 

The  nomination  fell  upon  the  ears  of  Kynfin 
and  his  niece  like  tidings  of  some  great  eviL  The 
desired  period  of  their  restoration  for  so  bi|g  a 
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tine  to  the  home  of  their  auoestors^  every  plan 
of  their  future  happiness  to  be  shared  together 
was  thus  abortive.  No  thoughts  of  separatioa 
seemed  to  have  intruded  upon  their  minds. 
The  King's  words,  therefore,  were  painfully  re** 
oeived  by  both. 

^My  Mr  kinswoman  must  not  look  so 
distressed/'  said  the  sympathizing  Duke  of 
Bedford,  taking  Gladys  by  the  hand  and  lead* 
ing  her  aside.  "Is  your  uncle's  society  so 
necessary  to  you,  that  you  cannot  be  happy 
without  him,  nor  bestow  your  affections  and 
band  upon  a  helpmate  ?** 

**Your  Grace  is  already  aware  that,  tiU  of 
late,  my  unde's  life  has  been  darkened  by 
trouble,''  replied  the  maiden,  "  and  just  as  I  am 
able  to  make  his  sad  heart  happy,  inestimable 
parent  as  he  has  been  to  me^  it  will  be  a  bitter  and 
hard  struggle  for  us  to  part  It  is  a  suddfi^ 
and  unexpected  mortification^"  concluded 
Grkdys  with  a  trembling  voioe^  while  tears  fell 
ftom  her  eyes.  **  Do  pray  intercede  for  us  my 
Lord  Duke,  do  not  let  my   uacle'&  brow  be 
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again  overshadowed;  the  restoration  to  my 
tights  will  fiul  in  making  me  happy  when  I 
know  he  is  wretched." 

"  The  daughter  of  Harlech's  happiness  shall 
not  be  interfered  with ;  the  happy  restoration  to 
the  home  of  her  forefathers  shall  not,  by  my 
troth,  be  darkened  so  long  as  Jasper  of  Hat- 
hdd  stands  near  the  royal  person,"  exclaimed 
the  old  courtier  with  great  warmth  and  ani- 
mation, 'Met  us  only  have  a  little  patience." 
He  sealed  the  pledge  he  had  given  by  kissing 
her  hand. 

They  were  delayed  in  the  King's  household 
some  time,  on  account  of  the  charter  not  being 
completed.  Gladys  began  to  grow  weary  of  the 
gay  scene,  she  longed  to  be  where  her  heart 
was,  in  Cambria,  surrounded  by  her  people,  she 
grew  impatient  to  stand  upon  the  battlements  of 
Harlech  once  more,  and  to  see  her  beloved 
grandmother  seated  in  the  great  hall  of  the 
castle  again.  She  thought  of  her  friend  Jac- 
queline, and  what  happiness  it  would  be  to 
welcome  her  to  her  home.     She  felt  isolated 
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from  her  uncle  and  the  quiet  intercourse  she 
loved :  and  became  weary  of  King  Henry's 
glittering  halls,  the  fawning  parasites  of  the 
court,  the  flattering  insincerity  of  the  courtiers, 
and  the  perpetual  dissipation  surrounding  her. 
She  longed  to  stand  again  knee-deep  among 
the  purple  heather  of  her  native  hill  sides,  to 
listen  to  the  browsing  of  the  deer  and  the 
bleating  of  the  sheep,  the  dashing  of  the  ca- 
taracts or  the  roaring  of  the  wind  as  it  lifts 
the  foam  crested  waves,  and  dashes  them  into 
spray  among  the  rocks;  she  longed  again  to 
rest  her  eyes  from  the  place  of  her  repose  upon 
the  deep  blue  waters  of  her  native  bay. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

The  Sleeper  Interrapted— A  Midnight  Adrentiire — The 

Confeerion. 

Thb  revelry  in  the  royal  banquettang  halls  had 
not  ceased  when  Kynfin  Tudor  secretly  with- 
drew to  his  diamber.  He  had  passed  a  day 
of  bustle  and  anxiety,  and  was  weary  like  his 
niece,  though  the  gay  scenes  of  a  court  were  not 
new  to  him  as  they  were  to  her,  for  the  palaces 
of  Windsor,  Westminster,  and  the  Tower  had 
long  been  familiar  to  him.  He  was  satiated  and 
fatigued,  and  threw  himself  upon  his  bed  with 
a  long  drawn  sigh.  The  lamp  he  had  left  upon 
the  table  flickered,  giving  symptoms  of  an  ex- 
piring flam^  and  causing  dark  ghostly  shadows  in 
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the  remoter  parts  of  the  ample  room  ia  which 
belay.  His  eyes  were  fixed  upon  the- arras,  till 
he  fancied  it  moved,  and  the  figures  of  its 
horsemen  and  men  at  arms  seemed  coming 
down  from  the  walls  and  approaching  his  bed. 

Soon  afterwards  sleep  drew  its  curtain  over 
his  eyes,  and  he  dropped  into  a  heavy  slumber. 
How  long  he  had  thus  slumbered  he  was  not 
aware,  before  he  was  aroused  by  a  strange 
noise,  from  what  quarter  he  could  not  divine. 
Starting  up  he  beheld  the  bright  beams  of  the 
moon  shining  in  through  his  window,  and 
discovered  the  gaunt  figure  of  the  prophetess  of 
G^t  in  the  middle  of  the  apartment.  She 
approached  him,  and  exclaimed  : — 

"  Son  of  Harlech,  you  heavy  slumberer,  arise  ! 
arise !"  and  with  a  gesture  of  impatience  she 
continued,  "  I  will  be  here  again  quickly.  Be 
ready  for  me  !"  She  then  disappeared  behind  the 
arras. 

Startled  as  he  was,  Kynfin  did  not  take  long 
to  prepare  himself:  and  soon  afterwards  the  Lady 
of  G6st  reappeared  with  a  lantern  in  her  hand. 

o  2 
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"  What  is  it  you  want  with  me  at  this  hour 
good  mother  ?"  said  Kynfin  Tudor  facing  his 
mysterious  visitor  and  telling  her  that  he  was 
ready. 

"  Whist !  whist !  babbler/'  cried  the  Lady  of 
G6st  in  an  under  tone,  beckoning  htm  at  the 
same  time  to  follow  her  through  a  secret  door 
behind  the  tapestry  which  she  opened. 

"  Step  softly,  don't  beat  your  foot  like  a 
clown,"  muttered  the  Dewines,  pursuing  her 
way  in  haste  through  long  galleries  and  cold 
cheerless  looking  apartments  till  they  reached  a 
flight  of  steps.  Pausing  for  a  moment,  and 
holding  up  a  bunch  of  keys  to  the  light  she 
('xamined  them,  and  found  the  one  she  sought 
The  moment  she  had  unlocked  the  last  door 
that  intercepted  their  progress,  she  dashed  the 
lantern  passionately  '  upon  the  ground  and 
placed  her  foot  upon  the  light.  They  now 
stood  without  the  gates  of  the  Castle  of 
Windsor. 

"  Speed,  speed,"  cried  the  Dei^ines ;  speed 
was  a  favourite  word  of  the  Lady  of  G6st.     In 
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this  instance  she  repeated  it  with  tenfold 
emphasis,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  and 
hurrying  oo  with  such  fearful  strides  that 
Kynfin,  fleet  of  foot  as  he  was,  found  it  no  easy 
task  to  keep  up  with  her. 

Where  the  Dewines  was  taking  him,  and 
what  object  she  had  in  view  he  was  wholly 
ignorant.  A  profound  silence  was  observed 
the  whole  way,  save  when  her  companion 
lingered  a  little,  and  then  she  repeated  the 
words  "  speed !  speed  !"  The  forest  of  Windsor 
was  entered,  and  Kynfin  was  led  along  a 
narrow  unbeaten  track,  the  Dewines  looking 
occasionally  behind  her.  The  wind  roared  and 
whistled  through  the  ancient  oaks,  the  scat- 
tered clouds  were  driven  along  the  heavens 
with  whirlwind  rapidity,  now  concealing,  then 
revealing  the  moon's  pale  orb,  now  darkened 
partially,  and  then  with  fitful  gleams,  shining 
forth  with  redoubled  brightness. 

Kynfin's  mind  was  busy  thinking  of  his 
strange  coaductress^  and  how  far  she  intended 
to  lead  him,  whco  she  suddenly  stopped,  and 
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turnmg  round,  hdd  out  her  arm  at  full  lengdi 
to  impede  his  progress. 

"  Son  of  Harlech,"  she  cried,  "  have  you  the 
papers  which  your  brother's  widow  instrusted 
to  your  charge  ?" 

Ap  Dafydd  started  at  the  question  and 
replied : — 

*'No,  good  mother,  I  gave  them  to  the 
King,  and  in  the  first  instance  he  told  the 
daughter  of  Harlech,  that  she  should  claim  hor 
mother's  estates;  but  now  he  has  scruples  oo 
account  of  our  not  being  able  to  prove  the 
marriage,  and  he  doubts  if  he  can  reserve  theai. 
The  Duke  of  Bedford  had  words  with  him,  and 
he  was  warm  in  the  maiden's  cause,  while  the 
countenance  of  the  King  was  overshadowed." 

*'  The  heart  of  a  Lancaster  is  departmg  bom 
him,"  muttered  the  Dewines  swingbg  hor 
matted  switch  over  her  head,  ''  he  doubts ;  and 
he  doubts  where  there  is  no  foundation.  I 
kucw  it  would  be  so,  he  is  a  miser,  he  loves 
money  obtained  by  any  means,  he  has  the  devil 
of  avarice.    He  will  keep  back  the  estates  if  lie 
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can  firame  an  excuse — you  hear — dost  thou  heed 
me.  The  marriage  must  and  shall  be  im)ved, 
aye^  it  shaH  be  proved.  The  fair  Saxon  lily 
was  lawfully  wedded  to  that  generous,  and 
DoUe  heart,  handsome  youth  of  Cambria." 
With  these  words  ''speed,  speed,"  she  again 
rushed  forward  with  greater  impetuosity  than 
before,  nor  did  she  halt  till  she  readied  a  small 
low  thatched  cottage.  Kynfin  out  of  breath 
and  quite  bewildered,  fcdlowed  dose  to  his 
mysterious  companion,  who  ever  and  anon  was 
cramming  her  fingers  into  her  mouth,  and 
making  the  moat  uncouth  sounds  dose  up 
against  the  window.  Again  and  agdn,  she 
repeated  the  noises. 

At  length  a  step  was  heard,  the  door  was 
suddenly  thrown  open,  and  the  moonbeams 
shone  full  upon  m  tdl  bony  youth  with  a 
akin  of  siddy  hue^  and  pale  ydlow  lank  hair 
hSUjog  over  his  uodad  ahodderib 

''Hal  hat  idiot r  shrieked  the  Dewines,  on 
perceiving  that  he  shrank  faoMk  from  the 
atimngcr.     "  Does  the  sprit  of  the  holy  fiither 
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jH  inhabil  its  mooldeni^  day-built  tenemeDt — 
DO,  hajt  doitr 

"No,  yes,  do,  he  is  not  dead  yet,"  stnttered 
the  hd  with  fear  and  tremUing,  as  not  know- 
ing acucdy  what  he  was  about,  he  stumbled 
over  a  stod  in  getting  out  of  her  way  and  then 
fen  flat  upon  the  floor. 

'^Timeroos  idiot  1  Heed  him  not,  son  of 
Harlech,''  cried  the  Dewines,  as  Kynfin  was 
about  to  render  him  assistance. 

Then  seizing  her  companion  by  the  aim  she 
drew  him  into  a  small  side  room,  dimly  lighted 
by  a  giimmering  lamp  suspended  against  the 
walL 

^'Holy  Father  we  are  come,"  cried  the 
Dewines  approaching  a  narrow  bed.  **  Behold 
the  brother  of  Tudor  Ap  Dafydd,  that  noUe, 
generous  hearted  youth  of  Cambria." 

''Santa  Maria!  Holy  mother  have  merqr 
on  me,  sin  I  sin  1  sin !  sin  I"  muttered  the 
monk,  dasping  his  shrivelled  hands  together, 
not  aware  that  any  one  was  present 

Again  the  prophetess  of  G^  repeated  the 
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same  words,  this  time  stooping  over  the  bed 
and  shouting  them  in  his  ear:  the  sick  man 
then  opened  his  eyes  and  with  a  strange  ex- 
pression looked  her  full  in  the  face." 

"  Whither !  whither !"  cried  he,  "  bring  the 
light  and  I  will  look  upon  his  countenance." 

The  lamp  was  then  held  up  before  Ap 
Dafydd,  who  had  been  pulled  forward  by  the 
Dewines.     The  monk's  eyes  met  his  own. 

'^  I  would  have  seen  thee  years  gone  by, 
Kynfin  son  of  the  Harlech  chief/'  said  the  old 
man  catching  him  by  the  hand,  ^  I  have  long 
had  somewhat  to  say  unto  thee,  I  have  not 
kept  my  promise  to  the  Cambrian  youth.  It 
is  too  late,  I  am  suffocating,  I  am  dying/'  A 
violent  fit  of  coughing  choked  his  utterance,  and 
for  some  moments  he  appeared  to  be  strangling. 

The  lady  of  Gtet  hastily  quitted  the  room, 
and  on  her  reappearance  she  had  a  bottle  and 
drinking  horn  in  her  hand« 

**  Holy  Father  take  this,"  she  shouted  in  his 
ear  holding  the  vessd  to  his  lips,  ^  It  will  ease 
your  throaty  and  do  your  stomach  good." 

o  3 
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"  Poison  1  poison  1"  muttered  tbe  monk 
shuddering  violently  and  pushing  the  drinking 
horn  from  his  lips.  *'  Woman,  let  not  thy  evfl 
spirit  disturb  my  last  hour,  thou  mightest  have 
spared  thyself  this  crime.  Sin  I  sin  1  sin !" 
and  again  his  shrivelled  hands  and  bony  fingere 
were  clasped  together  in  the  same  attitude  as 
before. 

*'Fool!  madman  I  drivelling  dotard  I"  vo- 
ciferated the  Lady  of  G^t,  drawing  hersdf  up 
erect,  and  dashing  the  cup  of  cordial  to  the 
further  end  of  the  room.  '*Yes,  madman, 
worse  than  madman,  drivelling  dotard  1  foulest 
of  sinners,  it  is  thy  last  hour ;  thou  mayest  thank 
me  that  it  did  not  come  before ;  that  thou  wert 
not  hung  like  a  dog  for  the  crimes  that  have  been 
visited  upon  us,  thou  ungrateful  wretch  1  thou 
wolf  in  sheep's  clothing !  thou  demon  of  another 
world  1  Poison,  indeed  I  poison  1  when  my 
object  would  have  been  ruined  by  it ;  ha !  ha ! 
thou  ungrateful  wretch  !''  with  three  strides 
across  the  room  she  then  dashed  through  the 
doorway,    slamming  it  behind  her  with  such 
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violeDce  that  the  orazzy  oottage  shook  to  its 
foundation. 

If  Kyn6n  Tudor's  astonbhment  was  greati  he 
felt  still  more  so  the  strangeness  of  his  position. 
There  he  stood  over  the  bed,  with  the  lamp  in 
his  handy  listening  to  the  groans  of  the  sick 
monk.  A  thousand  strange  thoughts  flashed 
across  his  mmd.  He  endeavoured  to  rouse  the 
old  man  to  whatever  promise  he  had  to  fulfil ;  for 
it  was  evident  that  promise  was  connected  with 
his  brother's  marriage.  It  was  all  important  that 
he  should  obtain  it,  but  he  still  failed  in  his 
attempts.  To  give  the  sick  man  something 
seemed  necessary,  and  Ap  Dafydd  turned 
himself  to  look  for  the  lad,  whom  he  had  seen 
upon  his  first  entrance,  and  immediately  went 
in  search  of  him. 

Seated  on  an   old  trunk   in   the   adjoining 
apartment,  he  discovered  the  youth  fast  asleep. 

'^BoyT*  cried  Kynfin,  shaking  him  by  th 
shouldera,  "  I  want  you  to  give  your  master 
something,  he  is  very  ill  ?** 

"Dying,  yes  dying,  the  woman  said  so," 
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muttered  the  youth,  buiyiug  his  knuckles  in 
his  hollow  eyes,  looking  more  asleep  than 
awake,  and  more  stupid  than  if  he  were  whoDy 
either, 

"Come,  come,  rouse  yourself,*'  said  Ap 
Dafydd  with  some  impatience  ''Have  you 
nothing  to  give  the  Holy  Father — does  he  not 
take  something  ?" 

"Yes — no — ^yes!  Stop,  this  is  what  we 
give  him  when  he  is  very  bad,''  replied  the  boy 
at  last,  staggering  across  the  kitchen,  and 
reaching  down  a  bottle  from  a  shelf;  ''you 
must  not  give  him  too  much." 

"  Come  yourself,  you  shall  administer  it  to 
him,  while  I  hold  the  light,"  said  Ap  Dafydd, 
dragging  the  youth  by  force  into  the  sick  man's 
chamber.  In  a  short  time,  the  cordial  was 
poured  down  the  monk's  throat,  and  he 
quickly  began  to  revive,  inquiring  in  a  voice 
of  terror,  "  Is  she  there  ?" 

"  She  is  gone,"  said  Ap  Dafydd,  leaning  over 
his  bed.  "  There  is  none  here,  but  the  son  of 
the  Welsh  chief." 
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"  Listen  to  me,  then,  listen  to  me,  my  son !'' 
cried  the  sick  monk,  clawing  the  bed-clothes, 
and  blinking  with  his  red-shot  eyes.  "  It  was 
I  who  married  the  handsome  Cambrian  youth 
to  the  fair  13y  of  the  court  of  King  Henry  VI. 
It  was  in  this  house  they  were  united,  in  the 
presence  of  that  woman,  who  aided  them  in 
everything.  It  is  she  who  has  been  tormenting 
me  many  days  past,  for  the  due  of  the  document 
which  affords  evidence  of  their  marriage.  I 
would  not  give  it  her.  I  promised  Tudor,  son 
of  the  Welsh  chief,  I  would,  in  case  of  his 
demise,  place  it  in  your  hands,  the  hands  of 
his  brother.  That  promise  I  have  neglected — 
it  troubles  me.  It  lies  there  in  that  trunk. 
Kynfin,  brother  of  Tudor,  you  will  find  it, 
here  is  the  key." 

''That  is  to  the  purpose,''  ejaculated  Ap 
Dafydd,  "  but  tell  me,  is  that  woman  any  way 
connected  with  my  brother's  widow  ?" 

"  Yes !"  cried  the  monk,  drawing  his  hand 
over  his  face,  "  her  daughter  was  the  foster- 
mother  of  thy  brother's  widow.     Speak  no  more 
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of  the  woman  who  brought  thee  here,  she  was 
Bridget  of  Windsor.  It  troubles  my  soul» 
sin  I  SID  I  sin  1  Oh,  Santa  Maria  I  saTe  my 
soul !  ease  my  soul  in  purgatofy,  sin,  sin,  sin !" 

"  Is  there  no  one  of  the  Holy  brethren  near, 
Father ;  would  you  not  like  to  confess  ?"  said 
Kynfin,  concerned  at  the  troubled  state  of  die 
dying  man,  who  continued  clutching  at  the 
bed-dothes,  uttering  deep  groans,  and  ap* 
pearing  to  grow  weaker  and  weaken 

"Yes,  Holy  brother,  come  near  me  Let 
me  confess — let  me  confess  before  my  soul  m 
in  purgatory.  Holy  brother,  buy  my  sins,  buy 
my  sins !"  cried  the  monk  frantically  clasping  his 
hands,  and  looking  towards  Kynfin,  whom  in 
his  distracted  state,  he  sow  took  for  a  brother  of 
his  order.  "  It  was  I  who  delivered  up  the 
innocents.  Why  did  I  commit  so  foul  a 
crime?  Why,  Bridget  of  Windsor,  did  I 
take  thy  innocent  child,  and  sacrifice  her  to  the 
young  Lord  of  Fauoonbridge,  so  tender  in 
years  as  she  was,  and  so  beautiful.  What 
expiation  can    I    make    for    that?    Another 
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crime  I  worse---blood,  I  spQled  blood!  Bx« 
oommunicate  me  not  I  Bridget's  cries  ^ere  ever 
sounding  in  my  ears,  Bridget's  curses  were 
suspended  over  me.  I  had  no  peace,  she  came 
to  me  and  said  if  I  would  aid  to  save  her 
grandson,  Fauconbridge  from  the  block,  she 
would  cease  from  haunting  me  with  her  curses. 
She  would  leave  me  to  my  remorse.  I  con- 
sented :  Holy  brother  I  consented,  to  deliver  up 
a  victim  to  the  crown,  my  own  sister's  son  in 
place  of  her  grandson,  Thomas  NeVil,  the  child 
of  Bridget's  daughter.  The  girl  I  stole  from 
the  widow  and  gave  to  the  gay  young  Lord  of 
Fauconbridge.  Santa  Maria  1  forgive  me. 
Holy  saints,  forgive  me— sin  I  sin  1  sin  ! 
puigatory  1  eternity  1"  The  dying  monk's 
heart  palpitated,  then  beat  only  at  mtervals,  his 
jaw  rose  and  fell,  the  death  rattle  came  into  his 
throat;  and  the  still  chamber  was  filled  with 
that  sound  of  death  more  bud  than  it  usually 
waits  upon  expiring  nature. 

Kynfin  contemplated  the  frightful  spectacle 
like  a  statue.      The  monk's  confession  had 
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Startled  him.  A  veil  was  drawn  from  before 
his  eyes.  The  Dewines  was  the  rover's  grand- 
mother ;  the  foster  mother  of  his  Aliano  bad 
been  her  daughter.  AU  the  bygone  words  and 
actions  which  the  Lady  of  G6st  had  said  and 
done  so  unaccountable  io  themselves,  now 
came  into  his  mind  with  their  motives.  He 
approached  the  trunk  to  which  the  monk  had 
referred  him,  and  raising  the  lid  began  to  search 
for  the  desired  paper.  Packet  after  packet, 
endorsed  with  the  name,  '  Bridget  of  Windsor  * 
attracted  his  attention.  After  he  had  secured 
the  testimony  of  his  brother's  marriage,  he 
leaned  over  the  chest  indulging  his  curiosity. 
He  discovered  that  Bridget  was  the  widow  of  a 
canon ;  that  the  rover's  mother  had  fallen  a 
victim  to  the  Duchess  of  York,  whose  son,  the 
Duke  of  Gloucester,  had  taken  a  prominent 
part  in  the  mysterious  circumstances  connected 
with  the  history  of  the  unfortunate  girL  A 
correspondence  between  Sir  Gilbert  and  the 
Duchess  of  York,  also  fell  under  Kynfin's  ^es* 
revealing  all   the  particulars  of    the   keeper^s 
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baseness,  and  coDfirming  Dhu's  statement  to 
Roderike  on  the  night  of  the  murder. 

Ap  Dafydd  was  employed  in  the  perusal  of 
these  papers,  when  the  Lady  of  GSst  suddenly 
re*appeared. 

'*  Hold,  hold  !  son  of  Harlech  I"  cried  she  in 
an  angry  tone,  "  how  darest  thou  read  those 
papers?  How  darest  thou  go  to  thaf  chest, 
thou  vile  meddler  ?" 

*^  The  monk  bid  me,  good  mother,"  replied 
Kynfin,rising  with  some  confusion  from  his  knees. 

"Have  you  the  paper  of  your  brother's 
marriage  ?"  she  inquired  with  impatience. 

When  Kynfin  answered  in  the  affirmative, 
she  passed  on  towards  the  bed  where  the  monk 
now  reposed  in  death. 

"  Dead  !  dead !"  she  repeated,  placing  her 
palm  upon  his  forehead,  and  lifting  up  his 
stiffening  hands,  "  give  me  a  light  1"  cried  the 
Lady  of  GSst.  Then  she  began  to  examine 
the  body  more  minutely,  repeating  again, 
'^deadl  deadl  Paul  Leewood,  thy  troubles 
are  over  in  this  world,  but  not  in  the  next.'' 
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Having  satisfied  herself  ttmt  the  mook  was 
DO  more,  she  hurried  towards  the  chest  Thm 
with  surprising  activity,  she  tossed  out  its 
contents  upon  the  floor,  heapng  upon  them 
pQe  after  pile  of  straw,  litter,  and  every  com- 
bustibk  she  could  find. 

The  son  of  Hariech  watched  her  in  sflenoe, 
not  ooDJecturing  what  her  intention  might  be. 
On  a  sudden  she  snatched  the  lamp  fix)m  his 
hand,  and  placed  it  in  the  miscellaneous  heap. 
The  straw  immediately  caught  fire.  The 
higher  the  flames  rose,  the  more  the  prophetess 
of  G6st  laughed.  Twice  and  thrice  she  danced 
round  the  burning  pOe,  filling  the  room  with 
shrieks  more  like  those  of  insanity  than  joy  or 
sorrow.  The  smoke  increased.  She  suddenly 
seized  Ap  Dafydd  by  the  arm,  and  dragged  him 
out  of  the  chamber,  through  the  kitchen  into  the 
open, air,  calling  upon  the  yeUow-haired  youth 
to  follow. 

At  a  little  distance  firom  the  cottage,  they  all 
three  stood  watching  the  progress  of  the 
flames,  which  had  already  begun  to  issue  from 
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the  door  and  windows,  and  seize  upon  the 
thatched  roof.  The  Dewines  laughed,  and 
shrieked  alternately.  The  lank  youth  stood 
clinging  to  a  tree  for  support,  his  teeth  chat- 
tering, and  limbs  trembling,  while  the  son  of 
Harlech  was  astounded  from  being  unable  to 
comprehend  events  so  singular  as  were  thus 
suddenly  presented  to  his  attention. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

Chaitcr  Driifcred — A  Sacrifioe  Conrammated-^ 
TW  Bni^bter  of  Harlech  in  its  Halls  again. 


It  was  early  when  the  daughter  of  Harlech 

frtND  her  couch,  aud  offered  up  an  earnest 

pnivr  of  gratitude  to  heaven.     That  day  the 

chvtcr  was  to  be  delivered  into   her   hands; 

frooi  that  day  would  date  the  emancipation  of 

icDow  countrymen,  and  thdr  equality  with 

SaxoD  invaders.     They  had  groaned  under 

ifae  voke  for  more  than   two   centuries:  they 

wffe  now  to  be   upon   an  equality  of  right, 

privilege,   and    law.      What     gladness,    what 

shouts  of  joy  would  resound   throughout  her 

own  rocky    land    at    the    intdligenoe!     The 
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hearts  of  Cambria  would  at  length  be  made 
g^  from  north  to  south,  from  the  west  to  the 
borders.  Her  heart  overflowed  with  unutter- 
able pleasure  at  the  prospect ;  her  conscience 
too  was  at  rest.  Hard  as  the  struggle  had 
been,  she  had  fulfilled  her  duty,  she  had  not 
forsaken  the  determination  she  had  made  in  her 
early  years :  she  was  about  to  be  rewarded,  she 
was  about  to  be  restored  to  the  home  of  her 
forefathers  that  had  been  desolated  by  the 
stranger.  There,  on  that  very  spot,  her 
uncle's  and  grandmother's  hopes  would  meet 
fruition.  Her  people  would  be  secured  in  their 
privileges  on  the  same  footing  as  the  Saxons 
before  the  law :  they  would  be  happy,  and  she 
should  enjoy  the  reflection  of  having  been  the 
instrument  of  so  much  good. 

The  King  had  commanded  the  presence  of 
the  daughter  of  Harlech  at  a  fixed  hour,  as 
soon  as  the  necessary  legal  forms  were  com- 
pleted. Great  interest  was  evinced  on  the 
occasion  of  the  presentation  of  the  charter ;  the 
old  walls  of  Windsor  were  tilled,  every  member 
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of  the  royal  houseboldy  and  many  distinguished 
visb»r8  were  desirous  to  witness  the  presents* 
tion  of  the  document  to  the  favoured  fair  one, 
whose  love  of  her  country  had  been  so  conspi* 
onously  dis{dayed,  and  whose  beauty  had  excited 
80'  much  notoriety  in  a  court,  rsmaricable  for  the 
personal  charms  of  the  fair  dames  who  paid 
homage  to  its  queen. 

Henry  was  sitting  in  r^al  pomp.  Hie 
grand  hall  was  crowded  when  the  daughter  of 
Harlech  made  her  entrance  at  the  side  door, 
accompanied  by  the  Countess  of  Richmond,  and 
several  distinguished  ladies  of  the  court  Lord 
Stanley  and  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  the  Constable 
of  the  Tower  and  Kynfin  Tudor  were  in  her 
train. 

At  this  time,  Gladys  had  just  entered  her 
twenty-fifth  year  being  in  the  prime  of  woman- 
hood and  beauty.  Her  attire  was  chaste, 
simple  and  elegant,  she  was  more  than  beauti- 
ful ;  she  looked  all  radiant.  Some  little  defect 
indeed  seemed  wanting  to  set  off  her  dazzling 
diarms  by  contrast     Her  carriage  was  simple 
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yet  digmfiedi  but  her  simplicity  and  dignity 
Wjere  oaturali  owing  nothing  to  artifice.  Every 
eye  was  turned  upon  her,  and  every  tongue 
involuntarily  whispered,  its  admiration. 

After  the  king  had  greeted  Ins  fair  kinswo- 
imn,  and  paid  her  merited  compliments,  with 
truly  royal  condescension,  the  charter  was  do* 
livered  into  the  hands  of  Lord  Stanley,  and  he 
was  commanded  to  read  it.  This  he  performed 
with  a  dear  and  audible  utterance. 

The  maiden's  eye  never  once  wandered  to- 
wards the  gay  assemblage  around  her,  nor  even 
to  the  throne  itself,  but  remained  fixed  upon 
the  precious  document,  listening  with  attention 
to  every  word  pronounced  by  the  reader  until 
the  whole  was  concluded. 

The  king  then  demanded  if  she  approved  of 
what  had  been  granted,  and  in  reply  expressing 
her  satisfaction,  his  Highness  immediately  signed 
the  document  in  her  presence,  and  that  of  the 
courtiers  at  his  side.  Afterwards  he  presented 
it  to  her  with  a  gracious  smile,  and  the  follow- 
ing r^;al  address : 
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"  Take  this  charter,  fiur  keeper  of  my  for- 
tress of  Harlech,  declare  and  prodaim  it  to  my 
good  people  of  Wales.  May  they  lire  to  eojoy 
the  rights  which  have  so  long  been  withheld 
from  them.  Henceforth,  England  and  Wales 
enjoy  equal  privileges.  Impartial  judgment 
shall  be  dealt  to  both  without  fiivour  or  afiieo* 
tion.  Heart  and  soul  let  England  and  Cambria 
be  united.  Such  fair  Lady  of  Harlech  is  my 
royal  wish,  and  irrevocable  decree.'" 

The  maiden's  heart  overflowed — it  was  too 
full  to  do  more  than  look  her  thanks.  She 
uttered,  indeed,  a  half  intelligible  sentence  of 
acknowledgment.  Overborne  by  delight  she 
pressed  the  charter  passionately  to  her  lips,  and 
then  to  her  heart,  forgetting  for  a  moment  how 
she  was  situated.  It  was  only  a  momentary  im- 
pulse. On  a  sudden,  recollecting  herself,  she 
sank  upon  her  knees  before  the  monarch,  and 
bending  herself  towards  his  footstool  invoked 
a  blessing  upon  his  head.  The  monarch  gently 
raised  her  up,  and  thanked  her  for  the  prayer 
she  had  uttered. 
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There  was  one  in  that  gay  attendant  throng, 
who  feh;  more  interest,  more  admiration  than 
all  the  rest,  and  it  must  be  added  the  most 
dcute  pain,  ^hile  he  bore  himsdf  calmly.     He 
took  not  his  eyes  a  moment  from  the  face  of 
Gladys,   and  beheld  joy  gilding  every  feature 
at  the  all-absorbing  wish  of  her  heart  being  at 
last  realized.     But  for  him,  th&re  was  ne  joy, 
although  he  rejoiced  in   her  happmess.     The 
gratification   of  her  people  stood   before  his; 
it  was  theirs,  not  his.     The  veil  fell  from  before 
his  eyes.     The  sacrifice  made  of  her  affection, 
was  necessary  for  the  good  of  her  people,  and  she 
had  made  it.   The  pure  unselfish  Gladys,  whose 
heart  was  still  his,  if  circumstances  forbade  the 
open  acknowledgment,  would,  in  future,  appear 
to  him  that  of  a  guardian  angel,  rather  than  of 
mortal  love.     She  had  told  him  that  her  heart 
should  be  his  till  death.     That  which  she  had 
said,  could  not   be  unsaid,  for  he   had   now 
proved  the  determination  and  steadfastness  of 
her  character.     With  that  knowledge,  and  a  full 
reliance  upon  it,  he  must  be  satisfied  she  would 
VOL.  in.  p 
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iie?er  belong  to  another;  that»  at  leasts  waa  a 
consdation,  a  proud  ccmaolation  to  bis  saddened 
heart  Agam,  he  thought  of  her  as  of  his 
guardian  angeL  He  formed  the  resolution  to 
devote  himself  to  the  service  of  her  people  and 
dependeotSi  as  wdl  as  herself.  None  should 
have  cause  to  complain  of  the  Saxon  keeper  (^ 
Cridbeath,  while  his  ejres  could  discern  the  ocean 
roll  between  him  and  the  lofty  turrets  of  Harlech. 

Befcwe  the  cold  blasts  of  winter  swept  over 
the  land,  or  the  snow  covered  the  mountain- 
top,  the  daughter  of  Harlech  was  on  her  jour- 
ney home,  there  to  carry  glad  tidings  to  the 
oppressed  Welsh  people.  The  Duke  of  Bed- 
ford and  the  Earl  of  Oxford  escorted  the  £ur 
keeper  to  her  castle.  Rhys  Ap  Thomas  and 
other  Wdsh  gentlemen  were  of  her  train. 

Scarcely  bad  they  crossed  the  borders,  when 
they  were  met  by  crowds  of  their  countrymen, 
cap  in  hand,  to  behold  the  charter,  and  wd- 
come  their  fair  deliirerer.  '*  Happy  Cambria  T 
loud  were  the  rgoidngs  which  resounded  from 
hill  to  valley,  and  valley  to  hill,  throughout  the 
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emancipated  land.  Loud  the  echoes  from  rock 
to  rock  of*  happy  Cambria,  freed  Cambria — 
Cambria  for  ever  I''  The  Saxon'  yoke  was  no 
more,  for  Cambrian  and  Saxon  were  one ;  the 
old  privil^es  of  the  people  being  given  back  to 
them.  **  Cambria  is  free/'  they  shouted ;  one 
town  and  village  taking  the  tidings  from 
another.  "  Cambria  is  as  it  was  in  the  days  of 
our  forefathers.  He  who  sits  on  England's 
throne  is  the  child  of  our  soO,  of  our  own  true 
blood.    Cambria,  thou  art  free !  thou  art  free  I" 

From  the  aged  to  the  infant,  all  who  could 
lisp  her  name  lifted  up  their  voices  to  bless  the 
peerless  maid  of  Merioneth,  to  rejoice  that  the 
sun  once  more  shone  upon  her  hearth,  and 
smiled  again  upon  the  dwelling  of  her  grand- 
sire,  the  brave  Dafydd  Ap  Jevan. 

Her  journey  through  the  mountain  land  was 
slow,  because  it  was  a  scene  of  rejoicing  in  which 
she  was  bound  to  participate  with  the  people. 
On  every  height  blazed  a  huge  bonfire;  over 
every  monastery  and  homestead  the  Red 
Dragon  banner  floated  in  the  breeze.     It  was  a 

P  2 
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joyful  sight  for  the  emancipated  people ;  agam 
their  native  wilds  breathed  freedom.  The  tpnaii 
cannot  enslave  nature,  and  those  wflds  were  not 
more  free  than  her  people. 

Great  as  the  rejoicings  were  before  the 
daughter  of  Haiiech  arrived  upon  the  borden 
of  Merioneth,  there  the  welcome  was  still  more 
enthusiastic.  The  brave  men  of  the  Cwm 
bearing  the  Red  Dragon  banner,  first  haikd 
her  with  shouts  of  joy  that  rent  the  heavens. 
Indeed,  it  seemed  more  like  madness  than  joy, 
and  the  blessings  they  invoked  upon  (Sadys, 
unlike  any  other  blessing  ever  pronounced. 

Their  own  mountain  child,  the  sunbeam  ii| 
the  Cwm,  their  chieftain's  wyres  bacb  had 
returned  filling  every  heart  with  delight 
Always  devoted  to  the  grand-daughter  of  their 
chief,  they  were  now  become  so  proud  of  her 
that  they  seemed  as  if  they  had  no  hngnage  to 
express  their  pride.  Thdr  feelings  were  some» 
times  stifled  into  silence,  sometimes  fiuntic  in 
action  without  language,  sometimes  uttered  in 
unmeaning    sounds,   and  frequently  only  ex- 
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pressed  by  tears.  Tbeir  hearts  were  overoome. 
With  UDGOvared  heads  they  beat  before  the  ftdr 
heiress  of  the  house  of  Einion,  and  blessed  her. 
The  devotional  prayed  in  return  for  the  favour 
bestowed  upo»  tbeoa.  The  less  reverential 
indulged  in  rioting  and  feasting. 

Followed  by  increasing  crowds  of  her 
countrymen,  the  daughter  of  Harlech  continued 
on  her  way,  riding  upon  a  milk-white  charger, 
abreast  with  the  Duke  of  Bedford,  and  the 
governor  of  Wales ;  Kynfin  Tudor  and  the  Earl 
of  Oxford  fdlowing.  Kynfin  rode  up  to  the  side 
of  his  niece  when  the  grey  turrets  of  their  home 
came  first  in  sight  to  gladden  their  eyes  to- 
gether, to  gaze  upon  the  old  walls,  and  again 
en  the  deep  blue  waters  of  the  bay  as  of  old« 

At  length  they  arrived  at  the  castle  gate, 
where  deafening  acclamations  ftQxn  the  zealous 
hearts  of  Merioneth  greeted  them. 

The  foelmgs  of  Gladys  could  only  be  read  on 
her  eountmanoe,  or  judged  of  in  her  own  heart. 
Her  people  kndt  before  her  in  the  manner 
of  those  times,  and  the  simultaneous  cry  of  joy 
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which  burst  from  every  lip,  as  the  fair  keeper 
was  presented  with  the  keys  of  the  castle,  rent 
the  air,  aad  made  the  old  walls  vibrate  with  the 
sound. 

Bewildered  and  overwhdmed  with  joy,  Gladys 
again  stood  in  the  hall  of  her  ancestors.  There 
almost  overcome  by  her  sensations,  she  received 
the  congratulations  of  the  people.  The  first 
voice  of  her  family  which  welcomed  her  upon 
the  threshold  of  the  apartments  within  the 
walls,  was  that  of  her  grandmother,  and  the 
first  merry  laugh  which  fell  upon  her  ear,  was 
that  of  her  friend  Jacqudine.  The  last  threw 
her  arms  around  her  neck,  and  whispered  that 
the  bride  of  Ap  Maelgwyn  had  come  to  join  her 
voice  with  the  good  people  of  Cambria,  in  wel- 
coming Gladys  to  the  home  of  her  forefathers. 

In  the  midst  of  these  cheerful  and  noisy  con- 
gratulations  and  rejoicings,  there  glided  into 
the  hall  a  female  Ggure  in  a  singular  garb.  It 
moved  slowly  up  behind  the  daughter  of  Har- 
lech. Strange  accentSi  more  strangely  uttered, 
hushed  every  voice. 
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"  Welcome  1  thrice  welcome !  daughter  of 
Harlech  to  the  home  of  thy  ancestors.  Wel- 
come— thrice  welcome  to  Wales,  as  weU  as  to 
England !  Welcome  on  sea  and  land  !  Where 
is  the  daughter  of  Harlech  not  welcome? 
Kneel,  peerless  maiden  of  this  land,  kneel,  I 
command  you  I" 

The  daughter  of  Harlech  obeyed ;  and  as  if  by 
instinct  all  present  followed  her  example.  It 
was  the  prophetess  of  Gtet,  who  crossing  her 
hands  once  more  over  the  maiden's  head, 
uttered  some  incomprehensible  sentences,  and 
instantly  disappeared  through  the  crowd. 

The  Red  Dragon  floated  over  Harlech ;  the 
smoke  arose  from  the  house  of  G6st,  and  the 
daughter  of  the  castle  stood  once  more  upon 
her  favourite  battlements,  her  devoted  uncle 
and  protector  at  her  side,  neither  a  captiva^  nor 
again  overshadowed  by  the  dark  visions  of  the 
present  or  future.  In  the  place  of  these  gloomy 
visions,  sweet  whispers  were  heard  from  Gladys, 
''  This  is  my  home !  the  home  of  my  ancestors, 
the  home  of  my  warrior  forefathers  !  All  around 
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tne  I  have  made  happy ;  yes,  dear  unde,  and  I 
am  happy,  weH  nigh  too  happy  for  a  mortal  I" 

A  solitaiy  boat  is  often  86en  floating  in  the 
mooiilight  upon  the  waves  beneath  the  grey  towers 
of  th^  fortress.  Before  the  sun  has  gilded  the 
mountain  tops,  it  has  returned  to  its  moorings, 
and  the  keeper  of  the  bold  rock  of  Cricoeath 
is  again  at  his  post.  Though  the  waves  rdl 
between  him  and  Harlech,  the  souls  of  the 
respective  keepers  are  in  alliance,  'nieir  hearts 
work  together,  both  supporting  the  daims  of  the 
children  of  the  soil. 

The  bold  keeper  of  Crioceath,  and  the  har 
keeper  of  Harlech,  are  thus  not  only  the  com- 
manders of  the  two  strong  posts  which  protect 
the  bay,  but  are  equally  guardians  of  the  freedom, 
privileges  of  the  noble  spirits  in  Cambria. 
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